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   Prologue
 
    
 
   The sound of a door chime froze her in mid-swing and the leather whip dropped down rather than swinging toward me. I let out a whimper of relief, the heavy rubber ball gag that had been jammed into my mouth blocking anything more articulate. Kari’s eyes blazed in frustration and she stepped backward, looking down the hall. Her long, lithe body seemed tense and I watched as her hips twitched in conflicted need. A little surge of victorious rebellion surged within me. The ben-wa balls must have been getting to her. Or maybe it was just me.
 
    
 
   “Bother,” she muttered, chucking the flogger down on the floor. Her eyes came up to mine and her sadistic and wicked smile chilled me. “Now, I don’t think you need me to tell you to keep quiet, do I?” She said, then blew me a little kiss before leaving me alone. The door shut behind her and the darkness surrounded me. I let out an explosive breath, not even realizing I’d been holding it.
 
    
 
   I didn’t need the light. I knew where I was, even the exact diameters of my newest little torture chamber. It had been a storage closet until this morning, ostensibly holding a few Christmas decorations and some extraneous reams of paper before I’d been ordered to clean it out. It was only about six feet wide, a width I could confirm with my bare toes since both my legs had been forced apart and back as if I were doing the splits. My knees were bent and I could kick the lower half of each leg, striking the sides of my prison, but that was about all. I let out a muffled groan, the rubber ball gag in my mouth making my jaw ache. My hands were bound high above my head, a pair of leather bondage cuffs around each wrist and there was nothing I could do about it. I pulled, unable to do more than lift myself up just a few inches, my legs bending at the hips so that my weight was no longer resting on the two padded posts which stuck out horizontally from the metal frame running parallel to my spine.
 
    
 
   I heard voices over the sound of the electric motor beneath me, the soft murmuring of my mistress, no doubt conferring with a client over which style of artwork would best be suited for hanging in his entry hall. Kari was a talented and much coveted interior designer for Houston’s ultra-rich and her clientele were peculiar in their needs. She specialized in obtaining the unobtainable and her contacts were rather impressive. Still, I doubted that many of them knew that Kari was a sadistic and cruel dominatrix and that when she wasn’t at home sexually abusing her husband Robert, her one and only employee was in her offices’ supply closet, bound and stretched out, getting fucked by a mechanically operated dildo. The motor itself was almost silent and even with an ear pressed against the door no one would have heard its soft purr. In fact, the squelching sound of the black rubber dildo penetrating my sex, pulled almost all the way out and then forced back in wetly every few seconds, seemed to make more noise. The acoustics made every sound in the tiny room seem loud, at least to me.
 
    
 
   The voices grew louder and then to my sudden shock the door opened. For a terrified moment I thought she was showing me off, a strange face appearing to study the redheaded secretary on her first day of work, bound to the black metal frame, her torso covered with the red lines so freshly applied by her boss and the flogger, covered in a sheen of oil that glistened wetly. But instead of some businessman with a wanton grin, no doubt wanting something similar for his own secretary, I recognized the delicate face of a gorgeous brunette. She was a foot shorter than Kari, her frame not just petite but actually anorexic. Her breasts were mere buds, hinting at the feminine grace her bony hips emphasized. Of course she was beautiful as well, with a heart shaped face, high cheekbones, and the most adorable eyes. The panicked tension of being seen flowed away as Julie smiled at me with a fiercely burning eyes that seemed to enjoy my current position.  
 
    
 
   “Wow. She looks scrumptious, Kari. I like it. And I see the frame Mike installed is working out well,” Julie said with appreciation. She stepped into the small room and extended her finger, running it across my breast down to the nipple. “The welts I left on her yesterday are still visible.”
 
    
 
   My mind flashed back to Julie’s apartment, lying bound to a rough and scarred coffee table in the corner of her second bedroom, legs spread open, arms tied against my sides, her hands wielding the thin, narrow switch as she lowered herself down, pink petals to my tongue. I remembered screaming into her sex, the salty taste of her on my tongue as she brought the thin little cane down, leaving narrow scarlet lines across my skin. And she didn’t just hit my bosom either.
 
    
 
   Kari reappeared, bringing my mind back to the present and she leaned against the door, crossing her arms. Kari Anders was dressed in a white blouse, her cream colored skirt swirling around her knees. A necklace of gold plates hung low and her cleavage was a carefully controlled mix of sexy and conservative. She grinned as she looked at me struggling. “Yes, the punishment frame is working out nicely. Mike was concerned about the available space when he measured it out last week, but as usual he has worked his magic. I like that the bars keep her legs nicely spread and the backward lean keeps her from moving too much. The hydraulic functions are a nice touch too. He installed it earlier this afternoon. The only time she’s been off it was after he whipped her the first time, then took her into the conference room for a thorough reaming.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “Yes, admittedly Mike does that very well.” She leaned in and gave me a naughty look. “And did the little fuck slut like it when the big man fucked her little pussy? Was it better than that mechanical thing sliding through your cunt?” 
 
    
 
   I groaned as the dildo continued to slide in and out of me, every thrust sending another wave of pleasure up through my body. It was getting tough to concentrate.
 
    
 
   Julie nodded. “Mike’s told me that he likes it when we let him have a bite of her.” She leaned forward and looked at the frame. “He said he’d gotten some hydraulic pumps off a pair of junked up barbers’ chair. It does make it easy to secure her and get her up off the ground though, doesn’t it?” She asked, stepping back to once again admire me from the doorway. “Punishment frame? Is that what you’re calling it?” 
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “Of course. I think it makes perfect sense. I’ve never had an employee before and this seems much easier, not to mention more appealing, than writing out a disciplinary notice every time she violates one of my rules.” That made Julie laugh as I moaned. “I was right in the middle of flogging her breasts,” Kari said pointedly. “Which I think will make an excellent way to end her first day. Then, as per our agreement, she is all yours.”
 
    
 
   Julie gave Kari a wicked smile. “Yes, but Kari, I want you to know that I’ve got no problem working with you on Breanne. She is ours.”
 
    
 
   Kari paused momentarily, then her head dipped slightly. “Yes. Of course.”
 
    
 
   Julie gave the blond goddess a soft smile. “She was your best friend, lover, and submissive long before I came along.”
 
    
 
   Kari pulled the rubber strands of the red colored flogger through her delicate fingers. “Yes. And I gave her to you. Which means I’m very appreciative of your forbearance with my requirements.”
 
    
 
   Julie snorted. “She’s your employee. And this is ridiculous. Are we just going to stand here being gracious to each other, or are you going to whip that gorgeous body of hers a deeper shade of pink?” She drummed her fingers against the wall impatiently. “After all, office discipline is an important part of the workplace environment,” she teased. “I wish that I could do this to some of my employees,” she added darkly, a touch of anger in her eyes.   
 
    
 
   Kari bent toward Julie and their eyes met, a special spark passing between them. My eyes widened as I watched them kiss. I felt a tiny surge of jealousy, or maybe that was the thrusting dildo. But both of those mouths had touched me, tasted me, leaving hot little spots of bliss upon my flesh. It took me a moment, and a few more deep penetrations of the motorized rubber cock between my legs before I realized that it wasn’t a kiss of lovers, or of submissive and dominant, but of sisters. Kari then moved toward me and raised the whip with a dark light of glee in her eyes. Her hips were grinding and I strained again against my bonds, my body tensing as she shook the flogger out, raising it up, her eyes focused on my breasts. My right nipple, pierced and decorated with a small padlock, puckered as my chest heaved, the sigil of a Golden Rose dancing in the light. Kari was aiming for it. I could tell. I almost panicked, pulling hard against the leather bondage cuffs on my wrists, straining to close my legs but restrained by the two circular pipes that held me open. The thick rubber dildo, mounted to a motor beneath me, slid up into my body with regular beats and Kari swung, a swath of scorching heat flashing across my chest. I squealed into the rubber ball gag, head thrown back, panting against the pain. My breasts jiggled.
 
    
 
   “I love it when her tits do that,” Julie said. “Bounce back and forth.” She turned and looked at Kari. “And tomorrow? Is she going to be working tomorrow too?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyebrow went up. “No. I’m not quite ready to have her on full time, and to be honest, I don’t think she is either,” Kari said softly, her eyes looking at me with sympathy. “It might be a little much to drag her away from the farm this quick. So I figure a day or two this week, then maybe three days the following week will be suitable. I’m hoping by Christmas she’ll be coming in every day though.” 
 
   Julie smiled. “I think that’s a smart way to do it,” she agreed. “And that actually works for me because I’ve got an assignment for her, ready and waiting.” That statement froze my blood. Another assignment? I groaned into the gag. 
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “I hope it’s sufficiently entertaining,” she said to Julie, running her hand down the length of the whip, her fingers light as her mouth curled up into a cruel, sadistic smile, catching sight of my panicked expression. 
 
    
 
   “Oh yes. I can guarantee that. Matt came up with the idea and I tweaked it a little. So this one will be rather… intense.” Julie said. An assignment. Thought up by Master Matt? Oh… oh shit. I closed my eyes, concentrating on breathing through my nose. 
 
    
 
   “Breanne seems to like the idea,” Kari said wickedly. She looked at my straining body, the exposed petals of my sex, the wet and slippery dildo being rammed into my depths. She studied me intensely, then reached up, grabbed hold of the tiny gold padlock hanging from my right nipple and twisted it viciously. Pain exploded at my breast and shot up to my brain. My body went rigid as I squealed, the gag muting the sound into something almost inhuman. ”It’s because we love what you are,” she whispered to me. “A nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
    
 
   She let go of my breast and the whip hissed again.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: prologue][bookmark: chapter1]Chapter 1: Depression
 
    
 
   A number of adjectives could have been used to describe my mood that chilly November morning; morose, moody, and depressed among them. I stood there gazing out across an empty goat pen, fallow fields in the distance, feeling just a touch lost. My auburn colored hair blew in the cold wind and I shivered, pulling the denim blue duster tight across my body. Behind me the barn was quiet and I couldn’t help wondering if there was something I could have done, some esoteric action I could have taken to prevent things from falling apart. Memories flashed through my head; riding my horse Star, the antics of the kids prancing around, the sweet scent of hay, of making love in the loft, of discovering my sexual self here… of giving in to both agony and ecstasy. There was just so much.
 
    
 
   And now it was gone. Or would be soon enough. My parents had sold the farm. The place where I’d grown up, and where my own child had spent the first eight years of her life. I turned around and plodded along the fence line, staring out at the dried grass, the winter braced land. In six months it would all be bulldozed, turned over and parceled out in little lots of a quarter acre each, suburbia supplanting my home and the wild fields I’d ridden since I was old enough to mount a horse. I sighed, remembering how I’d left home for college years before, swearing that I was done with the farm for good. That I was moving on. And in the end I’d come back. I’d donned the blue jeans and work boots; become the cowgirl I’d never wanted to be. I’d raised my own daughter on this farm and now I was losing it all.
 
    
 
   My phone rang right in the middle of feeling sorry for myself and I lifted it to my ear, answering with a morose sounding “hello?”
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Breanne.”  I recognized the voice of Kari Anders immediately. My best friend since grade school, Kari Anders was a blond bombshell who could have been a model for Victoria Secrets had she so shown the inclination. Or at least, she could have when she’d been twenty. Now, closer to thirty she still had the amazing looks she’d had since birth, but had added a grace and maturity to her beauty that practically defied conventional reason. Her hair was long and straight and her lithe and tall frame was perfectly proportioned. Compared to her I was a dumpy, mouse colored girl, whose big breasts and wide hips made me look more like an overripe pear. It had been Kari who had encouraged me to dye my hair the fire-engine red it is today. And it had been Kari who had helped me find myself when I started to discover my sexuality. Her somewhat sadistic and cruel touch had led me to discover the darker perversions of my soul, and it had been Kari to first bind me, humiliate me, hurt me, and love me when I needed it most. I loved every perverted, horrible second of it. And hated it.
 
    
 
   What can I say? I’m a complicated person.
 
    
 
   “Hi Kari,” I said sadly, still contemplating my personal reality. Three weeks ago my parents had dropped the bombshell news on me. They were selling the farm. We still had a month and a half to go, all the way through one last Christmas, but then we’d have to leave. To be honest, I knew it was going to happen one day. My father had been injured in a traffic accident when a drunk driver had nailed him head on at close to sixty miles an hour. For the most part he had recovered, except that his right leg was a withered, useless limb that couldn’t support even a quarter of his weight. It had ended his career as a farmer and I, fresh out of college, had gone back to the life I’d tried to escape, bringing with me a baby girl, a broken heart, and lost dreams.
 
    
 
   Still, I’d taken to it. I’d lost the weight I’d put on in college as well as pregnancy. I’d recovered from the betrayed relationship and with my mother’s help embraced the challenges of being a single parent. Kari had been there too, drawing me back out into the world and holding me when I needed it. Eventually I put aside the dreams I’d had of becoming a successful district attorney somewhere and focused on renewal, letting Kari pull me back into the sodden, masochistic world of sexual depravity I thought I’d abandoned.
 
    
 
   And honestly? It had been good. I felt alive then.
 
    
 
   “So, how are you doing?” Kari asked politely, but with obvious concern. I turned and headed back toward the barn. The place was so quiet. So strange without the animals. I shrugged, a bit of physical movement to emphasize what I was going to say next.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I replied, though my tone said something entirely else. Perhaps I was fishing for sympathy. I don’t know. The night my parents had told me about their plans I’d driven to Kari’s condo in a state of stunned apoplexy. Talk about discombobulated. Sheesh. I’d broken down as Kari had quickly taken command, comforting her oldest friend, her sweetest love, her little nympho humiliation pain slut. Even my current mistress - Julie Uterro, had yielded to her solution.
 
    
 
   Kari let out a quiet sigh. “Breanne, I realize you’re going through a transition now, but I think for your sake, we need to discuss the immediate future.”
 
    
 
   I knew exactly what she was talking about. The meeting that night had all revolved around me. The nice thing was that a number of important people in my life had contributed. Kari had called practically the entire Society, letting them know what was happening. The questions that had flown above my distracted head were somewhat predictable. What would Breanne do once the farm was sold? Where would she live? How would she make a living? What were her skills? The last one was a doozy. Despite a bachelor’s degree in Criminal Justice, it had been almost nine years since I’d done anything but run a tractor, plow earth, feed the critters and suck cock. Sure, I’m a writer, but if we really wanted to get down to it, my only real skill wasn’t something that I saw a lot of advertisements in the “employment” section of the paper. And I wasn’t quite sure how “nympho humiliation pain slut” would look on a resume under “experience.”
 
    
 
   Yes. I said “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut”. It’s a mouthful when you’re considering it as a title. When I was a teenager I discovered that there was something very different about me, especially in contrast with the other girls at school. While they were fantasizing over dresses and hairstyles, I was frantically pushing myself toward more physical, hedonistic pleasures. It had been Kari who had introduced me to the complexities of BDSM; Bondage, Discipline, Sadism, and Masochism, showing me the forbidden VHS videotapes her father had accidentally left in the closet after her parents had separated. For several weeks during the summer between my freshman and sophomore years we watched those tapes, sometimes multiple times, a blanket thrown across my lap to hide my own questing fingers from the girl who would eventually become my mistress. Finally, right before school started, she’d asked me to choose one of three videos, not to watch, but to act out. And that was it. I was hooked, not to mention stuffed with a cucumber. Kari identified with the dominants. Me? Yeah well there are very few submissives that can do it better than I can.
 
    
 
   “I’d like you to start working for me sooner, rather than later. Not full time though,” she said. “Perhaps just one or two days a week.” Her voice was firm, commanding, as if she totally expected me to immediately accede to her wishes. I wasn’t technically scheduled to start working as her administrative assistant until January. After the farm had officially sold and Rachel and I had moved into an apartment.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I said. “Uh... when?”
 
    
 
   “Tomorrow,” Kari replied firmly. “Finish your morning chores, dress appropriately, and come to the office. This way we can officially start your employment and even if you aren’t working full time yet you’ll be able to list tomorrow as your start date.” She paused and her voice softened. “It’s just one day, Bre. Come in. I promise you that it will be okay.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. The passionate group of ladies who had taken an interest in my personal life had reasoned, quite accurately, that I would need to establish myself as a professional with more skills than eating pussy, being tied spread-eagled to any appropriately sized horizontal surface, and capable of enduring brutal floggings in sensitive spots before serving as a soft, warm, wet receptacle for anything remotely phallic shaped. Mistress Sara had offered me a job at her law office, working as a legal secretary. Julie had suggested I work for her and Mistress Isobel in their company’s marketing department. But it had been Kari, the only self-employed woman there to hit upon the best option; work for her for at least six months to a year, relearning my office and computer skills, maybe working on my LSAT exam, or at least figuring out what I wanted to do with my life now that it was half-over. I’d agreed to her solution since Kari would allow me to work the hours I needed in order to be with my daughter. I was losing more than a farm. Since my parents were moving into assisted living, I was losing a baby-sitter and my daughter, even at eight years old, was still too young to be a latch-key kid.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I replied with resignation, though I admitted that I liked the idea. I needed to get moving. To jump into something. “What time do you want me to come in?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Around nine would be acceptable,” Kari said swiftly. “I’ll see you tomorrow, sweetheart.” She made a soft humming sound and then she cut the line.
 
    
 
   I sighed as I put the phone away. “Right. Tomorrow,” I muttered, staring around at the empty barn.
 
    
 
   Well… a new job. I wondered what that would be like, especially working for Kari Anders. I sighed. Tomorrow would just have to take care of itself.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter2]Chapter 2: Attire
 
    
 
   I started that morning with the ben-wa balls. The first rule of being a nympho humiliation pain slut, even when it’s your first day at a new job, is to be stuffed with a sex toy. In order to be ready at any time for sexual activity, girls like me must be constantly, terribly, permanently, sexually stimulated. That means stuffed. Over the last five years I’ve spent almost three of them with some sort of sex toy inside me; Massagers, dildos, vibrators; you name it; I’ve probably stuck it up in there. The idea is to rotate them in and out so you never quite get used to one, thus you remain constantly aroused. Always wet. Ready at a moment’s notice for someone to sink their cock, fingers, or the errant cucumber into your slit with minimal fuss or resistance. No need for foreplay, gentlemen and ladies. She’s ready. Right now.
 
    
 
   Of course I’m normally wet, even without the toy of the day purring, tantalizing, and tormenting me. I’m that way naturally. Left to my own devices I’d be more than happy to spend the better part of each morning with my fingers slipping through my own petals, working myself into a milky froth. Perhaps that’s one of those quirky personality traits that makes me so appealing to others. On any normal day I’d work myself through four or five, maybe even six or seven orgasms, each one leaving me breathless and marginally satisfied. “Marginal” is the key word here. Along the way Kari had taught me that certain things made those formerly “marginal” orgasms more powerful, more intense. Being embarrassed, or certain sexualized hurts, magnified my orgasms until they became earthshaking events that left me feeling dazed, wrung out, and addicted. The tiny little bursts of pleasure I could give myself were nothing compared to those magnificent explosions, the only downside was that mentally I had trouble reconciling the disparity. How could those things; being humiliated, or having someone hurt me, make me feel good? It was just… wrong. Wasn’t it?
 
    
 
   I’d chosen the ben-wa balls, two golf-ball sized spheres that contained a set of weights inside them, because they were quiet and not very intense. I could spend the whole day walking from place to place, letting them slip and slide and roll in my cleft, keeping me wet and ready but never driving me close to the metaphorical edge of orgasmic climax. I’ve heard that self-control is important when you’re going to work. I‘ve even been told that masturbating at your desk is evidently frowned upon. Can you imagine that? Who would object to me masturbating at my desk?
 
    
 
   For the first time in my life I had a hard time selecting what to wear. A south Texas cowgirl’s attire is generally an easy thing to figure out. Blue denim jeans, work boots, appropriate underthings including a white, utilitarian bra, tee shirt, over shirt, and hat. If it was cold I needed my duster. But... I wasn’t heading out into the fields. I was going to another environment entirely. An office. Kari was a successful interior designer. I’d been hired to be her “assistant”. I wasn’t quite sure what that meant, but it came with full health care coverage for both me and Rachel, plus a thirty-eight thousand dollar a year salary, along with part time hours. I really couldn’t ask for anything better. But it also meant I had to dress the part. So I couldn’t wear jeans, could I? Julie and Kari both had bought me a ton of outfits over the last few years, but none of them were appropriate for an office environment either. Most of them were dresses suitable only for the most risqué of night time parties, or clothing more appropriate for a seventeen year old schoolgirl’s porn shoot. If I showed up wearing a blue and white plaid skirt that only came down mid-thigh, along with a white button up blouse that wouldn’t even properly close up the front, I’d get fired before I was technically hired!
 
    
 
   It occurred to me that Kari might have liked the schoolgirl outfit. But I sure didn’t. This was supposed to be a real job. So I went with my church clothes.
 
    
 
   I should have worn the schoolgirl skirt. 
 
    
 
   The dress was reasonably appropriate despite being just a tad bit tight across both the bosom and the hips. It was green, a nice complementary color on me, and the collar was just low enough to show a respectable amount of cleavage without being overtly sexy. I could sit without worrying about flashing my panties to anyone sitting across from me, and it was comfortable. I’d be fine all day. So girded in my new armor, and a pair of three inch pumps, I climbed into my Saturn coupe and headed into town.
 
    
 
   Traffic was moderately horrible and even the increased size of the I-10 freeway did little to mitigate the millions of cars on the road. Still, I made it in forty minutes and was still just a little early, arriving about ten minutes before nine. Kari’s red convertible wasn’t even in the parking lot. I sat, waiting, my brain spinning, until she finally pulled in, taking the space next to me.
 
    
 
   She climbed out and took off the massive sunglasses that I’ve joked she uses to hide from the paparazzi. She was wearing a pantsuit, but the kind that looked like it cost about six hundred dollars and seemed custom tailored to hug her perfect hips, ample bosom, and delicate shoulders. It was cream colored, almost exactly the same color as her golden wheat hair. The blouse was white and a necklace of gold plates hung down adding both pizazz and color. Her ruby tinted lips curled up in a smile and her eyes met mine. I got out of my car and her smile disappeared as she took in my attire.
 
    
 
   “You wore that old thing?” She asked in dismay. This was my friend talking. She honestly looked horrified.
 
    
 
   “Uh…” I said intelligently, glancing down at the dress. Okay. Sure. It wasn’t “fashionable,” but at least I wouldn’t humiliate her if we went out together. Probably.
 
    
 
   Kari rolled her eyes, then shook her head in disdain. “Clearly we have work to do.”  She sighed and headed for the building, a leather valise in her hand. I followed along like a good little puppy. My three inch heels clicked on the concrete with each step and I wondered if I’d already screwed up without even technically starting. What the hell was wrong with the dress? It was totally decent!
 
    
 
   The door to the building lobby was unlocked and we entered a dark, exquisitely decorated hall with a real streambed flowing from one corner to the other. A small wooden footbridge crossed the center though there was an ADA approved handicap crossing at the far end where the stream ended. Lush tropical plants were positioned up and down the streambed, appearing to be randomly placed, but I knew better. It screamed “Kari” even though she’d never confessed to being responsible for the lobby’s decor.  
 
    
 
   Her office was fronted with a glass door which she unlocked, opening up on a small lobby with a desk that looked like it belonged to a first grader. Every other time I’d been there the desk had been empty save for a few pamphlets on interior design. It was if she recognized the need for a buffer, but didn’t know how to articulate it. Now there was a telephone, laptop computer and mouse making the tiny desktop look cramped. The old chair that had been behind the desk was gone and a strange, small seated chair that looked very uncomfortable was sitting in its place. I didn’t say anything. Kari gave me a warm smile, but beckoned me further into my new work environment.
 
    
 
   Kari’s personal office space was straight down the hall from the lobby and she snapped on the lights as she went in. Heavy mahogany furniture filled the room; a desk, credenza, and shelving unit were all polished and perfectly positioned, the art on the walls were photographs of previous designs, and everything was in its specific and appointed place. Kari sat down at the desk and motioned me to take one of the seats across from her. I sat down, crossing my legs delicately. For some reason I felt nervous.
 
    
 
   “You ready for this?” She asked me warmly, her eyes bright.
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure,” I replied honestly, sitting down. I smoothed the material of my dress down across my knees. I knew Kari and suddenly I was having second thoughts. Kari was something of an ice princess. I’d lived with her for two years in college and I remembered those days with both fondness and a certain wariness. Kari was OCD in a big way, her obsessive compulsive disorder displaying itself in a somewhat manic need to organize everything. It had driven us apart eventually. Would working for her be similar?
 
    
 
   “Why not?” Kari asked curiously, leaning back. “We’ve been best friends for twenty years, Bre. I was there at your tenth birthday. I was there when you broke your arm, remember? I was there for your first kiss…”
 
    
 
   I snorted. “You were my first kiss,” I replied with a smile. She grinned and I sighed. “It’s just...odd. I feel out of place, Kari. I’m used to farming. To driving a tractor. What am I going to do for you that you can’t already do better?” I asked plaintively. Hell, it was almost a whine.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the look on her face changed from warm friendship to something a bit more devilish. “What is your toy of the day?” Kari asked, leaning forward, her eyes bright and full of mischief. That got me blinking. Wow. I hadn’t even been there a minute and we were already talking sex? What the hell did my ben-wa balls have to do with my new job?
 
    
 
   “Uh…” I said, trying to decide if it was a good idea to even answer.
 
    
 
   Kari cocked her head and her eyes narrowed. That wasn’t a good sign.
 
    
 
   “Ben-wa balls!” I told her hurriedly, trying to head off a situation.
 
    
 
   She nodded. “A nice, safe choice,” she stated primly. Then she sat back and put her fingers together. “I want you to understand, that starting today, ben-wa balls will not be acceptable.” She reached down to the bottom desk drawer on the right and pulled out a box. It wasn’t very large, no bigger than a coffee mug. It was wrapped in brown paper and she slid it across the desk to me. I took it, suspicion writ large upon my face as I began to unwrap it.
 
    
 
   “We’ll begin with this. Each day you are working you will insert only approved toys,” Kari said, as if we were discussing normal office protocol. Blue paper needs to go in the blue marked bin for recycling and only use black pens for signing contracts. Sheesh. I peeled the paper off the box, opening it, and my eyebrows went up. Inside was a soft, crimson colored silicon object. It was about the size of a small stapler, but smooth and curved with no hard edges. I looked for a button but didn’t see anything. I didn’t have to ask what it was, or what it was used for, or where it was supposed to go though. The hungry look on Kari’s face was enough. I looked up at her, my eyebrows arched suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “I thought this was supposed to be an administrative assistant job,” I protested, though respectfully. “You know, to get me back into the workforce?”
 
    
 
   The blond dominatrix sitting across from me didn’t bat an eye. “No. The job is to be my personal assistant. Yes, you will be handling email and billing and a hundred other things I assign you to complete. But the reality is that I will also be using you for my own... pleasure.” She leaned back. “I had a long and heartfelt talk with Julie. While you are here, during work hours, from nine in the morning until six in the evening, I have the right to use you, abuse you, torment you, and punish you. You are my employee.” She smiled. “From six until nine, you belong to her.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. Okay. Sure. I’d figured Kari would use me like that at some point. To an extent. Having me constantly around would be too much temptation. But this was sounding much more serious. She’d bought me a new sex toy for God’s sake! And from the lack of wires or a remote, I figured that I wasn’t exactly going to be in control of what was happening between my legs. I swallowed hard and looked up at Kari.
 
    
 
   “I see,” I said starkly, sudden realization hitting me like a paddle across the ass.
 
    
 
   Her eyes were a mixture of dark desire and a cold, sadistic need. “Do you have any objections?” She asked curiously.
 
    
 
   Objections? To what? To being her little sex slut again? To having my body used now both day and evening? To have me torn between working for Kari and submitting to Julie? Could I take that? Could I handle that much? And what did it say about my future career plans? Was my role in life going to be permanently that of a sex object? Was all I really good for was being put on display and serving as the receptacle for whatever sexually sadistic impulses Kari and Julie needed to get out of their systems? My God… what would my business cards say?
 
    
 
   “No objections, Ms. Anders,” I said formally. “I will abide by the terms you’ve laid out.”
 
    
 
   Kari suddenly grinned, her smile warm. “Good. Then first of all you will stand, remove that ridiculous dress and anything else you happen to be wearing, including the shoes, and replace the ben-wa balls with the vibrating egg.” She pointed at the toy I’d left on the desk.
 
    
 
   I stood up, my eyes locked on hers and I began the process of undressing. I’d been naked in front of Kari so many times, including just a few weeks prior, that I wasn’t terribly uncomfortable stripping in her office. Of course I was cognizant of the fact that the front door of the suite happened to be unlocked and that if anyone came straight back to Kari’s domain some of the “decor” might be a little difficult to explain. But I’m used to that sort of risk. I pushed the thought of discovery out of my mind. I slipped out of the dress, standing in just my light pink bikini cut panties and the white bra, folded the material, and then placed the dress on the desk. My bra followed next, exposing the curved white and pink capped curves of my bosom, the small padlock that marked me as a submissive of the Society of the Golden Rose dangling from my right nipple. Then I pushed the pink elastic waistband of my panties down, exposing the wet and pink shaved petals of my sex. I stepped out of my shoes and put everything in a pile on the corner of her desk. I reached between my legs, my slippery fingers snagging the string that connected the ben-wa balls and allowed me to draw them out of my depths with a ringing sound. I held them up.
 
    
 
   “Lick them,” Kari ordered, folding her fingers together but watching with undisguised glee.
 
    
 
   I lifted the balls above my head and stuck out my tongue. The taste was tangy and scented of musk and need and I swirled my taste buds across the plastic sphere quickly. I opened my mouth and popped one in, sucking it clean, making sure that I got more than a sample of my own, lubricating goo. When I was finished I pulled the second ball out of my mouth and held it out, waiting for her to tell me what to do with it.
 
    
 
   That’s when Kari shocked me. With delicate grace she kicked off her high heels, then she stood up and began unbuttoning her pants. The trousers opened and she slid them down her long and perfect legs. The skin was unblemished, smooth, and clearly well maintained. There wasn’t a freckle on her. She laid her pants on the desk next to my clothes. Her panties were lace, and cut in a G-string like pattern, barely covering her well-trimmed petals. She pulled her panties down, stepped out of them, and then sat back down in the chair. My eyes widened in surprise when she put one bare foot up on the desk. I stood there, eyes wide, wondering what the hell was going on.
 
    
 
   “Now, Breanne, you will use your tongue on me, licking my clit until I tell you to stop. You will then insert your ben-wa balls into my pussy.”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help myself. “Are you serious?” I asked incredulously, gaping. I stood there naked, wearing only my heels, the ben-wa balls dangling wetly from my hand. Kari was hypersensitive when it came to sex. She could barely tolerate her own husband’s tongue on her clit, much less mine. She was the kind of girl who got aroused by tormenting others. Was she really going to keep the ben-wa balls stimulating her sex all day?
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Get to it,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   I immediately dropped to my knees and jammed my face between her outstretched thighs. I couldn’t believe my fortune, my good luck. The number of times I’d been allowed to pleasure Kari could have been counted on one hand. Maybe two. In years of sexual encounters. To be allowed to taste her, pleasure her, and then consummate it all with slipping my own sex toy into her well? It was just too beautiful! Of course I licked her!
 
    
 
   Gently.
 
    
 
   It took only a minute to leave Kari breathless and tense and her fingers curled up into a fist in short order even as her panting made it clear how it all felt. I felt her touch, her push and I pulled back to see her scarlet cheeks and flashing eyes. She nodded, her head jerking and a wry smile crossed my face as I picked up the ben-wa balls and pressed the first one to her wet petals. It slid in easily enough. Kari is one of those girl who has never had a problem taking cock. But you could always tell that it wasn’t the penetrative act itself that excited her. She shifted in her seat, groaning slightly as I pushed the two spheres into her slit. They disappeared into her cleft and I could tell they settled deep. I sat back on my heels and waited, watching as she adjusted to the pressure. Finally she seemed to be more in control and she gave me a pointed look, then nodded toward the new sex toy. I gave her a curious look and then pulled away. 
 
    
 
   “Not that I’m objecting,” I said as I stood and picked up the silicon covered egg. “But I’m a little surprised.” I nodded toward Kari’s wet cleft and as she put her panties back on she gave me a wry smile.
 
    
 
   “I’m aware of my sensitivity,” she said with a touch of embarrassment. “And Robert commented on it a few weeks ago, so I’ve been having him try to,” she paused, looking for the right word. “Acclimate me to it. You’ll be helping.” The last few words came out with her normal strict demeanor.
 
    
 
   I grinned as I began working the egg shaped sex toy into my pussy right there in front of her. “Well I certainly don’t mind,” I exclaimed, giving her a warm and loving smile. The egg vibrator went in easily enough. I was wet, soaked even, and there was more than enough room to get the large and overpowered toy in deep. As I did this Kari put her panties and pants back on, then slipped her feet back into the heels. Finally she stood and we looked at each other. She looked a little… tense actually. Finally she cleared her throat.
 
    
 
   “I figured that you would have some attire issues so I planned for us to go shopping this morning. I have a lunch meeting that you will accompany me on, so you will need to be appropriately dressed. Then this afternoon I have a technician coming in to install some more office equipment for you.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Um… okay. And thank you?”
 
    
 
   She waved her hand. “Not in the least. Now, if you’ll come with me,” she said, getting up from her seat. I blinked as she headed out the door and turned left. I followed, hesitating to glance down the straight hall toward the lobby. No one was there or at the door. Thank God. I darted to the left, heading down the hall after Kari, my bare rump swishing from side to side.
 
    
 
   Kari’s office is rather large for someone running a one-woman show. The hallway, which takes a hard turn to the right after coming up from the front lobby, is sided with two offices and a small supply closet, along with a kitchenette and a conference room. We walked past Kari’s art room, which occupied the second office, and then she approached the last door on the left.
 
    
 
   “The supply closet?” I asked curiously as she opened the door. Kari is a bit OCD and her obsessive compulsive disorder forces her to keep everything hyper-organized. The supply closet was actually mostly empty. There were five boxes of paper reams, a few Christmas decorations, and a few old material scrapbooks stacked in the corner.
 
    
 
   “We’ll be using this room extensively now that you’re a part of my team,” Kari said cheerfully, gesturing to the closet. It was about ten feet deep and about six feet wide. Not exactly roomy but it wasn’t like I was being locked inside it. “I’d like you to move everything to the conference room. The paper and books can be stored in the cabinetry by the bar, but you can leave the Christmas decorations out. We’ll need to put them up soon.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Um… okay. Can I have something to wear?” I asked cautiously.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “No. I think it’s better if we don’t get the clothes I have for you dirty. Besides,” she said, eyebrows wiggling. “I like the idea of your naked body carrying those boxes.”
 
    
 
   I gave her suspicious look. “I hope this kind of thing isn’t the extent of my responsibilities here,” I said disappointedly.
 
    
 
   Kari frowned. “Of course not! You’ll be helping with my schedule, taking calls, answering emails, filing and completing invoices, and going with me on calls.”
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I said. “I just wanted to make sure.” I sighed and looked down at the boxes. “Well, I guess I should get started.” Kari didn’t help, choosing instead to watch me. Just as I picked up the first box the new sex toy, the egg she’d made me slip inside my sex, hummed to life. I gasped. It was powerful. Much more powerful than my normal vibrators. I let out a groan and fell against the wall, looking up at Kari. She had some sort of white control box in her hand. It was tiny. She grinned viciously.  
 
    
 
   “I’ve heard that the key to employee morale is to help them enjoy their work,” she said with smug satisfaction. “And Breanne,” she said, waiting for me to recover.
 
    
 
   “Kari?” I gasped again, hands between my legs, my loins trembling.
 
    
 
   “Don’t cum. Because you know I’d love to have to punish you on your very first day.” She whirled and disappeared down the hall. I made a tiny whimpering noise as the egg buzzed and seemed to swirl inside me. It filled the space between my legs and all I could think about was cumming. I took a shuddering, spasm inducing breath and struggled to my feet, the box heavy in my arms, the cardboard cutting against my bare breasts. I took a step. Then another, emerging out into the hall. I could already hear her on the phone, talking to someone, her voice light and lilting and clearly happy. I struggled down the hall to the conference room door, only one thing going through my mind.
 
    
 
   Don’t cum. Don’t cum. Don’t cum. Don’t cum.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter3]Chapter 3: Office Discipline
 
    
 
   “Well, I have to admit, you lasted longer than I expected,” Kari said, looking down at me. I’d managed to move practically everything in less than thirty minutes. Unfortunately that was also the limit to my endurance and the rapidly oscillating object buried in my sex had driven me over the edge. I’d collapsed in a chair, pushed my right hand between my legs while my left hand began twisting and pulling on my nipples in turn until finally I’d blown right past the limit placed upon me by my new employer.
 
    
 
   “Cumming on the job,” Kari said with feigned resignation. “Certainly a violation of the code of behavior.”
 
    
 
   I looked up at her, a glazed look on my face. “Will there be moments when cumming on the job isn’t a violation?”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Of course. Sometimes I’ll require it of you.” She leaned close. “Do you need me to order it now?”
 
    
 
   I winced. I’d blown a pretty major gasket and didn’t think I’d be able to push myself into another explosion quite as quick as Kari might want. I shook my head. “No ma’am,” I said apologetically.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded with satisfaction. “Good. We’ll deal with the punishment for your infraction later. Now we need to deal with your appalling wardrobe. If your dress this morning is an indication of what you have on hand I’m going to have to take steps.
 
    
 
   I sat up straighter. “Kari, you don’t need to buy me anything,” I protested. “Just tell me what you want and…” My words died as she held up her hand.
 
    
 
   “No. I won’t hear of it,” she exclaimed. “Besides, I love shopping for you. Now come with me to the art room. I’ve got something for you to wear while we go out.”
 
    
 
   I pulled myself out of the conference room chair, a sinking feeling in my tummy. I knew damned well that Kari enjoyed shopping for me. That was half the problem. In high school it had been short skirts, gauze shirts, and that damned pair of too short skorts she’d bought me. I remember her cutting the “shorts” part out that night, making me wear the skirt part, flashing my naughty bits to a horde of staring guys as I walked the mall. Hell, she’d deliberately drop her keys and tell me to pick them up, just so the boys following us could see my ass and shaved pussy. Talk about humiliating. In college it had been these tight t-shirts, each printed with an explicit sexual message. Do you know what it’s like going to a class with the words “Porn Star in Training” written across your chest, knowing that the fact you aren’t wearing a bra is visible as well? And through it all the toys, bondage gear, and other pieces of equipment she’d used throughout our relationship to torment me.
 
    
 
   Kari’s art room is one of those mysteries that seem to defy the laws of physics and the power of entropy. They say a creative mind is rarely tidy, but whoever coined that phrase didn’t know my best friend Kari. Three large cabinets, one with little drawers, created a corner of the room. A tilted table top, covered with drawing paper, was positioned in the middle behind a stool. To the side was a director’s chair type stool for someone sitting with her, as well as a bookcase filled with scrapbooks and material samples. Kari slid into her seat and reached over to a small drawer where I knew she usually kept a few things meant for me. Something black and way too small to actually be clothing came out and she handed it to me. I shook it out, astonished to find myself holding a tiny black dress that I’d never seen before. There was no back. The front tied at the nape of my neck and consisted of two somewhat folded strips of material that would sort of cover my breasts and nothing else. The front (or lack of) plunged down past my navel and I was actually grateful that I’m shaved because I had a suspicion that my bikini line was one that Kari and her dress had no problem crossing. The front then flared into a sort of skirt and came down to my upper thigh, leaving entirely too much leg showing. Sitting in any capacity was going to be an issue and I’d be forced to keep my knees tightly together to keep from showing off my wet, pink slit. The back of the dress wasn't much better. “It covered my bottom,” was about the nicest thing I could say about it. With no back, the cut plunged down so low that the dimples at the base of my spine could be seen and with a little wiggle I was absolutely positive that I could flash a bit of…
 
    
 
   of…
 
    
 
   Well fuck. What can I call that and not sound crude? Bottom cleavage? Buttock dip? Ass crack? Oh wait! Here’s one: intergluteal cleft. Yeah I like that. 
 
    
 
   Sigh. Sometimes the English language fails us. Let’s just go with “tail.” I could definitely flash some “tail.”
 
    
 
   No secretary or administrative assistant would be caught dead in this, unless she was going to a cocktail party on the arm of her boss, who she sincerely hoped would fuck her stupid back at his hotel, thus ensuring job longevity and possible promotion. It wasn’t office attire. That’s for damn sure.
 
    
 
   “Uh… Kari? This is… it’s um…”
 
    
 
   “Put it on,” she ordered sternly “The shoes you wore here will suffice until we get to mall,” she said, getting out her purse. I slipped on the dress, startled at how quickly it settled into place. I was mostly naked and felt that way. A good twist to the side would pop both breasts out of the front of the dress. Then Kari plucked the same small, white keychain-like object out of her bag I’d seen her wield earlier, pointed it at my lower half, and pressed a button.
 
    
 
   The “egg” inside me suddenly went silent and I sighed in relief, my hips churning a few times as my body responded to the stillness.
 
    
 
   “I think you need a temporary break from the egg,” she told me. “But don’t worry. I’ll turn it on again. When you least expect it and it will embarrass you the most.” Kari marched me out of her art room and I stopped to get my shoes. A moment later we were out of the office and I climbed into her convertible, glad that the top was up and the heater was on. I kept glancing around nervously, my arms wrapped around my body, trying to hold in my boobs. I looked like I was heading out to go clubbing. Or possibly to meet a rich client who was expecting a high dollar escort. That sort of thing can cause motor vehicle accidents.
 
    
 
   Kari took me shopping. As far as descriptive sentences go, that is probably the essence distilled, but in fact, shopping was just an excuse. Kari actually took me out in public to humiliate me. Frequently. She dragged me to a number of stores, both at the Galleria and elsewhere and we spent two full hours outfitting me for my new role as her personal fuck slut. Oops. I mean personal assistant. The cost of a dozen full outfits, from shoes to even a long, felt coat were put onto my employer’s credit card and I came close to fainting as the dollars began to add up. All in all Kari racked up over two grand in two hours and I felt dizzily guilty as more bags were added on. 
 
    
 
   I had a whole other set of issues to deal with as well. To start with Kari made ample use of the micro-controller that allowed her to activate and control the egg-shaped vibrator inside me. Her favorite setting was “drive Breanne bananas,” closely followed by “see if I can make Breanne cum in a public place.” Since it was a new toy and I was unused to its shape and size, even the lower settings quickly set my heart thumping with excitement and all sorts of juices seemed to be leaking out of my pussy, flowing down my inner thigh. Desperation generally isn’t a pretty thing, but Kari seemed to love the hip rolling walk that I used, or the little whimpers of need that escaped my lips repeatedly. She certainly enjoyed the sharp cry of overload when I reeled like a drunken sailor and ended up leaning against the wall of one store, both hands pressed hard against my sex, the black material of the dress soaking wet. “That,” she said, “will earn you another punishment.” Once, when I summoned up the courage to ask her if I might rub myself through another approaching climax she gave me a stoic look and said “after we buy shoes.”
 
    
 
   And yes. She found a male associate whom she asked to size me, making sure that I had to sit down with him kneeling at my feet. And of course that was when Kari activated the vibrator. My God. I thought the poor guy was going to have a heart attack. I gushed wetly, ashamed at the grinding of my own hips as I struggled not to cum. The shoe salesman? Well he certainly has a story of his own, let me tell you that!
 
    
 
   The shoes Kari selected bordered on the sort of footwear you might find over at St. James, an upscale strip club in north Houston, gracing the feet of their prettiest dancers. To make matters worse, Kari bought three different colors of the same footwear, ensuring that every outfit she had purchased for me earlier had an appropriately matching set of open toed stilettos. I watched, cheeks flushed with shame as the guy buckled on the open toed heels, his eyes focused more on the pink, wet slit between my legs. 
 
    
 
   One store on Kari’s list coughed up a half dozen skirts and blouses and all I can say is that none of them were appropriate for an office environment unless it was staffed by porn actresses. Acting. All the skirts were too short. Some were pleated and flared. Some were tight. But regardless of the various colors, cuts, and designs, each one was designed to make sitting difficult for a girl like me. Either the backside came up or the front wasn’t low enough. One or the other.
 
    
 
   The blouses? I wish I could say that they were better than the skirts, but in truth none of them were. Some were too thin, enabling anyone to see right through the flimsy material. Some were cut to emphasize my breasts. Two of them had slits along the sides that were incredibly daring by any woman’s standards. A pair of them were actually crop tops, leaving an indecent amount of skin showing between my boobs and the matching skirt. Imagine. A secretary showing her navel? How appropriate is that?
 
    
 
   Then Kari dragged me into the lingerie shop. Twelve sets of bras with matching panties ended up in my bags and these weren’t comfortable, utilitarian bras either. These were scratchy lace, the kind meant to tantalize and be taken off as soon as possible. The panties were all hybrids of bikini style and bun floss and left most of my derriere exposed. But to make matters worse Kari actually bought me four garter belts; the kind you wear your panties over, rather than under. This disturbed me because not a single one of the skirts Kari had selected for me actually went down low enough to hide the clips on the garter belt. And Kari made it clear that half the time she expected me not even wear panties or a bra! So why buy them for me?
 
    
 
   By the time we got to the stockings I had stopped protesting since it had become evident that Kari was going to overrule me on everything. And frankly, I could understand that. She was paying for it all, and I was going to be working directly under her (in some cases literally) so why not? If she wanted me dressing like a two dollar tart and representing her business, how could I really say no?
 
    
 
   Except I wanted to.
 
    
 
   Throughout the shopping trip Kari kept up a steady stream of explanations, giving me the details of what sort of tasks I’d be doing for her. Actually, I was a little disturbed to find her rather disorganized when it came to billing and invoices. She admitted that she rarely checked her email and that I’d be handling that aspect of my new job as soon as I was coming regularly. All of this was punctuated by the rapid changes in speed and intensity involving the small motor embedded in the silicon covered “egg” inside me. So by the time we got back in Kari’s car and headed toward our lunch date, I was definitely on edge and achingly wanton, along with having earned two additional “punishments” for unauthorized orgasm at the hands of the sadistic dominatrix I was with.
 
    
 
   Kari had thoughtfully arranged to meet at one of my favorite restaurants, though I’m not sure that was by design. We pulled up and headed in, her bright eyes immediately finding the solitary gentleman dressed in a loose collar and sports coat sitting at one of the tables. His eyes brightened as he caught sight of Kari and he began to stand up, only to hesitate momentarily as I waltzed into view. Don’t get me wrong. Or misjudge him. Practically everyone was staring at me. I mean for November in Houston, I sure wasn’t wearing very much in the way of clothes. His eyes followed the neckline of my dress, appreciating how it plunged down several daring inches below my navel and I was tempted to place a finger in that little spot and see if the dress was elastic enough to show a little bit of slit.
 
    
 
   “Esteban, it is so good to see you. This is my personal assistant, Breanne.” Kari took his hand and I watched him kiss her knuckle, though his eyes were still on me.
 
    
 
   “A pleasure,” Esteban said, his accent non-existent considering his obvious Hispanic heritage. “Esteban Martinez, senorita.” He held out his hand to me and I took it, only to find myself slightly off balance as he brought my hand to his mouth as well. I wasn’t positive, but I thought I felt the light caress of his finger against my palm. I gave him a smile that would have warmed a polar bear and he tore his gaze from me back to Kari.
 
    
 
   “Esteban is one of my best suppliers of unique and custom artwork, not to mention furniture,” Kari told me.
 
    
 
   We all sat down and after ordering, Kari launched into a discussion of art and decor that I couldn’t even hope to follow. Clearly Esteban was someone in the industry and over the next forty minutes I finally figured out that he provided Kari with much of her more esoteric source material. A special importer you might say. Once our lunch dishes were taken away he actually pulled out a tablet and began showing her pictures of... get this… antique Victorian style furniture. All from Peru, Brazil, and Venezuela.
 
    
 
   Weird. Huh?
 
    
 
   During the conversation I played a game to keep my mind busy. Every time Esteban looked at Kari or his material, I pulled one of the bands of material that covered my breasts to the side. Not enough to expose my whole breast. No. But certainly enough for a nip slip. When he’d look back I’d let the material slide back across. Cruel? Yes. But I believe in keeping a man on his toes. Kari figured out what I was doing after the fourth time and she responded by activating the egg inside me, thumbing the rumble to a low setting, which was just enough to stop me from being the brat I am.
 
    
 
   “Well, there are a number of items I like the look of,” Kari said, pulling out a small notebook and pen. “That one for sure,” she said. She was obviously about to write something down when I leaned over the table, risking my bosom and undoubtedly giving Esteban what he’d been hoping to see over the last twenty minutes, and snatched the pen out of her hand.
 
    
 
   “Excuse Ms. Anders, but I should be taking notes for you,” I said sternly. Kari looked at me in surprise. I pulled the pad away and then smiled as I readied myself. Kari gave me an inscrutable look but then nodded in appreciation. She startled rattling off a few numbers and descriptions, her finger flashing across the tablet screen.  Finally I filled four pages of the small pad and Kari handed the tablet back.
 
    
 
   “Excellent selections, Ms. Kari,” agreed Esteban. “When would you like to come and take a look?”
 
    
 
   Kari glanced at me apologetically, then pulled out her phone. It took a few moments, but she finally was looking down at her calendar. “How about next week? Thursday or Friday?”
 
    
 
   Esteban Martinez sighed. “Alas, I will be out of town. Either earlier next week, or the any day the week after.”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “The week after then. This is for a client in Westbrook Village and there’s no particular rush, especially with what he’s looking for. I saw four or five good possibilities, including that bed.”
 
    
 
   Esteban grinned and looked at me. “Yes. It was a very enticing bed.”
 
    
 
   I blushed.
 
    
 
   Esteban paid for our lunches and then Kari put me back into her convertible, the egg still buzzing between my legs. The day had warmed up and she put the top down, letting the wind tear at our hair. Her suit coat ruffled in the breeze as she rocketed back toward her office. But my outfit? The simple bands of black cloth covering my breasts? 
 
    
 
   I had to hold them in place.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter4]Chapter 4: The Punishment Frame
 
    
 
   Kari unlocked the door and I followed her into the office, one hand bracing myself on the wall. The egg inside me was purring along and I was having some trouble coping. Kari glanced back and smiled. “The technician will be here in about fifteen minutes. Is the storage closet completely cleaned out?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, trying to focus on not hyperventilating. Along the ride home she’d turned it to maximum and I was once again on the edge. “Yes, Kari. And please… is it possible to turn the egg down?” I begged her.
 
    
 
   “Once you’ve been punished,” she replied succinctly. “You’ve had what, three unauthorized orgasms?
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. How the hell was I not supposed to cum while being paraded half naked around Houston, all while enduring the spiraling hum of Kari’s egg vibrator? I frowned, hoping my ben-wa balls were driving her crazy. 
 
    
 
   “It will be four in a moment,” I muttered as she went into her office and a moment later she was on the phone.
 
    
 
   I stood in the hall, wondering what the heck I was going to do. The egg made it impossible to function and it wasn’t like she’d given me any computer work to do. So I turned around and headed back to the lobby. At least I could be there when the technician arrived. I wondered what he’d be installing…
 
    
 
   I got on the laptop and checked my email and even tried to do some writing, only to tear my eyes away from the screen, trying desperately to ignore the still shuddering egg when the door chime rang. I braced myself for encountering another stranger, eyes lingering on my body, desperate to fuck me and I found myself suddenly smiling, eyes bright, laughing.
 
    
 
   “Mike!” I exclaimed. “You’re the technician?”
 
    
 
   Mike the Hardware Guy was the manager of a retail store specializing in the sort of hardware and mechanical parts that aren’t generally carried at your typical “home improvement” store. It’s the sort of place my father had been visiting for years and I’d followed suite after returning home. There are just some things a farm needs that you can’t pick up at Home Depot or Lowe’s. One day, while looking for something naughty to play with, I’d met a man who I’d instantly fallen in love with. Strong, large, with a barrel chest and this full, thick beard, Mike the Hardware Guy looked like someone who could have easily played professional football and been good at it. Mike was also something of a craftsman and after realizing that I was generally willing to serve as a guinea pig for all manner of kinky, sadistic tests with strange devices, he’d started building a number of items that only a medieval inquisitor might have found intriguing. Of course Julie, Kari, and lately the Society had been purchasing all sorts of things, from wooden racks to wooden horses. Mike was working overtime. A widower, Mike had become an integral part of my life and his relationship with Julie was almost as tight as my own.
 
    
 
   “Heya Bre. How are you holding up?” He asked. He picked me up in a bear hug, lifting me completely off my feet. My high heels dangled a foot off the ground and one fell off. I let out a muffled cry, kicking.
 
    
 
   “Oops,” he said, putting me down. I giggled, but then gasped as he slid one of his massive palms under one ribbon of cloth covering my breast. I felt his hand cup my entire boob, kneading me softly.
 
    
 
   I groaned. “Mike… ooohhh… please… you’re going to make me cum,” I begged. That just earned me a chuckle.
 
    
 
   “Good. That’s the response I like to get out of you.”
 
    
 
   “But I’m not allowed!” I hissed. “Kari’s got me stuffed to the brim and I’ve been percolating for hours!”
 
    
 
   Mike smiled. “Espresso huh?” He asked, pulling his hand out from under the cloth covering my breast.
 
    
 
   “I’d say more like a morning roast,” I said sourly. “So what are you here for? Are you the technician?” I asked, bending down to get my shoe. His eyes watched as my bare bottom flashed him nicely.
 
    
 
   He nodded. “Got some parts to bring in actually. I just wanted to make sure y’all were here. I’ll be right back.” He pulled his hand out from under the front of my dress and exited through the door. I hightailed it back to Kari’s office. She was doing some paperwork and looked up as I entered.
 
    
 
   “Mike’s here,” I said accusingly. “A technician, huh?”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “You’ll see. He’s installing something for me in the storage closet.”
 
 
   I put two and two together. My eyes widened and I swallowed. “And… uh… when he’s done?” I asked almost afraid to get the answer.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “Then we’ll have a nice place to punish you for your earlier transgressions.”
 
    
 
   I let out deep breath and sat down in the chair opposite her desk. “Kari, do you really want some sort of bondage device in your place of business?” I asked skeptically. “What if your landlord finds it?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She smiled back. “Hopefully you’ll be strapped to it,” she replied.
 
    
 
   I gave her one of my patented “really?” looks. Behind me I heard a clatter and leaned over, looking down the hallway. Mike was pulling some sort of collapsible cart with him and it was filled with steel tubing. I groaned.
 
    
 
   “We’re going to talk,” I told Kari, whose eyebrow merely went up. I stood and met Mike at the corner. He looked into the office past me and waved.
 
    
 
   “Hey Kari,” he said, greeting my old friend.
 
    
 
   “Mike,” she acknowledged. 
 
    
 
   “Got everything together. It’s a bit of a rush job, but it will do what you asked. Plus some,” he assured her. I looked down at the cart. There was one large box there that seemed out of place. I bit my lip, feeling just a touch out of control. I couldn’t help but wonder what was in the box.
 
    
 
   “Breanne can help you get it set up,” Kari replied with a smile.
 
    
 
   Mike glanced over at me. “Well, that’s a lovely dress. I’d hate for her to ruin it.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened at the setup and Kari hammered the ball out of the park. “That’s simple enough,” she said, looking straight at me. “Remove it.”
 
    
 
   For a moment I just stared at her. No one said a word and I realized that I was being a bit peckish. I let out an exasperated breath and reached up behind my neck. Mike turned a bit and stared with a beaming smile as the front dropped, exposing both of my breasts, the tiny gold padlock hanging from my pierced nipple glinting in the light. I did a little hip wiggle and the rest of the material fell off my body, leaving me buck naked except for the ridiculously high heels.
 
    
 
   “That’s much better,” he said magnanimously. Then he leaned forward, a curious look in his eye as he cocked his head to the side. “Is that a vibrator I hear?” He asked.
 
    
 
   “I told you just a moment ago she had me stuffed,” I said irritably. “It’s a vibrating egg,” I told him. Then I gave Kari a dark glare. “And it’s a big one.”
 
    
 
   He nodded with satisfaction. “Of course. With you, what else would it be?” He nodded respectfully to Kari and then grabbed my hand, pulling me down the corridor toward the supply closet. The cart rattled behind us. I felt rather awkward being led naked through the office. Even with Mike, who had seen me naked and screwed my brains out multiple times through multiple holes, I felt like I was doing something naughty.
 
    
 
   “So, what is this thing?” I asked timidly, trying to take my mind off my nudity. I admit that I was just a tad bit interested in the contents of his cart. Whatever he had brought in looked sturdy, whatever it was.
 
    
 
   “You’ll see in a moment,” he assured me. He took a long look at me and grinned. “You look good.”
 
    
 
   “You always say that when I’m naked,” I retorted.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “If it were up to me you’d be naked most of the time.”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “Except that wouldn’t work. Eventually you’d want to take me out, and you know damned well that having me only half covered is better. It leaves something to the imagination.”
 
    
 
   A lofty expression crossed Mike’s face. “I prefer to imagine you tied to my bed spread-eagled.”
 
    
 
   “I have a new job now,” I said sweetly. 
 
    
 
   Mike’s eyes widened. “Really?” Then he snorted. “Yeah. Like this job for Kari is all that different from you normally do.”
 
    
 
   My eyebrow went up. “Normally I’m a south Texas cowgirl working a farm,” I replied saucily.
 
    
 
   “I meant your other job. You know, sex writer? You take sex assignments from online doms, do them, and then write about it?” He shook his head. “You are incredibly popular you know. You may have lost the farm but I’m willing to bet the assignment suggestions are still pouring in.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “Not my department anymore. Julie is handling that. She’s taken this sort of wicked delight in finding the absolutely most humiliating, most sexually intense, painful torments she can.” 
 
    
 
   Mike chuckled. “More power to her. Let me know when I can help,” he said. We made it to the supply closet and Mike opened the door. “Cool. She cleaned it out,” he remarked.
 
    
 
   “I did that. This morning,” I told him.
 
    
 
   “Oh. Sort of like having to dig your own grave, huh?” He asked, pulling out some of the heavier, thicker, square shaped pipe. 
 
    
 
   I gave him a suspicious look. “What is this thing?” I demanded as he bent down and started fitting pieces together. Then he turned back, opened the cardboard box and lifted out two, heavy metal pieces. One was obviously a motor. I could tell because it had an electric cord and there was a crankshaft. The other thing I couldn’t identify, and I’m not exactly a mechanical slouch. I can change the oil on a combine and I probably have a better, more intimate relationship with most large, thick, narrow pieces of hardware than even Mike. I’m good with tools too. It’s not every man who can honestly say that every hammer and screwdriver he owns has been “baptized” in a nympho humiliation pain slut’s pussy.
 
    
 
   Except now that I’ve written this, I’m wondering if Mike invites me over to his shop one of these days for an object session. Oops.
 
    
 
   Mike fit the unknown object between the base of the frame he was building and I watched it all take shape. Despite my nudity and the audible buzzing of the egg, he got focused like he usually does. I was just a wallflower by that point as he fitted the pieces together. I watched, a growing sense of unease building within me and after just ten minutes the unease became actual alarm. The squarish pipes he had brought had formed a tall frame, reaching up almost six feet, and since the ceiling was at least ten, high above even Mike’s head, there was plenty of room. A single metal post formed the backbone of the machine and Mike attached what looked like a black leather seat bench to it. Except it was against it so you’d have to lean backward. He secured a few more pieces to the frame and then manhandled the motor beneath it. A thick rubber dildo was fitted to the upright shaft and it looked disturbingly like the “Full Bore” machine he’d built for Kari a few years before. Finally he pulled a pair of single foot long tubes out from the cart, slid them into slots, secured them, and then stepped back.
 
    
 
   It was a restraint frame. That much was clear. It was painted black, even over the weld joints. At the very top there was a single D link steel clip, obviously strong enough to support one hundred and seventeen pounds of redhead, but probably designed to handle more. I couldn’t figure out what the two circular pipes sticking straight out were for and I said as much.
 
    
 
   Mike nodded. “Well, now it’s your turn. Kari said you needed to help me.”
 
    
 
   I looked at him suspiciously. “Help you?”
 
    
 
   He reached into the cart again and drew out a pair of black leather cuffs. I’d seen them, but hadn’t said anything. He held them out to me. “Your wrists please?”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes but held out my hands. Mike made short work of securing the cuffs to my wrists and then he maneuvered me over to his new construct. He backed me up to it.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs so that the two round pipes are between your thighs,” he told me.
 
    
 
   I looked down and opened up just a bit. The two circular pipes jutted out about four inches below my dripping sex. It still didn’t make any sense though. The dildo machine was below that and the two bars would prevent the rubber phallus from reaching me.
 
    
 
   “You missed,” I said scathingly, nodding downward.
 
    
 
   “Oh ye of little faith,” he laughed. Mike lifted my right hand, clipped it to the frame above my head, then did my left. Then he looked at me with a grin. “And now you’re mine.”
 
    
 
   Our eyes met and I felt a little thrill. There is something positively electric when a man like Mike looks at you and declares that you belong to him.
 
    
 
   “Get in line,” I said with frustration. “Between Julie and Kari, I’m not sure when you’ll get another chance.”
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged. “Julie and I have a good relationship, so I know that I’ll have my chance.” He leaned forward and put his mouth to my ear. “Besides, she’s just as good in bed as you are.”
 
    
 
   That made my eyes widen. I knew that they’d had sex with each other, but I didn’t know that it had become frequent enough to justify that sort of comment. I was about to ask more but he pulled back and began to put his tools away. I tested my bonds. Admittedly, I’d have had a tough time getting free myself. But it wouldn’t have been impossible if I set my mind to it. I was still standing flat footed on the floor. The D link clip was huge, so I could have manipulated it even with both wrists locked in it. Sure it might have taken me some time, but it wouldn’t have been impossible. 
 
    
 
   Then Mike stuck his foot out. It went slightly behind me and he began doing something. Pumping or kicking something. And that’s when the spine of the frame began rising. I felt my wrists get drawn upward and suddenly my arms were pulled taut. I gasped and rose up on tiptoe. Mike just kept pumping. I groaned as I was stretched tight from the top of the frame to the ground. The only good thing was that the two pipes between my legs were now even farther away from my dripping, humming slit. If they were meant to be some sort of crotch support, Mike had seriously misjudged the distance.
 
    
 
   Mike pulled his foot back, then switched legs and began pumping on the other side of the frame. The pipes between my legs began spreading, pushing against my thighs, cranking me open. I gasped as Mike continued to use his foot to pump the two restraints, exposing more and more of my sex, stretching my legs wide apart. My weight went to my arms and thighs as my toes came up off the ground and still he pumped, the pipes spreading even more until I was essentially doing the splits, except my legs were bent downward. The ends of the pipes were almost to the inside of both knees and no matter how I tried to lift myself up I couldn’t find a way to lift my legs any higher and get free of the restraint. He had me spread wide open. I started to hyperventilate as the bondage did some seriously messed up things to my libido. My hips began to thrust and roll and the restraint frame I was bound to did nothing to stop me. 
 
    
 
   He admired me for a moment and then started touching. His hands came up and began kneading my breasts, squeezing the tips painfully. I gasped, my hips bucking and I let out a high pitched squeal as the combination of vaginal vibrations and Mike’s pawing sent me spiraling toward another orgasm.
 
    
 
   “All finished I see?” Kari asked from the doorway. Mike let go of my breasts and turned, a look of satisfaction in his eyes. He stepped to the side so she could see around his bulk.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely. And I think I did a pretty decent job,” he said. “Both the riser and the spreader bars are hydraulically operated. I found a pair of junked up barbers’ chairs that I cannibalized. The silver pedal on the right handles the riser and the one on the left takes care of the spreaders. And there, along the base, you can see two red push valves. Those will release the pressure so you can close her up and bring her down. 
 
    
 
   He pushed his foot out and stuck it along my left side. Suddenly there was a hissing sound and the riser above me lowered. Of course this put all my weight on my outstretched legs because the pipes spreading my thighs didn’t go down. 
 
    
 
   “Very efficient,” Kari observed with a wry grin. Mike nodded and began pumping his foot and I was lifted back up until my ribs were showing. 
 
    
 
   Mike smiled. “She sure looks good on it, doesn’t she?”
 
    
 
   Kari stepped into the room and stared at me for a moment. “She’s earned three punishments for today’s orgasms. I’m a bit busy right now, but if you’ll inflict the first one, then give her a sound fucking, I’d appreciate it.” She held out a small leather paddle called a sap and I stiffened, eyes widening.
 
    
 
   Mike accepted the sap graciously. “I’d be happy to. But…” he paused. “This is an office building. Won’t she make too much noise?”
 
    
 
   Kari grinned and pulled a red leather ball gag out of her pocket.
 
    
 
   “Wait,” I spluttered. “Please. You know how much I hate gags!” I protested. “Especially ball gags.”
 
    
 
   Mike turned, patted my left breast, and grinned. “You don’t have a vote here sweetie. Now open up,” he said as he took the gag from Kari.
 
    
 
   My eyes flashed. “No. I won’t!” I declared and closed my mouth, clenching my teeth.
 
    
 
   In a less cruel world he might have squeezed my nose shut, but Mike didn’t. Instead he grabbed hold of the padlock on my right breast and twisted it halfway around. Pain shot up through me, but I held on, at least for another thirty degrees. Then I couldn’t stop from crying out. My mouth came open with a wail of agony and he popped the ball gag in deep, letting go of my breast at the same time. I clamped down on the red sphere, trying to spit it out, but he began buckling it on quickly and I had no chance. I muttered something angrily at him, eyes glaring, but the ball did exactly what it was supposed to. It muffled me.
 
    
 
   Kari held something else out to Mike and I recognized the controller to the vibrating egg inside me. He took it with a quiet “thank you,” and then she waved at me. “Enjoy, Breanne!” Then she disappeared down the hall. The door shut behind her and Mike snapped on the closet light. He held up the sap.
 
    
 
   “So where should I hit you first?” He asked, even as his thumb swirled on the little controller. The egg inside me suddenly shifted gears and headed into the fast lane. I bucked and moaned, my voice muffled and constrained. Mike shrugged. “So I guess we’ll start with twenty strokes to each of your tits, then another twenty or so strokes to your clit, and then I’m going to pull the egg out of you and fuck your brains out.” He got very close to me and laid the flexible leather of the paddle directly on my left nipple. His left hand went down between my legs and his thick, powerful fingers found my clit. He pinched it lightly. “I can’t help but wonder what the other two punishments Kari inflicts upon you will be like. And I know that Julie’s got another assignment ready for you. She told me yesterday. She said she might even swing by before you get off work to tell you about it.”
 
    
 
   Then his wrist snapped back and forth and a loud crack filled the room. A sharp sting exploded across my left breast, flashing into an almost unbearable heat. I squealed into the ball gag, a thin line of saliva spilling onto my chin, dripping down… down… down.
 
    
 
   Mike grinned. “One…”  
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter5]Chapter 5: Morning Liberties
 
    
 
   I glanced down at my watch, an anachronism perhaps in this day of digital technology. Julie has derided me multiple times for wearing the small, elegant timepiece on my left wrist, calling it outdated and an antique. I merely asked her if she knew how to read an analog clock. After a moments of darkened anger in her eyes, she smiled and said “what’s analog?” Touché, Mistress. Still, I preferred it. Sometimes, when you’re a little busy, reaching into your pocket to pull out your smartphone, just to check the time, isn’t that efficient, especially when you’re distracted.
 
    
 
   Very, very distracted.
 
    
 
   With a sigh I crossed the empty barn. The cool November morning was already warming up into something normal for a South Texas winter, with temperatures in the upper seventies so my duster felt a little warm. The silence was a little disturbing. Normally I’m accustomed to hearing the breathing of our horses, or the squeal of the pigs. Outside the bleat of the goats would have been filling the air. Now there was nothing. I would have felt sad about it, but I had a few things on my mind. After spending a day with Kari at her office, a harsh and sexually explicit reality had sort of descended on me like one of those lead lined aprons they make you wear when getting X-rays. I was still getting used to the idea.
 
    
 
   Of course Kari wasn’t my only problem. Julie certainly wasn’t going to let me forget that she had a thumb on my clit too. Metaphorically speaking.
 
    
 
   I trudged across the barn. We’d sold most of the hay but a few moldering half bales hadn’t made the cut and rather than throw them away I’d just left them there in the corner. The land developer had made it clear he was going to bulldoze the barn along with the house, so I wasn’t exactly feeling an urge to “clean things up.” An old furniture blanket was draped over them and I gingerly sat down. The tension inside me was pretty intense as I unbuttoned my jeans and began pushing them down. The moment the denim cleared my loins the sound of the vibrator intensified, the thin and damp cotton of my panties doing little to mute the seven inch, curved-tip toy I’d been instructed to bury in my slit that morning. I’d put it there right after waking up; the prerequisite “toy of the day,” the necessary repercussion of following nympho humiliation pain slut rule number one; stay stuffed so that you’re always ready to be used. Julie took great pleasure in making sure each day was filled with just the right amount of sexual torment.
 
    
 
   I sank down with a groan as I pushed my jeans down to my booted ankles. Oh God was I ready to be used. The previous toy of the day had been my ben-wa balls, two golf ball sized spheres meant only to tease and titillate, but then that had been replaced with Kari’s brand new “vibrating egg.” Multiple orgasms, not to mention three whipping sessions, one with Mike the Hardware Guy, one with Kari, and then finally the one Julie had given me before I’d gone home, had certainly given me some perspective. After Julie had used me to her satisfaction I’d been sent home and told to rest, the ben-wa balls slipped gently back inside my body. So I’d gone almost sixteen hours without orgasm, so sliding in the purple colored, curved tip, “G-spot” vibrator had been most welcome that morning. Set to low, the vibrations had changed my usual “agreeably wanton” into “slightly desperate” and now, two hours later, into “manically driven”. Julie’s instruction “don’t cum,” reverberated in my ears, emphasized by the churning between my legs. Still, I’d managed to finish getting dressed, make breakfast, and then get my daughter out to the bus stop before the next part of Julie’s evilly inspired designs came to fruition.
 
    
 
   I pushed my panties down next, the scent of my own arousal so strong you could almost swim in it. I caught the thick vibe as it slid out and with both hands I twisted the base, ramping up the tiny, off-set motor inside the plastic casing. Instantly my sex contracted around it and a series of hard shudders flashed up through my body. My bottom lip caught between my teeth and with a sound somewhere between a dog’s pathetic whine and the sound of ultimate satisfaction, I pushed the vibrator back up into my depths, spreading my knees wide.
 
    
 
   My right hand drew the vibrator clear of my pussy, sending pressure waves of exquisite pleasure through my sex, only to have them folded back and replicated exponentially as I merely thrust the curved tip tool back into my warm, slippery hole. My hips began rocking, matching each, slightly faster, inroad of the oscillating phallus. My chest began heaving and my free hand came up, struggling with the buttons of my over shirt. I think it took me ten or fifteen more full strokes of the vibrator before I managed to get the shirt open. Then I grabbed for the bottom of my undershirt, yanking it up to expose my bra.
 
    
 
   I groaned in frustration, trying to get my fingers beneath the heavy cotton cups. I had to admit that at least Kari’s outfits meant ease of access. Had I still be wearing that ridiculous dress from the previous day I’d have been able to reach everything in less than a second. Still, lace is for working girls, whether on the street or in an office. But in my heart I was still a farm girl, a south Texas cowgirl and I was going to dress that way damn it. So it took me a moment to get a hand under the wire, fingers pinching at my nipple.
 
    
 
   I might have made it to sixty. Probably. Almost certainly. Fortunately there wasn’t a limit for going over. Just sixty thrusts. That’s all Julie required. The problem was that this was my second time doing it. The first time had been in the privacy of my own room, even before everyone else was awake. Now, after one intense masturbatory session I was so desperate I didn’t care. It had to be done. Orgasm was just too close, in such demand that I was hardly going to stop. I knew what the consequences were. I just didn’t care.
 
    
 
   I threw my head back, one hand pinching my left nipple, the other frantically pounding the purple stick up into my creamy pink gash, knees bent and legs open, the soles of my boots touching as my jeans held my ankles together better than any bondage cuffs in existence. I let out a cry of such explicit satisfaction that a few pigeons roosting in the rafters responded, calling out in fear and flying away as I exploded. The series of spasms that wracked my body left me breathless and sexual euphoria made my toes curl deep in my boots as I slumped down, a silly and stupid smile on my face, eyes half closed in afterglow.
 
    
 
   I turned down the vibrator, back to the lowest setting, so that the motor would lazily spin inside me, shifting the phallus back and forth at a more tolerable level. I slid it back in, deep, a thumb on the base as I struggled to pull up my panties, my quivering quim tightening around the intruding object, unsure if it should start the entire sexual process again, or merely adjust to the presence and move on. In the end I went with option one, feeling the boiler I’d just depressurize start to heat up. I didn’t have a lot of time and I groaned, climbing to my feet.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” I said to myself as I realized what I’d just done. I shook my head. Julie had made it very clear that I was to “resist orgasm.”  Instead I’d jumped into one with both eyes open, throttle set to full, without caring even an iota about the consequences. I grimaced. According to Julie, I’d just earned myself a spanking. The problem was that it was going to have to wait. At least for a little while.
 
    
 
   The vibrator still buzzed between my legs, though I’d turned it back down to the slow and stately rumble that had been responsible for the build of pressure before my unauthorized orgasm. 
 
    
 
   “Not good,” I muttered to myself as I stood up. “Julie isn’t going to like this. Not good at all.” I took a deep breath and headed back inside. 
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter6]Chapter 6: Daddy Issues
 
    
 
   “Well, this is a pleasant surprise,” said the man in front of me. He was in his late fifties, silver graying hair at his temples and was getting a little thin at the top. From the waist up he was a strong man, with powerful muscles in his arms and chest. Unfortunately the same couldn’t be said in the other direction, at least not completely. His right leg was withered and useless, with barely enough function to keep him standing. A walker, intended for a person thirty years his senior, stood nearby.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. We were alone. The house was empty. Thank God for early morning errands, right?
 
    
 
   “Will you do it?” I asked plaintively. I stood before him still wearing the jeans and shirt, though I’d taken my boots and socks off earlier. Now I was barefoot. I knew he liked it. Most men do. There is something about a woman’s bare foot that appeals to the Neanderthal in males.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Of course. I’m always willing to give you a spanking.” He patted his lap and I couldn’t help noticing the growing bulge just under his zipper. “So get ready and come on over.”
 
    
 
   When Julie had told me that despite my required “on the hour” masturbations, I was not allowed to cum, I’d been rather disgruntled. Granted it could have been worse. She could have told me to edge each hour, which would have been much more difficult and probably left me with few options. The problem was the punishment for unauthorized orgasm. Julie had specified twenty spanks to my rear for each orgasm I had. That in and of itself wasn’t too much of a problem, though I knew my ass was going to get sore quickly. The real issue though was where she’d told me to put the vibrator. So for the fourth time since waking up that morning I lowered my jeans. This time though I took the blue denim trousers off completely. Then I peeled out of both my shirts and bra. I knew he liked seeing my entire naked body and Julie had specified that I needed to be bare bottomed as well as bare breasted for each spanking. Evidently this makes everyone but me happy.
 
    
 
   I had to put a hand between my legs to keep the vibrator in. It was still set to low, buzzing away in the sodden swamp between my legs. The good news was that I had accidentally built a buffer to more orgasmic delight. The bad news was that I’d done it by having multiple orgasms, one that hadn’t even been accompanied by the required sixty thrust masturbatory session at the bottom of every hour. Now I was two orgasms in, which meant not just one, but two spanking sessions. Still, I wasn’t about to tell HIM that. I waddled on over to him and he shifted so that I could drape myself across his lap. It wasn’t easy. There was a table in the way, but I got wedged in, my breasts hanging down along the side of his easy chair. He moved his right hand under me and I felt his fingers close around the right side of my bosom, kneading the soft flesh, then playing with the piercing and padlock that dangled from the tip.
 
    
 
   His left hand came down on my bottom, but not with a blow. Instead he began rubbing, caressing me in slow, soft circles as I found myself rocking my hips, grinding the base of the vibrator against his leg in swirling circles of increasing desperation. He let me work myself on him until I could feel his erection pressing against my belly. Then his fingers began prying between my legs and I was encouraged to open up. I did, swinging my left leg wide. I felt him draw the vibrator out of my sex and let out a groan of such longing that he actually jammed it back in with a chuckle, giving me a thrill that just made me hornier. But then he drew it out for real and I readied myself, bracing for where the vibrator was going next.
 
    
 
   He didn’t disappoint me either. The slick and gooey tip pressed hard against the brown star of my bottom and as I deliberately forced myself to relax as he pushed it in. The first inch was the worst, but after that the well lubricated vibrator went in easily enough. I kicked a little, whining with the pain of it. Then his fingers swirled against my buttocks and the motor inside the vibrator roared to full power. I let out a mewl of half-protest as the vibrations changed everything inside me. I groaned with the acute ache of having seven inches of hard plastic in my ass and it was only then that he began to hit me.
 
    
 
   The blows came at a steady and sedate pace, maybe one every twenty seconds, each open-handed strike followed by a heavy massage of the affected buttock. I survived the first five or six almost silently, but after that I began vocalizing. By ten I couldn’t hold still and he left off twisting the padlock on my nipple in favor of holding me down. At fifteen my rump felt as if I’d sat on a broiler and I was kicking when he brought his hand down. I broke out into tears at eighteen, sobbing as my bottom contracted so hard around the vibrator I thought I might break it. And when we got to twenty I was a mess, leaking from both ends, my rear burning so hot that I’m positive that had someone cracked an egg on it I could have served it sunny side up in less than a minute.
 
    
 
   He shoved me to the floor and I heard the zipper of his pants come down. “All right, Breanne. Reciprocation time. Start sucking.”
 
    
 
   I looked up through my tears. There was certainly nothing wrong with the man’s cock. That was for sure. It was thick and hard and long and stood tall like the mast of a Spanish Galleon. Sniffling, I crawled over to him, ignoring the burning ache in my ass, one hand trying to hold the vibrator in. I got up on my knees, spreading his legs slightly as I bent my head down to his exposed member. I took it in my mouth, reveling in the taste and feel of it. Some girls don’t care to suck cock but I happen to love it. There is such a feeling of power that comes from having a man’s shaft in your mouth. And so I used the very act of pleasuring him as a means to deal with the heat in my bottom and to endure the vibrations. I brought my other hand up, one set of fingers caressing his scrotum while the other wrapped around the base. The vibrator slid out of my bottom to land, still vibrating hard, between my calves. I ignored it for a moment, then came off his cock long enough to reach behind me, grab it, and turn it off. Then I went right back to sucking cock.
 
    
 
   I was on my knees for almost fifteen minutes before I felt the familiar pulse and throb of a man about to explode. His shaft moved in my mouth, turning to a pillar of granite and for a moment I considered rising up, straddling him, and impaling my poor empty pussy on his cock. I knew that’s what he wanted but would never ask and I had never offered it. I sucked harder, bobbing my head and swirling my tongue across the tip of his shaft. It was more than enough and he grunted as spools of jism burst out into my mouth. The salty tangy essence of unborn siblings slithered across my tongue and down my throat and I swallowed greedily, sucking on his straw with a hungry determination. The man groaned, eyes closed, head back. I kept my mouth wrapped around his manhood until he’d gone limp and even then I continued the oral massage until he himself pushed me away.
 
    
 
   I glanced at my watch. Shit.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath “I’ve got to go wash the vibrator,” I said gently.
 
    
 
   He gave me a warm smile. “Yeah. Okay.” He let out a soft chuckle. “Definitely.”
 
    
 
   I stood, grabbing the vibrator as I rose. I padded over to the nearby restroom and quickly washed the purple phallus. When it was reasonably clean I brought it back into the living room.
 
    
 
   “I’m uh… supposed to masturbate, sixty thrusts, at the bottom of each hour,” I said hesitantly. He looked at me curiously, then motioned at the sofa.
 
    
 
   “By all means, go to it,” he said, tucking his own genitals away in his pants. “But Breanne, if you’re going to do it in front of me like that, you have to stay dressed the way you are, and get a couple of clothespins for those cute little nipples of yours.”
 
    
 
   Dressed the way I was? Oh… he meant naked. Well, that wasn’t much of a problem. I was already naked. I put the vibrator down on the coffee table and headed for the kitchen. I knew there was a small jar full of clothespin sitting on the microwave, ostensibly to close the errant bag of sour cream and onion potato chips my dad enjoyed to eat with his grilled ham and Swiss cheese sandwiches. I pulled two of them out. I walked back into the living room, another quick glance at my watch reminding me that I was supposed to be thrusting the vibrator in and out of my sex right at that moment.
 
    
 
   I went over to him and knelt at his feet, a look of curiosity on his face. I held out the two clothespins and his face broke into a huge smile. I put my hands behind my neck and thrust out my breasts, arching my back. He pinched open both wooden pegs and I winced as he put them straight on so that they stuck out at a ninety degree angle from my spine. The little pain of having the tips of my breasts crushed felt amazing and my pussy pulsed, even with nothing in it. Then I rose up, leaned down to put a kiss on the top of his head, and moved to the couch, scooping up the vibrator in the process.
 
    
 
   I laid down, one leg lying across the top of the back while the other was on the floor and I did so in a way guaranteed to give him the best possible view. I turned the vibrator on to maximum, letting the roar fill the room before I muted it with the simple expediency of jamming it into my sopping wet slit. I let out a soft whine as my flesh was parted and I began counting silently in my head as I masturbated with slow, deep trenches. The clothespins sticking straight up from my nipples danced with each breath, sending little shards of pain through me, which after circling through my brain pan went straight to my pussy. Our eyes met, but then he looked away, down to my wet, parted petals, his breathing just as steady and deep as the motion of the vibrator in my hand.
 
    
 
   Part of me was tempted to go past sixty, working myself into a froth just for him, earning another twenty swat spanking that would roast my already well done posterior. But time was against us. The errand that sent his wife out and about would be done soon and I couldn’t risk her discovering us. So after completing the sixtieth thrust I turned the vibrator back down, my pussy locking tight around it as I tried to steady my breathing and calm down. The fact the buzzing phallus was still on low, sending incessant tremblors racing through my nervous system didn’t help. Carefully I sat up, the base of the toy digging into the sofa seat. I got to my feet, thighs pressed together, trying to hold the vibrator in, and walked back toward him. He watched, his bright and mouth curled up into a tender smile as I plucked my panties off the floor at his feet. There was only one awkward moment when the motorized dildo inside me slipped a bit, but I caught it, pushing it back in with a little groan. The panties kept it in place while I climbed back into my jeans. A moment later I lifted my bra and my hand came up to free my breasts of the clothespins.
 
    
 
   “No. I like those. Leave them on,” he said simply.
 
    
 
   I gave him a patient, but slightly scolding look. “I can’t wear my bra then,” I replied.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “So? Go braless. You usually do anyway. Consider it my assignment. You can keep them on for the whole day. I’ll take them off you tonight.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. This would complicate things. Not to an unreasonable extent, but it wasn’t making things easy. I hesitated.
 
    
 
   “Rule #3?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I sighed. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #3 stated that I had to accept any command given to me that didn’t directly violate my limits. There was no way walking around with clothespins on my tits even came close to crossing a line, so I nodded in defeat. I dropped the bra and didn’t even bother with the undershirt. Instead I picked up my bulky over shirt and slid my arms into the sleeves. I closed the front, but left my breasts exposed, only buttoning up the bottom three buttons, letting the shirt support and hug my boobs. The clothespins stuck out from my front bouncing with each step and breath.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” he said in appreciation. “I like that. Very much.”
 
    
 
   I let out a little chuckle. “I’m glad.” Then I sat down on the sofa again, this time putting on my jeans. The blue denim reinforced the cotton of my panties, holding the purring vibrator, which was still going mind you, deep in my slit. I was ready and I stood up.
 
    
 
   “All done? Heading out?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yeah,” I said. “Uh… errands.”
 
    
 
   He snorted. “No. Spankings. I’m not stupid. You didn’t have just one orgasm, did you?”
 
    
 
   I blushed crimson, which was answer enough. He laughed. “And how many more spankings do you deserve?”
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “Forty more,” I said quietly, my mind racing ahead. Two more sets of twenty, presuming I didn’t have another “accidental” orgasm. Some errand, right?
 
    
 
   He grinned. “Well go on then. Go get your ass blistered. And make sure you suck those men good, just like you did me. And maybe even fuck them too. Wouldn’t it be great if you had an orgasm during the aftermath fucking? One step forward, one step back.”
 
    
 
   My cheeks darkened even more and I stepped over to him, bending over to kiss him on the top of the head, but he took the opportunity to give both clothespins little flicks. I gasped, yelping, and backed up, eyes wide in shock. My pussy responded by tightening up around the buzzing vibrator.
 
    
 
   “Don’t forget, Bre. I’ll take those off tonight when you get home.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and turned my back on the man. I headed for the door, with only two, small, delicate words leaving my lips. “Yes, Daddy.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter7]Chapter 7: Hardware
 
    
 
   I parked my truck in the gravel lot adjacent to the hardware store and first and foremost, buttoned up my shirt. To be honest I wasn’t looking forward to it since even the large over shirt didn’t have enough room in the bust to keep from bending both clothespins downward, twisting my poor nipples almost a full ninety degrees straight toward the floor. I’d driven all the way over with my boobs hanging out of my shirt, the clothespins almost hitting the steering wheel. Except for a single panicked moment when I threw my arm across my chest when I passed my mother returning from the grocery store, giving her a cautious wave, the drive had gone smoothly enough. My problems were centered on time, since Julie had made it clear that I owed her a masturbation regardless of whether I was busy. I didn’t want to be doing it every thirty minutes, so that meant if I was going to get a spanking before my next required self-sex session with the vibrator I needed to get a move on.
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes isn’t a lot of time, but I knew one man who embodied the word efficiency. Unfortunately I associated a couple of other words with him as well. Words like “sadist”, “cruel”, and “mischievous.”  The nice thing, my shirt notwithstanding, was that I was actually dressed. Sure, stuffed to the brim with an actual undulating vibrator made walking just a bit tricky, but my blue jeans were tight, I wasn’t showing an unusual amount of skin, and a delicately held arm across my bosom would conceal the strange shape of the pressed down clothespins.
 
    
 
   I could ignore, temporarily at least, the excruciating pain emanating from the turned down tips of both breasts.
 
    
 
   I marched into the store with a confidant look on my face and spotted Mike immediately. He’s a big man, easily over six feet tall, with a well-groomed and full beard so it isn’t like he’s hard to find. He hasn’t lost a bit of his hair and his barrel like chest rippled with muscles. Mike is neither fat nor thin, having just the right amount of mass on his person to make him look well balanced and I can honestly say that when it comes to masculine perfection, at least to me, Mike is certainly a contender.  His eyes lit up and he smiled warmly as I passed the clerk at the register. I gave him a wink and a little eyebrow twitch, then headed straight back to his office. It was locked so I had to wait for him, but he showed up a minute later, a big smile hidden barely hidden under his thick beard.
 
    
 
   “Well now, isn’t this a surprise,” he said with delight as he opened the door with a key. “And I thought you’d gotten enough of me yesterday when I spanked that cute little body of yours and then fucked you silly,” he said, stepping into the little room. The office itself was tiny, with just a desk, two chairs on either side and a bookshelf against the far wall. A window looked out on the store but it was covered with a set of blinds that were closed. Probably because of me. I stepped into the small room.
 
    
 
   “Hi Mike,” I said, dropping my arm. His eyes went straight to my shirt, noticing the strange outline of my breasts.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm, clothespins?” He asked, closing the door behind him as he entered. He even engaged the deadbolt.
 
    
 
   I turned and faced him. I could have answered with a simple yes, but I’m a visual kind of girl. I started at the button between my boobs and undid the other four. A moment later I sighed in relief as the clothespins straightened and my nipples burned as more blood was able to get to the crushed tips.
 
    
 
   “Clothespins,” he said with satisfaction. “So… what brings my favorite nympho humiliation pain slut here? And is that buzzing I hear? You aren’t still wearing Kari’s egg, are you?”
 
    
 
   Of course I blushed. “No. Kari wants me to keep her toys at the office. That way she can use them at will,” I replied honestly. “I’ve got the G-Spot vibrator up inside me. On low right now.”
 
    
 
   He grinned and sat down on the edge of the desk. “Julie’s assignment then. I was kind of expecting it. Still, I’m disappointed. You know I prefer all toys inside you to be set at maximum. So what can I do for you?” He asked. He moved around me and sat down in his office chair, leaving me standing by the desk. I took a deep breath, licked my lips, and spoke.
 
    
 
   “Spank me.”   
 
    
 
   His smile brightened. “Was the whipping I gave you yesterday not enough?” He laughed. Then he shook his head. “What am I saying? Of course I’d be happy to spank you. How many strokes and where do I put them?”
 
    
 
   “Twenty,” I said as I began unbuckling my jeans. “And on my bare bottom.” I began pushing the blue denim downward, exposing my panties and the quite obvious imprint of the vibrator’s base directly in my crotch. “And there’s one other thing. You’ll need to take out the vibrator and shove it into my ass.”
 
    
 
   I regretted the words almost instantly as Mike’s eyebrows went up. “Shove it into your ass?” He questioned. I sighed.
 
    
 
   “I mean, ‘insert gently, with great patience’,” I clarified.
 
    
 
   “Oh. Right.”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes as I pressed my thighs together to keep the vibrator in until Mike was ready to move it. He didn’t say anything else and just stared at my naked body, clearly taking pleasure in the clothespins and my stuffed pussy.
 
    
 
   “Umm,” I murmured. “Across your lap or the desk?”
 
    
 
   Mike blinked, his eyes going to my face. “What? Oh! The desk please. Just bend over it.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and nodded, turning around. Mike’s desk was tidy except for a big calendar and his computer. I could lay across one and avoid the other, so I did, letting the edge of the desk press into my hips as I bent over.
 
    
 
   “So I need to move the vibrator, right?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes. And it needs to go to full power as well,” I amended. “At least, once it’s in.”
 
    
 
   Mike’s hand came up and I felt him grasping the base of the vibrator, so I spread my legs apart. Mike pulled the same shit my previous paramour had, pumping it vigorously a few times before finally pulling it out. He twisted the bottom and I heard the sound of a hundred angry hornets.
 
    
 
   “Wow. Powerful little thing, ain't it?” Mike commented as he pressed it up against my ass. I groaned, braced myself, and tried to relax. “So… gently inserted,” he muttered sarcastically, and pushed hard.
 
    
 
   There are few things in this world that I find truly painful. I’m talking about those gut wrenching hurts that leave you so torn that standing is a challenge. And unlike most of what I routinely have done to me, including the spanking from just an hour before, the pain of having a seven inch long, two inch thick, vibrating, plastic rod forcibly inserted into your bottom is exactly the sort of thing that I find excruciatingly agonizing.
 
    
 
   “Aaaagghhhh” I cried out, kicking a bit as the vibrator went into my ass. Mike jammed a hand down on the back of my neck, pressing me into the desk to keep me from leaping up and screaming. That didn’t help either, since it forced the clothespins to reorient up toward my chin, which bent both of my nipples upward. I thrashed a bit and then Michael let me go as I let out a half-choked sob. I laid there, trembling, my ass aching deep, the pain reverberating through me. One of his hands stayed against my rump, ostensibly holding the damn vibrator in. I heard a desk drawer open and then Mike stood, holding something that alarmed me much more than the pain of the vibrator rumbling in my ass.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been meaning to give this a try. Do you mind?”
 
    
 
   He held a double looped strap of leather, like a folded belt, but thicker and more flexible. I knew immediately that this was going to hurt way the hell more than a hand-spanking.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you want to use your hand?” I whimpered.
 
    
 
   His left hand moved along my rump, pushing the vibrator in a little deeper. I groaned as he drove a finger into my crack and even slightly into my pussy. “You mean like this?” He asked, squeezing and kneading my bottom. I groaned in response. “I think I can handle it.”
 
    
 
   I tried furiously to think of something, but any protestations I might have had ended a moment later when Mike swung the strop against my bottom. The sensation was quite unique. First there was a swath of stinging, as if a thousand needles had just been jabbed into my rump and pulled out as a squirt of lemon juice was poured over the whole thing. Then the scorching sting began to fade, replaced by a deep seated heat that seemed to cook me to the very core. I yelped, one hand swinging back to cover my bottom, but Mike jabbed a knee against the base of the vibrator, grabbed my wrist and put it back on the desk.
 
    
 
   “Now, now. We don’t want to hurt your hand, do we?”
 
    
 
   “No,” I choked. “You just want to hurt my ass.”
 
    
 
   He grabbed my buttock and squeezed, his massive palm almost big enough to hold my entire bottom. I groaned, grinding my rear into his fingers. For some reason, the strap had managed to take some of the edge off the impalement of the vibrator. “No. Julie wants me to hurt your ass,” Mike said in a patronizing tone. “Let’s do it again.” And he swung.
 
    
 
   For the next fifteen minutes I lay on Mike’s desk, my ass in the air, letting him turn my bottom into a sweltering hillock of hellish heat. Twice he had to move my hand after I instinctively tried to cover the delicate target area of my posterior. His final solution was a bit novel, since he took out a spool of wire, threaded it through the two clothespins still clinging to my nipples, and then wrapped my thumbs to them.
 
    
 
   By the time I got to twenty my breasts hurt almost as much as my bottom and I had actually yanked the clothespin off my nipples three times. Tears spilled down my cheeks and my ass felt like someone had poured rubbing alcohol on it and then set it alight. When all was done and said I lay there sobbing on Mike’s desk, a limp, well abused noodle. Suddenly I honestly regretted the unauthorized orgasms.
 
    
 
   Mike put the strap away and sat down again in his chair, staring at my bottom. Slowly I straightened, my hands awkwardly held out in front of me, my thumbs still attached to the clothespins. I glanced at the time. Ten after. Damn.
 
    
 
   “Mike,” I said, sniffing. “I’m supposed to be masturbating right now. Can you please let my hands go so I can wash the vibrator and put it in?”
 
    
 
   He gave me a serious look then smiled. “Turn around,” he said, pushing me slightly so that I faced the desk for a second time. I felt his hand against my scorched rump and then I groaned as he drew the vibrator out of my bottom. It hurt coming out too and he turned it off. I straightened again, trying not to trip on my jeans, which were still around my ankles. When I looked back at Mike, he was cleaning it off with a shop towel.
 
    
 
   I cleared my throat. “It will need soap and water, or alcohol at least, Mike. You know that.”
 
    
 
   He gave me an exasperated glare, then pulled an industrial sized bottle of hand sterilizer out of his desk drawer. He squeezed the top and huge dollop fell out and he began jacking his hand up and down the phallus.
 
    
 
   “You look practiced,” I said sourly. Then I instantly regretted the words.
 
    
 
   “If you were still my girlfriend I’d have you around to take care of it more often,” he replied with a grin.
 
    
 
   I blanched. Mike and I had tried to make a go of the romance thing once. It hadn’t worked out. Oh, he’d been perfect. I’d been the problem. Make no mistake guys, I may be the perfect slut, but I am NOT wife, or even girlfriend material. There are some serious psychological problems inside my cranium that you don’t get to see because I’m the person writing this, so everything comes out kosher. But in reality? I’m totally fucked up. Just ask Julie.
 
    
 
   “Ummm… do you want to watch me masturbate?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Mike blinked. “Breanne, you are totally fucked up.” He said with a shake of his head.  He held up the vibrator and put it in my hand, which was still tied to the clothespin. “Sure. Go right on ahead.”
 
    
 
   “Um, can you untie my thumbs from the clothespins?” I asked, already knowing the answer, but feeling I had to ask.
 
    
 
   Mike leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms with a smug smile. “Nah. You do it.”
 
    
 
   For a moment I tried to figure out how to manage just that, but soon realized it was going to be impossible. So I ripped the clothespins off my nipples. I stood there grimacing for a moment, rocking back and forth as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts, the pain melding with what was still coming from my bottom. I plucked the wires off my thumb, brought the vibrator down to my pussy, and then sat down on the desk.
 
    
 
   And leapt back up. “Owww!” I whimpered, one hand clutching at my bottom.
 
    
 
   Mike gave me a sympathetic look of understanding. “Yeah. I’m betting your ass hurts right now, doesn’t it?”
 
    
 
   I glared at him, straightened, then spread my legs. I was about to push the vibrator in, standing in an awkward squat when Mike held up his hand.  
 
    
 
   “Here’s an idea. Why don’t you kneel down right here in front of me and put your talented mouth to use and you can masturbate at the same time.”
 
    
 
   I hesitated, sensing danger. Danger to my ass from another spanking.
 
    
 
   “Come on Bre. If you have to masturbate to orgasm again, wouldn’t you rather have cock in your mouth?
 
    
 
   I frowned. “I don’t have to masturbate to orgasm. In fact, I’m not supposed to be cumming at all. I just have to do a minimum of sixty thrusts.”
 
    
 
   His eyebrow went up. “A minimum of sixty thrusts? How strangely worded. You mean you can do more?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, my stomach tightening up. This was bad. Very, very bad.
 
    
 
   “Good! So now you can masturbate on your knees with my cock in your mouth and you can keep pumping until I cum in your mouth. You’ll easily get way past sixty thrusts that way.”
 
    
 
   See? Bad.
 
    
 
   Mike snapped his finger. “Now.”
 
    
 
   I sank to my knees and moved between his legs. Mike unbuttoned his jeans and pulled out his shaft. It was purple and thick, already hard and clearly needy. There was a moment’s confusion when he twisted, grabbed one of those gardening foam pads from the shelf behind him and tossed it down to me. I have to admit, he’s a considerate sadist. If I’m going to hurt me then he wants specific spots to hurt. I got situated, sliding the vibrator into the incredibly damp cleft between my legs and turning the base so that the motor ramped up to the maximum speed. I let out a soft groan.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you should probably put the clothespins back on your nipples, right?” Mike suddenly said. I blinked as he leaned past me, his cock bobbing, reaching over to the desk. Deftly he grabbed both and held them out to me. My right hand was a little busy keeping the vibrator in my slit, already pumping it and I was forced to use my left hand to pick up the first peg. Mike watched as I came up under my right nipple.
 
    
 
   “No no no,” he said, taking the clothespin from my fingers. “You had them from straight on. Not underneath.” He pinched the wooden pincers open and the next thing I knew I was wincing as he freshly crushed my right nipple, including the gold hoop piercing. The Society’s padlock jutted out to the side. I grabbed hold of his cock as he did the left nipple in exactly the same way and I was once again sporting a pair of pegs sticking out from my chest perpendicular to the rest of me. I whimpered as Mike flicked the clothespins, wiggling them wildly.
 
    
 
   “There,” he complimented me. “Isn’t that nice?” His hand came up and cupped my cheek, his thumb stroking my face as his fingers wrapped around the back of my skull. “Now suck,” he ordered and pulled my head down on his cock.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t quite a spit roasting, but it sure seemed like it. I used my left hand and mouth to do things to Mike that would have made any man mad with lust while between my legs I tried to do as little as possible. Still, I had to thrust. Julie said a minimum of sixty thrusts. He would have known if I stopped or slowed down. In fact, several times he tapped my right arm and told me to pump harder, or faster. I think he was judging me not on my intensity, but on my reactions. Ten minutes in I was having to take deep breaths, my chest heaving, the pain of the clothespins intense, while my bottom still smarted. Between my legs the familiar blaze of arousal had leapt up from the coals of earlier and I was struggling to keep from just mentally saying “fuck it” and pumping like mad. Actually it was the oscillations of the vibrator that were the real problem and there was little I could do about that except avoid touching my clit like the plague.
 
    
 
   Mike was also a problem. He is a man of great control. I remember one time he had me tied up to his bed where he then spent three hours fucking me. You’d think any guy in the process of fucking me stupid would immediately cum. But Mike would work himself right to the edge, pull out, leaving me wanting desperately of course, then torture me while he calmed himself down. Do you know what it’s like being tied spread-eagled to a bed getting your clit slapped with a small leather paddle for fifteen minutes while waiting for your lover to regain control, knowing he was just going to jam himself right back into that same spot as soon as he knew he wasn’t going to prematurely ejaculate?  The point, of course is that Mike was deliberately holding off on his orgasm. I wasn’t dumb. I knew why. He wanted me to cum again - thus earning another spanking. That meant this was a battle. My talented tongue against his will, with the timer being my own pussy.
 
    
 
   I hadn’t bothered to count my thrusts, but I know I was doing at least ten or fifteen per minute. So ten minutes in I was well over my required sixty. I slowed down even more, clenching my sex around the buzzing time bomb between my legs and hoped to hell I could avoid the coming explosion. Instead I focused on Mike’s manhood, doing things to it that only experienced cocksuckers know to do. I sucked air along the sides. I licked and swirled my tongue around his tip. I bobbed my head. I deep throated him. I gagged myself enthusiastically. I swallowed his shaft. I rubbed and tickled his balls. I worshiped that cock. I could hear the effects of my antics. He groaned. Moaned. Even gasped. I could feel him throbbing.
 
    
 
   I softened my mouth and let my tongue lap at him. Mike let out a groan and then reached out, putting his hands on my head again. I drew gently, suckling his member. Evidently it was more than Mike could stand. He jerked in my mouth and his manhood throbbed, thrusting further down my throat before exploding with streams of white jism. I swallowed as best I could, gulping as Mike pumped a tablespoon of spunk into my mouth. Then he sighed in relief and I kept my mouth wrapped around him until he softened. Only then did I dare to come up for air…
 
    
 
   … and turn the vibrator down to low with a few delicate twists. Just in time too. Another ten thrusts would have driven me right over the edge.
 
    
 
   Mike gave me a satisfied smirk of a smile as I rose. I’m not sure if he could tell how tense I was, how on edge, but he didn’t say anything as I drew my panties back up my legs, capturing the vibrator and keeping it delicately in my pussy as I tugged my jeans into place. He didn’t even say anything as I grabbed my shirt and buttoned it up to my breasts, leaving them out, clothespins dancing in the air as the pressure stabilized inside me. It sort of was like screeching to a halt after chasing after a ball that had just gone into the street. Your velocity wants you to keep going forward, regardless of the dangers ahead, while your brain says “whoa, there girl. Not smart.”
 
    
 
   I managed not to fall into the metaphorical street, but the forward momentum of the approaching orgasm still rocked me. I suddenly understood that I didn’t actually have much time. Even on low, I was so keyed up that it wasn’t going to be long before I was going to be cumming, even without pumping. I had to cool down. Fast. Somehow. But first, I had to escape Mike. Because if I came with him there, well… I was pretty sure I couldn’t endure his strap again.
 
    
 
   “Satisfied,” I said primly, acting like I was on my way out. Mike gave me that silly grin again but this time his fingers went to his crotch and he tucked his limp member away. He zipped up and nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yes, quite,” he replied. He stood up and the size of the room made it impossible not to be within touching distance. He loomed over me and for half a second I thought he was going to reach up and twist the clothespins. “You didn’t cum,” he observed.
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard. “Thank God.”
 
    
 
   “But you’re about to. I can tell. You're practically vibrating with need.”
 
    
 
   My eyebrow went up. “I’m stuffed with a vibrator. Of course I’m vibrating with need.”  My answer might have been a bit flippant because his hand came up and swiped from left to right across the front of my body. For a second I thought he was going to slap my breasts, but he missed. Instead he caught the clothespins. The one on my left tit went flying but the one clipped to the right nipple must have had a better grip. Or perhaps the padlock and piercing that dangled from the tip of my breast interfered somehow. Regardless I let out a pitched squeal and grabbed my breasts with both hands.
 
    
 
   “Respect Bre. You need to be civil, “Mike reminded me.  “I’d hate to have to call Kari and file a complaint. Or worse, tell Julie.”
 
    
 
   I let out a choked sob. “Yes sir,” I whispered. The good news was that the swift and painful punishment had done exactly what I needed: cool me off. The pressure of orgasm was no longer an immediate threat. My breasts hurt too much. I cupped my bosom, grimacing. 
 
    
 
   Mike gave me a soft kiss on the top of my head. I bent down and got the clothespin that had fallen under the desk. I put it on again, wincing and biting my lip, but knowing I really didn’t have a choice. Then I began buttoning my shirt, shoving my breasts, and the clothespins, into the material.
 
    
 
   God. It hurt.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter8]Chapter 8: Kari’s Attention
 
    
 
   I pulled up into the parking lot just in time. The lush, verdant landscaping swirled around the dark brick building despite the approaching winter months, which in Houston were more balmy than chilly. Still, it was in the mid-seventies so it wasn’t like we were roasting either. I sat in my car staring at the building, resolved not to make the same mistake twice. I glanced around. The nice thing was that the parking lot was fairly empty. There were only eight cars on this side of the building, so I didn’t have much to worry about when it came to passersby getting an eyeful. The real problem was clothing. I was wearing too much.
 
    
 
   I know. Of all the things I have to complain about, or have ever complained about, you’d think me being dressed in blue jeans, panties, boots, and a thick, button up shirt would have been the last thing to come out of my mouth. Usually I’m whining about how revealing my clothing is, or transparent, or loose, or tight, or non-existent. Especially after Kari’s shopping spree. Well guess what? I’m hard to please. And sitting there, approaching eleven in the morning, knowing what I had to do, made wearing all that crap a pain in the ass; reminiscent of having a seven inch vibrating plastic cock shoved up your butt.
 
    
 
   With a sigh I unzipped my jeans and did a little squirm, tugging both denim and cotton downward, leaving my bare ass sitting on the old vinyl of the seat. The vibrator inside me immediately threatened to slip out, but I grabbed hold of the thing and rocked my hips forward so that the end was jammed between the seat itself and the wet depths it was buried in.
 
    
 
   It was also off, and before you start going ballistic, please remember that Kari’s rule has always been no vibrations while driving. There’s a reason for that and if you’ll think about it for a moment I’m sure you’ll come down on the side of sanity. So for the last forty minutes all I’d had to deal with was the pressure of being stuffed and the fact that both of my nipples were crushed in the wooden jaws of a pair of clothespins.
 
    
 
   After leaving Mike’s hardware store I’d unbuttoned my shirt too so both clothespins were sticking straight out at an angle, emerging from the weft cotton of my shirt, just as alluring and sexual as painful. I’d driven all the way with my boobs hanging out, preceded by the wooden pegs, so it wasn’t like I got of scot free with the drive either.
 
    
 
   I reached down between my legs and turned the vibrator on, then twisted the base so that the motor’s quiet hum increased to a dull roar. The coals I’d banked upon leaving Mike’s store burst into flame and I let out a sharp gasp as waves of pleasure seemed to swirl up through my very core. I slouched down in my seat, pushing my jeans and panties down past my knees, opening up my legs in order get the proper angle. Slowly I began thrusting, counting in my head. Each breath seemed to send little sparks of delicious agony up through my boobs and all of it melded in my warped and fucked up brain. My synapses have trouble discerning the difference between pleasure and pain when both signals are coming in and the result invariably means thinking one or the other is twice as intense as it really is. Every fiber of my being wanted to convulse around the vibrator and I unconsciously began pumping furiously, lost in the waves of need wiping away rational thought.
 
    
 
   I was getting close to the edge when one errant thought finally made it through and I realized I was about to do something amazingly stupid. I’d held off, managed my condition you might say, and with just one more spanking to pay for the orgasm I’d had that morning while doing my chores, I’d be free and clear. No more orgasms, no more spankings. Right? So with a shuddering breath I swirled away from the edge, turned down the vibrator to low, and started to get dressed again. Panties, jeans, shirt. Pressure, need, pain.
 
    
 
   Then I went inside.
 
    
 
   The lobby area was rather dark, with earthen tiles and faux streambed running diagonally across the floor. A cute little wooden bridge spanned the tiny ravine, though I could have hopped it. A little trickle of water flowed through the decorative rocks and beds of Mother-In-Law’s Tongue, Arrowhead Vine, and other plants I didn’t even know the names of. I crossed the bridge, hung a right, and approached the glass door in the corner. The lights were on, which was a good sign, and I opened the door quietly and stepped in.
 
    
 
   The decor of Kari’s office lobby was a mixture of Victorian elegance and contemporary, with rich woods, dark reds, and a few golds and greens mixed in via the artwork. My small, so far mostly unused receptionist desk stood in the corner with nothing on it but a telephone. I’d put the laptop away the previous day after Julie had released me from the punishment frame. The same hallway I’d traversed naked the previous day went straight back and all of the lights were on. As I got closer though, I could see into Kari’s office and the chair behind her desk was empty. The desk was immaculately clean. The computer on the credenza was off as usual, and the bookshelves and art on the wall looked recently dusted. The hallway branched off to the right and I didn’t go in the empty first office, instead heading to the art room, which was where I found the stunning, tall blond woman I’d come to see.
 
    
 
   “Hi, Kari,” I announced as I entered her art room. My boss sat at a comfortable stool in front of a canted, easel like table. The wall space around her was crammed to overflowing with pencils, markers, and even crayons (my daughter loves visiting Aunt Kari!) along with samples of practically every material in existence, from carpet swatches to fabric. To the untrained or unpracticed eye it might have seemed chaotic or thrown together, but was in fact, the most highly organized mess this side of the planet.
 
   In the center of it sat Kari. Tall, blond, and physically stunning, Kari was everything I wasn’t when it came to looks. In my natural state I’m a frumpy, mousy brunette with overblown curves. Dressed in a cream colored business suit with pencil skirt and light green silk shirt, Kari’s fashion sense was again at its peak. Her long blond hair was straight as a razor and fell like rain from her head to pool along her shoulders before flowing further down her back. She had cut her bangs straight across her brow, a slightly different look for her lately, but I liked it. She wore only a touch of makeup; a little eyeliner, shadow, and gloss.  She needed nothing else.
 
    
 
   Her liquid blue eyes came up to me and the corners of her mouth ticked up. “Bre, not that I’m unpleased to see you, but I told you that you could have the day off. And you are dressed rather inappropriately.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and blushed. She leaned forward slightly, her head tilting and then a wicked smile crossed her face. I shifted cautiously from foot to foot, trying to decide if I were making the right decision. I was about to say something, but Kari lifted a hand.
 
    
 
   “You’re buzzing. And you need something,” she said softly, curiously, and I think the crimson on my cheeks got deeper. She rose from her stool and in less than a second was standing right in front of me. Her hands came up to my shirt and began unbuttoning it from the bottom up. I let out a tiny whimper as the material came loose, both clothespins springing out at her while still clinging to my nipples.
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes brightened and her mouth curled up into a smile as she drew in a delighted breath. “Ohhhh. A present. To whom am I indebted?”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, which of course made the clothespins bounce provocatively. “Well, no one technically. I’m here because I wasn’t sure where else to go at this particular moment. But Julie is the one who specified…” I waved my hands at my belt buckle. “This. I’ve earned myself a spanking and I was wondering if…”
 
    
 
   Kari grinned and suddenly her mouth was on mine, silencing me. Her tongue darted out eagerly and I tasted sweet strawberries. Her hands held both sides of my head and I had to lean forward to keep the clothespins from getting smushed against her. Finally she let me go, the French kiss over. 
 
    
 
   “How many strokes?” Kari asked eagerly, eyes focused on my breasts, her hands moving downward from my cheeks. She wrapped her fingers around the base of my boobs, giving me the lightest little squeeze. The clothespins danced.
 
    
 
   “Twenty,” I said with a soft groan. “And the vibrator…”
 
    
 
   “Why?” She interrupted again. I blinked.
 
    
 
   “Why what?”
 
    
 
   “Why do you deserve a spanking?” She asked. She began kneading my breasts, making the clothespins wiggle. I sucked in another sharp breath. What can I say? It hurt a bit.
 
    
 
   “Because I came this morning when I wasn’t supposed to,” I said quietly.
 
    
 
   “Edging?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “Not quite. I’m stuffed with my G-Spot vibrator and every hour I’m supposed to turn it up to full and give myself no less than sixty thrusts. If I cum, at any time, I earn twenty spanks.” I was going to continue, but she nodded.
 
    
 
   “My my my, Julie is certainly asserting herself, is she not? And of course by saying ‘a minimum’ means that you can easily work yourself past sixty thrusts. But the vibrator is on now, is it not?”
 
    
 
   Again I nodded in agreement. “Yes Kari. It’s supposed to be on low the rest of the time. The real problem is that when I’m getting spanked, the person spanking me is supposed to move the vibrator from my sex to my…”
 
    
 
   “Bottom,” she finished for me, letting go of my breasts. “Delightful. Julie is as devilish as she is cruel. I completely approve.” She stepped around me and into the hall, grabbing my hand in the process so I had to follow her. She turned left, moving down just a bit further and for one terrified moment I thought she was taking me to the supply closet. I imagined her binding me to the frame, the flogger coming out, her hands tracing my curves, pinching and squeezing and tormenting me and my pussy contracting and…
 
    
 
   “This way please,” she said, making me blink. She turned to the right and pushed open the door to the conference room. A massive mahogany table dominated the center, surrounded by twelve plush captain’s chairs. The room itself was equipped with every modern convenience, from Wi-Fi to data ports to telephones. There was even a projector hanging from the ceiling, pointed at the far wall.    
 
    
 
   Kari let go of my hand. “Now, disrobe. Except for your panties.”
 
    
 
   There is something debasing about having to remove your clothes in front of another person, especially when they themselves are not in the process of doing the same. This was no meeting of equals, or even of lovers. This was dominant and submissive, ruled and ruler. And I have to admit, employer and employee. At that particular moment I was Kari’s, heart and soul, to be used and abused, hurt and tormented, pleasured or given release, all at her whim. If she wanted to make me cum, I’d cum. If she wanted to deny me, I’d be denied. If she wanted me to hurt… well… she could do that too.
 
    
 
   “I see you’ve handled your own masturbation session recently,” Kari said wryly, glancing down at my soaked thighs. “Top of the hour requirement?” She asked, though I could see it was rhetorical. She knew the answer. Sure enough my panties were a mess and as I stepped out of my boots and jeans I couldn’t help feeling weak-kneed and embarrassed. The panties were soaked and they barely held in the vibrator. She came up to me, hands low and the first thing she did was press hard against the outlined base of the motorized phallus. It slid back up into me with a fierce presence and the pressure I’d been fighting with since the masturbatory session in the truck increased significantly. Her hand moved higher and with light fingers Kari deftly pinched open both clothespins. I groaned as they came off, blood again rushing to the tips of my breasts. I almost came right then and there.
 
    
 
   Kari turned and deposited the clothespins on the table. “I believe my table needs polishing,” she remarked simply as I finished disrobing, dropping my shirt on the floor next to the rest of my clothes.
 
    
 
   Christ. Polishing. Not again. I resisted the urge to make a snarky remark. Kari’s mahogany table literally shined and it needed polishing about as much as I needed to ride a wooden horse for a few hours. But I’m an obedient little slut, so I dutifully went to the small cupboard at the end of the room, where she kept all the coffee supplies, opened it up, and pulled out a small bottle of very expensive, citrus scented mineral oil out from underneath the cabinet. With it came a small metal utensil called a Wartenberg Pinwheel and a little athletic tape and as much as I tried, my hands shook as I brought the three items back to Kari. This wasn’t my first time to “polish” her furniture.
 
    
 
   “Now, let’s appropriately prepare, shall we?” Kari whispered to me, eyes practically glowing with sadistic cruelty. She put the bottle down on the table but picked up the athletic tape. A tiny bit of it covered my piercing and then she popped the padlock that dangled from the hoop, opening it. I didn’t bat an eye. I’ve known for years it was symbolic and that they key that I’d “given” to Julie was just as useless. Kari set it aside and then lifted the spiked pinwheel, bringing it down along the top of my left breast. I put my hands behind my head, bracing myself, trying to endure the buzz of the vibrator still caught in my slit, held in with just my soaked panties. I spread my legs a bit because I knew how this was going to go. 
 
    
 
   If you’ve never felt the prickling tips of a Wartenberg Pinwheel let me tell you that it’s an interesting sensation. Depending on how it is used, where it is used, and who is using it, the medical device turned perverted sex toy can run the gauntlet between pleasure and acute pain. Kari’s pinwheel was a single spool, no wider than a quarter of an inch and sported ten spikes with needle sharp points. Run lightly across the skin, it feels like tiny little pin pricks that never really hurt, much less penetrate. And that’s exactly what Kari did, at least at first. As soon as the wheel approached my areola, the dark circle of my nipple, the pressure of Kari’s hand increased and those little needles dug in. I let out a little whimper as the pain burst up from my left nipple, only to subside again as she rolled the pinwheel across to my right breast. There she perforated the right tip of my breast round and round until I was shaking. My teeth were clenched together and my hips, oh god… my hips… they were rolling with these intense thrusts, trying so hard to fuck the vibrator that only moved the tiniest bit. The needles went back to my left nipple and she pushed harder until I actually cried out.
 
    
 
   “There, see?  No blood.  Now, oil my table,” she said, stepping back. With a shuddering breath, my nipples tingling with heat I brought my hands down and stepped up to the conference table. I picked up the bottle. I’d tried it both ways, at different times, putting the oil on myself and putting it on the table. It didn’t matter. I knew what was going to happen. So I squirted just a teaspoon onto the wood as Kari moved five of the chairs from one side of the table out of the way.
 
    
 
   I put my hands down on the table and bent over. My breasts, hot and heavy, swung down, the needle pierced tips hovering over the oil.
 
    
 
   “Now Bre,” Kari insisted.  So I dropped down, mashing my tender and aching boobs against the grained surface of the table.
 
    
 
   I began moving even before the lemon scented and infused oil began the acid burn I was accustomed to. Citrus oil seeped into the microscopic perforations Kari had punctured across my nipples and breasts and suddenly the spanking I’d received from Mike’s strap wasn’t the hottest heat I’d felt that day. It was like pouring lemon juice on a paper cut, except right at the tip of each breast. I began whimpering as I rubbed the oil across the table, leaving a wet, shiny smear, using my boobs to oil the wood.
 
    
 
   Kari pulled up a chair behind me and as I worked, rubbing the oil into the table with my breasts, her fingers took hold of my panties and pulled them down. She was quick, catching the vibrator as it slid out of my soaked pussy, only to twist the base to full power and cruelly push it back into my sex, pumping it at least a dozen times, leaving me panting with need, arching my back, and practically begging her to fuck me. Unauthorized orgasms be damned. Somethings you can’t resist. My tits burned with lemon scented fire and then, just as I was about to give in and cum, she pulled the roaring vibrator from my pussy, moved it just an inch or two higher, and with my bottom only inches from her face, gently pressed. The pressure increased and she pushed the tapered, slick tip of the vibrating phallus into my bottom.
 
    
 
   I groaned as it penetrated, the plastic toy opening me up uncomfortably. Still, the ache in my ass was nothing compared to the pain still stinging my breasts. I tightened down on the vibrator though and Kari pulled my panties back up, only to drag the crotch up into the crack of my bottom, baring my cheeks, like some sort of schoolyard bully giving his victim a wedgie. Satisfied that the vibrator wasn’t going to shoot out and hit her in the face, she lifted a hand and brought it down hard on my right buttock.
 
    
 
   I yelped as the heavy sting made me clench tight and I’m sort of grateful my panties were giving me a wedgie at that point. I think she was also pushing on the backside of the vibrator though because there was a distinct pressure there. Then things shifted and she smacked my other buttock. Again I squealed, pain blasting through me. Her hand came up, reached between my legs, digging beneath my panties and two fingers struck my clit softly, only to get dragged back through my petals, scooping up the overflowing fluids dripping from my snatch.
 
    
 
   I cried out, shaking with need. I couldn’t keep my bottom still and my hips rolled.
 
    
 
   Kari started spanking me again, hitting me three or four times, back and forth between one cheek and the other, only to punctuate it with another stroke of my entire pussy, from top to bottom, dragging her fingers from my pubis to my perineum. I began blubbering, not from pain, but from overwhelming sensations and I actually wanted her to spank me again, because that meant another swirl of her fingers through my sodden swamp. I found myself rocking back and forth as Kari slapped my bottom hard and I rubbed my breasts into the wood of her conference table with a surprising passion.
 
    
 
   Another glide of her fingers through my splayed petals forced me to put my hand in my mouth, muffling the whimpering mewl of passion. My brain began to short circuit, the pain and pleasure overwhelming anything even remotely resembling reason. Neurons fired off haphazardly and I arched my spine, pushing back against her hand pressing the vibrator into my bottom.
 
    
 
   “Oh please, Kari!” I whined.
 
    
 
   “Does my cute little pain slut secretary want to cum?” Kari asked sweetly, giving me another hard spank. The vibrator roared and I thought I could hear it through my body. I realized I was trembling.
 
    
 
   “Yes please!” I begged.
 
    
 
   “Even if it hurts?” She slapped her hand again and the heat flashed across my bottom. I groaned and gnawed on my knuckles. I closed my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Especially if it hurts,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   I could almost hear her smile. “Good. I was hoping you’d say that.”  Then she slid two fingers into my slit, pressed her thumb against my clit and moved her hand once, in a single swirl of a circle.
 
    
 
   I detonated like a stick of dynamite in a Bugs Bunny cartoon. So much for breaking free and clear. Damn it! Now I needed another fucking spanking! And I still was behind by one! That meant forty strokes!
 
    
 
   I sagged down onto the table as streams of juice flooded out of my pussy, soaking Kari’s hand, the crotch of the panties, and even a good portion of both upper thighs. I could feel it dripping down my legs, but I didn’t care. I was lost in the mist of sexual euphoria and I only groaned a little when I realized Kari had pulled the vibrator out of my ass and left the room. My hips were pressed against the table as I lay there, breasts still mashed into a smear of citrus oil, my entire nervous system basically shot, short-circuited, dazed, and heady.
 
    
 
   Kari came back a minute or two later and she slid the vibrator into my pussy after yanking my soaked panties aside. This elicited a quiet gasp from me. The vibrator was on low and as I tightened around it there was a spasm that went from my groin up to my shoulders. Kari straightened my panties, but then let out a disgruntled noise of dissatisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Your panties are disgusting, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Kari.” My voice sounded like I’d been drugged, all mushy mouthed and soft.
 
    
 
   “I can hardly take you out like this. Remain here. I believe I have one or two of your outfits stored here for emergencies.”  Then she turned and left.
 
    
 
   It took a moment for her words to percolate their way through the various filters in my brain to produce an actual cup of coherent thought. Maybe a full minute later I blinked as the realization hit me. I didn’t have any clothes here. Everything she’d bought me the other day I’d taken home, hiding them in my closet before my mother could see them. The only thing that had been stored here at Kari’s office were some of the outfits I’d been forced to wear on the occasional assignment, like the skimpy black dress she’d put me in the day before.
 
    
 
   “If you refuse to wear the clothing I bought yesterday you will quickly run out of outfits that I’ve got on hand for you,” Kari said, coming back into the conference room. “Since the little black dress is unavailable, I have this.” She held up another article of clothing. It was black and slick looking. Unfortunately I recognized it; the black sheer crop top and the damn mini skirt that had started out as a pencil skirt before Kari had it hemmed about three feet too short. Memories flooded back through me, being paraded around in the dress, mortified that a good stare would make men realize that you could actually see my boobs right through the dress.
 
    
 
   Kari stepped over to the table. “And I found these as well,” she said, tossing a pair of black lace panties on the table. Except the panties were actually a thong, and not a nice one either. The crotch would crawl up my crack and push the vibrator tightly into my depths. Which, in hindsight, is probably why Kari had picked them.
 
    
 
   She gave me a light tap on the bottom and I straightened up, my well-oiled breasts still tingling from the oil that had permeated the holes she’d punctured in my nipples. I glanced at the thong, trying to figure a way out of what was happening, then gave up. I put my thumbs in the waistband of my soaked panties and pushed them down, one hand catching the vibrator and pushing it back up into my wet slit. The cotton was soaked, and had I been at home I’d have certainly changed them. I let them fall down my legs, leaving little streaks of moisture along the pale white skin, then stepped out of them.
 
    
 
   It was a challenge to get the lacy thong up my legs and wrapped around my loins with the vibrator in and I can’t tell you the number of accidental “thrusts” I gave myself, just from catching the damn thing as it began slipping. I might as well have started my masturbatory torture early for what it was worth. But finally I managed to pull the thong up into the crack of my ass, the lace tightly holding the rumbling base of the vibrator.
 
    
 
   “Now get dressed,” Kari ordered me, slapping the two clothespins down on top of the sheer crop top. “And don’t forget the padlock or to take the tape off your piercing.” She twirled and spun and then was gone out the door.
 
    
 
   For a moment I stood there, trying to understand how I’d gotten to this point. Julie hadn’t specified who I was to get spanked by, only that I was to get my ass reddened for every orgasm. Why on earth had I come here? To Kari? Was I some sort of sick masochist with a penchant for making the worst possible decisions? And what the hell was going on now? Why wasn’t I putting my blue jeans on, heading back out to find someone else to spank me, since coming here had been rather pointless thanks to my lack of physical willpower. I shook my head. Kari. And Julie. Two beautiful women intent on torturing me. At least I hadn’t had to choose between them. The perfect ménage a troi? I didn’t know. I sighed. I had to accept what was coming. That was just the way it was.
 
    
 
   I got dressed, or at least I got as dressed as the outfit Kari provided would allow. The sheer crop top had long sleeves and didn’t even come down to my belly button, leaving my midriff startlingly bare. Worse, Kari had originally bought the shirt one size too small, so while it was very elastic, the mesh seemed to stretch, and since the largest portion of me stretching the shirt happened to be my breasts, there wasn’t much left to the imagination. The material was translucent under the best of circumstances and with my skin so tightly wrapped you could pretty much see everything; my pink nipples, the gold hoop piercing the tender tip, and of course the padlock symbolizing my submission to the Society of the Golden Rose.
 
    
 
   The mini skirt wasn’t much better, though I admit that at least it concealed most of the thong. Not I say most, since under specific circumstances, from either the front or back, anyone standing near me had a damned good chance of seeing a black lace cameltoe, except one sporting the full and obvious circle of the base of the vibrator. I felt half-naked, even fully dressed. And once it was all on me I pulled the crop top up and lifted both clothespins. This was the part I wasn’t looking forward to. So I took the coward's way out. I put the clothespins on from the bottom.
 
    
 
   Pulling the crop top down was even worse. Now my nipples were being crushed by the wooden pegs, but the bad part was that the crop top, designed to hug every curve and line, did exactly that. You could literally see the shape of the clothespins hanging on my nipples. It was disgustingly obvious. And so totally erotic that I was having trouble already. Wetness surged between my legs and I groaned, not with need but with frustration. I’m like a walking fuck doll. Sheesh.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my boots and socks and padded back out into the hallway, leaving my blue jeans, shirt, and sodden panties there in the conference room, folded neatly on the table. For half a second I considered wiping the table down with my panties, but that seemed a bit spiteful. So instead I made sure my sex scented panties were on top of the pile of clothing, just in case Kari had a client visit. I found Kari in her office, talking on the phone and as I entered her eyes did a visual once over on me, clearly delighted.
 
    
 
   “Yes. That will be fine. All right. I will see you then. Thank you!” She said pleasantly into the phone, then hung up. She gave me a huge smile, but then frowned. “The outfit suits you, but the boots are an impossibility. I don’t suppose you’ve got a pair of the heels I bought you in your truck?”
 
    
 
   I gave her a sheepish shrug and a look of irritation crossed her face. “I drove the Saturn. And no, I didn’t” I admitted. 
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes narrowed. ”What do you keep in your car?” She asked waspishly as she grabbed her purse.
 
    
 
   My face screwed up into an expression of ignorance. “Uh… a jack? A spare tire?” I listed. 
 
    
 
   Kari stepped right up to me. “What do you keep in the car? Not what comes with the car,” she said in exasperation.
 
    
 
   Instantly my thoughts went to the items in the glove box. I suddenly blushed crimson. “My pocket rocket vibrator, about a dozen clothespins, some string, and a box of condoms.”
 
    
 
   Kari’s frown turned upside down. “Better. Unneeded, but better. Obviously you need a pair of emergency shoes.” That made me blink. Emergency shoes?
 
    
 
   Kari grabbed my boots and threw them down in the corner of her office. “You’ll go barefoot until I can properly take care of you.”
 
    
 
   Then she grabbed my arm and pulled me out of her office. It was time to go shopping. Again.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter9]Chapter 9: Sixty Thrusts
 
    
 
   With a great deal of trepidation I lowered myself down across Zach’s lap. Part of the problem was that I was naked. Completely, totally, buck naked, except for the ridiculous high heels I was wearing and I was well aware that the door behind me was not locked. The classroom which he’d taken me too was supposed to be empty, and it was, which was a good thing, but I could still hear movement out in the hall and I knew that only a mistaken twist of a knob would result in some interesting moments of explanation.
 
   The stilettos I had on were black, which Kari had said would be the best for dealing with most “emergencies” and sported heels I could have put an eye out with. They were open toe and consisted of nothing more than two straps holding a firm and agonizingly bent sole to the bottom of my foot, forcing my arch into an almost unnatural position. They were distinctly uncomfortable and I’d told Kari this. Her response was less than understanding.
 
    
 
   “That’s what you get for not bringing the shoes I’ve already bought you. These you can keep in your car for emergencies. Hopefully knowing how uncomfortable they are will encourage you to wear the appropriate footwear,” she’d said.
 
    
 
   Kari had taken me to lunch, dressed like a high priced hooker with my feet aching in the new shoes. The food was delicious, but the stares and looks I’d been getting had made the entire experience a trial. By the time I’d wobbled my way out of the restaurant I felt like I’d been eyefucked by every man in the place and a number of the women. Back at Kari’s office she’d politely informed me that she had real work to do, and that any further orgasming or punishments would have to be done elsewhere. She’d also refused to let me have my regular clothes back. That had left me in a slight bind since I was close to another required masturbatory session and now dressed inappropriately for just about any venue. 
 
    
 
   As I sat in my car, the vibrator slipping in and out of my pussy, my legs spread as far as the center console would allow, I tried to think of someone who wouldn’t mind spanking me. Someone close. Someone…
 
    
 
   Zach. Of course.
 
    
 
   Managing not to cum, I finished my sixty thrusts with shaking hands, turned off the vibe, and put my car in gear. Getting to the university, my alma mater, was easy. I was close. 
 
    
 
   Now I was paying the price. Both of my feet barely touched the floor and my breasts, still capped with the clothespins Kari had ordered me to put back on, ached horribly as the wooden pegs wiggled slightly with each breath. The black skirt and crop top Kari had given me were piled on the floor a few feet away and the empty college classroom was dark and just a tad bit foreboding.
 
    
 
   Zach’s hand came up and caressed me, rubbing my bottom with the gentlest of strokes before sliding down to the sodden swamp between my legs. He was wearing khaki pants and I could feel the texture of the material against my clit. I had to concentrate to keep from rubbing myself against him, though I admit the idea of leaving a wet spot on his thigh had a certain appeal to my sense of justice. A moment later I felt a sense of relief as he drew the seven inch G-Spot vibrator from my sex. It’s buzzing was terribly loud in the empty classroom and my ass tightened instinctively as my expectations were met with reality. Zach slid the tip up through my open legs by just an inch or two and placed the gooey, well-lubricated, tapered tip against the opening of my ass. I let out a whimper as the vibrations stimulated me into opening up just a bit and Zach took advantage of that lapse to slide a good portion of the vibrator deeper. I let out a sharp whine, my bottom tightening back up around the thick, plastic intruder, only to have Zach hold it in place, waiting until I relaxed again. I bit my lip, trying to focus as the sex toy shook in my bottom. Zach pushed, sending the missile deeper into my rump and then, without a moment’s warning, slapped my bottom hard.
 
    
 
   “Owww!” I said loudly. My words echoed through the empty school room. The desks were all lecturette types and while I wasn’t sure, the room looked familiar enough that I might have even sat in one of those desks years before as an undergrad co-ed. Zach was a graduate student and teaching fellow and when I’d begged him to take me someplace private, he’d drawn a key from his pocket and given me an amused grin.
 
    
 
   Another spank landed and I wondered what I’d have said back in my college days if I’d known that one day I’d be buck naked, bent across a graduate student’s knees, with a vibrator up my ass, getting spanked. Right there.
 
    
 
   Probably something like “Really? Cool!” I was a pervert even in college.
 
                 
 
   I grit my teeth as Zach went back and forth between one cheek and the other. I couldn’t help kicking just a bit, the stilettos I was wearing waving like a sword. Zach kneaded my bottom between every slap, but his strokes were having a deleterious effect on me and by the time we hit the halfway mark I was more than ready for him to stop.
 
    
 
   “How many spankings have you had today?” He asked me patiently. My rear felt like he’d slathered it with hot mud. I counted mentally in my head.
 
    
 
   “This is my fifth,” I admitted. Ninety spanks in just under five hours, with ten more to go with Zach. Of course, I’d already earned another twenty so I was still a full spanking behind. That meant finding someone else to wallop my bum and since my next masturbation session was only fifteen minutes away, and I had at least seven more to go before bedtime, I was absolutely sure that I’d earn another spanking or two on top of the one I still owed.
 
    
 
   SMACK. “Owwww!” I yelped, my entire body jerking. Zach didn’t hold me down and I half came up off his narrow legs.
 
    
 
   “Back down, Breanne. You know the rules,” Zach reminded me, one hand coming up to grab a clothespin. He twisted it at the same time he drew me back down and pain exploded in my left breast. I let out a choked sob but then he let go and his hand went back to my bottom, his fingers holding in the vibrator. Then the spanking began again. Hard, hot, heavy strokes landed across my rump, from one side to the other, until I was close to tears. Again.
 
    
 
   “There we go. Nice and cooked,” Zach said, patting my bottom as a few tears managed to make it to the tip of my nose. He let me up and I stood, my knees together, my hands cupping my blistered buttocks. “You can take the vibe out now.”
 
    
 
   All I had to do was catch it actually. The thing slid out of me easily enough. It roared in my hand and I turned it off. Zach gave me a mischievous smile and nodded at the toy. “That needs to go back in you, right? On low?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “After I wash it first though.” I sniffed a little and looked at him. Zach was tall and narrow, his lean body sporting a metabolism that I envied, since he could eat massive bowls of chocolate ice cream without worrying about putting on a single pound. When I’d first met him he sported a scruffy beard but now he was clean shaven and sort of filled out. 
 
    
 
   Zach shrugged. “Sensible I suppose. If you want, there’s a bathroom right down the hall.”
 
    
 
   I let out a sigh and went to gather my clothes. “Whoa there cowgirl. You don’t need that stuff,” Zach said, stopping me cold.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Excuse me?” The tone of my voice was right on the edge of murder. I’m surprised he didn’t sense it.
 
    
 
   He suddenly did an imitation of Master Yoda from the Star Wars movies. “Your clothes. You will not need them.”
 
    
 
   The expression on my face was part disdain and part irritation. “Star Wars? Seriously? And um... public place? Naked girl? Against the law?”
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “I doubt anyone will come, but if they do I suggest you persuade them not to call the campus police.”
 
    
 
   I put my hands on my hips. “I am NOT walking down the hall naked, Zach! Nor am I standing in a bathroom washing a fucking vibrator at the sink, exposed for anyone to walk in and see!”
 
    
 
   Zach shrugged. “It’s either that or face the punishment. And I think we’re just about to the point of another masturbatory session. Right?”
 
    
 
   My shoulders fell and a little sliver of fear went through me like a needle going through a nipple. “You are evil,” I declared. “And punishment? I just got spanked!”
 
    
 
   Zach grinned. “The other punishment. The one I’m giving you for being contrary.”
 
    
 
   “I am NOT BEING CONTRARY.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah?” He snorted. “Tell you what. You put the vibrator back in your ass, on high, and lay down on the teacher’s desk on your back, legs spread. I’ll give you twenty strokes with my belt while you hold in the vibrator. Then I’ll fuck you until I cum. If you manage to hold off and not cum, then you get your clothes back and you can dress before you go wash that thing. If you do cum, well…”
 
    
 
   My eyes were hard. “Then I’ll have earned myself another spanking and you’ll make me go naked to the bathroom anyway?”
 
    
 
   Zach grinned.
 
    
 
   So I did the unexpected.  From my perspective I was going to lose either way. It was a set up. So I marched straight to the door, opened it wide with only a cursory glance to make sure the hall was empty, and then ran as fast as my high heels would let me. I made it down the hall and skidded to a stop in front the facilities. It was marked “restroom” and there was an easily recognizable symbol beneath the lettering.
 
    
 
   Of a man.
 
    
 
   I hesitated, my G-Spot vibrator in my hand. I backed up and looked down the hall. Where the fuck was the GIRL’S BATHROOM? I arched my neck. Shit. Suddenly I remembered from my own student days that the architect had located the women’s restroom on other side of the building. I’d have to run completely around an entire block of classrooms. Who knew who would be coming or going this late in the afternoon? Desperate, frightened, and totally overwhelmed, with my reddened and obviously spanked rump in full view, my nipples throbbing with the clothespins pinned to them, I pushed into the men’s restroom.
 
    
 
   Thankfully it was just as empty as the hall had been. I hurried over to the sink, got some soap, and began washing the vibrator. The problem was that I had to be thorough, so I couldn’t just go quick. I had to soap the thing, let it sit for at least thirty seconds, then rinse it, then repeat. Finished, I scurried for the door, cracked it open and peeked out. Still no one in the hall. So I ran back to the room Zach was waiting in, high heels clattering on the floor, darting forward in this half crouch with a fucking vibrator in my hand. I pushed on the door and a second later it closed behind me. I was safe.
 
    
 
   Except Zach stood there, naked from the waist down, his hard cock extended, ready, and wanting, while holding his thick leather belt in his hand. He shook his head. “Bre, I’m really disappointed in you. I expected you to be following NHPS Rule #1 and here you are, empty.”
 
    
 
   My heart sank. I should have put the vibrator back into my slit the second it was clean. I just… well… how the hell could I run if I was worried about it falling out?
 
    
 
   I looked for my clothes. They were gone.
 
    
 
   “Where’s my clothes?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Zach shook his head. “Punishment first. Then satisfaction. Mine of course. Then your next masturbation, followed by me giving you the skirt and top back.” He motioned to the desk. “Just put the vibrator down, get up on the desk, and spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   Slowly I walked over to the desk and crawled up on top of it, twisting and turning until I was on my back. I propped my feet up on the end and then did as ordered, opening up like a butterfly, my knees going wide as Zach moved up next to me. Before he had been holding his belt doubled. Now he was gripping it just eight inches away from the end, the buckle hanging down by his knees. With his left hand he reached up, grabbed the clothespin on my right nipple and opened it, letting the blood flow back into my crushed nub. I wasn’t really ready for that and let out a sharp whine, bringing my hands up to my boobs. Zach batted my fingers away and merely grabbed hold of the other clothespin, removing it as well. I whimpered.
 
    
 
   “We clearly need to keep your hands busy while I do this. Put your left hand under your ass and your right hand between your legs.”
 
    
 
   I lifted my bottom up and slid my palm underneath to sit on my fingers. My buttock stung. Then I put my right hand between my legs, feeling the slick wetness of my slit. I almost started to rub when suddenly I heard the sound of the vibrator. It was loud. Very loud. He put it in my hand and I realized he’d turned it all the way up.
 
    
 
   “Start pumping while I handle the first part of your punishment,” Zach said quietly, still gripping the belt.
 
    
 
   “I only have to do sixty thrusts,” I told him. He laughed, as if I’d said something unbelievable.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’ll be done with this part of your punishment before that. Trust me.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, but then the tip of the vibrator found my clit and a second later I’d driven the thick synthetic cock into my own slit with a loud groan. My hips rolled eagerly, wanting it and as I began to pump my wrist Zach moved up slightly, positioned himself, and with the belt, used just the last eight inches of flexible leather to smack my left breast, aiming right for the nipple. The urge to cover myself was intense and terrible and Zach nailed me at least a dozen times, right in the same spot. The stinging heat burned through me and just when I thought I wouldn’t be able to tolerate any more of it he switched to my right side, smacking his belt against my pierced nipple and the padlock, mashing it all down hard. My right hand went crazy, driving the dildo in and out of my pussy so fast that when I exploded I wasn’t even sure what had happened. He’d literally driven me right off the cliff. Zach let a couple more strokes to my bosom land and then as my head lolled off to the right and the stupid smile of sexual euphoria crossed my face, he moved down between my legs, pulled the vibrator out of my dripping slit, and pushed his own cock right on in.
 
    
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God.
 
    
 
   I can’t even begin to tell you how good that felt. It was bliss. Nirvana. Pure pleasure. He was rock hard, solid and firm, but soft too in a non-mechanical way. Zach pumped wildly, obviously unconcerned about my pleasure. He stood at the end of the desk using me, the belt forgotten and on the floor, his hands gripping my ankles, holding my legs up and out, his hips thrusting deeply. I was already satisfied so I just laid there and let him do it, that same silly grin on my face. It felt amazing and he kept it up way past sixty thrusts, well into the hundreds before he groaned, his shaft throbbing with release. He kept pumping until he went soft, then let out a satisfied groan of pleasure.
 
    
 
   I sat up as Zach stumbled away and sat back down in the chair he’d used to spank me. I grabbed the vibrator, twisted it to low, and stuffed it back up into my slit, moaning as it sank in deep. It didn’t feel anywhere near as good as Zach’s manhood had, but it was certainly better than running on empty when I’d been told to keep it in. I closed my legs around it, using my thighs to hold it in and went straight to Zach, sinking to my knees in front of him. A second later my mouth was wrapped around his wet cock, tasting my own sexual need for a full minute as I suckled and slurped his flaccid member. I stayed there until my knees started to ache and still didn’t get even a sliver of renewed interest. Guess I must have been good. Finally he pushed me away.
 
    
 
   “You came,” he said poignantly to me, handing me my clothes. “Does this mean another spanking?”
 
    
 
   I nodded as I pulled my thong into place, letting the tight lace hold in the vibrator. Zach watched me with appreciation as I slipped the long sleeve, sheer crop top back on over my head. It settled into my cleavage beautifully. The skirt went next.
 
    
 
   “So, you have to go and find someone else to spank you?”
 
    
 
   “That’s pretty much been my day,” I replied, making sure everything was straight. He picked up the clothespins that were lying on the desk and held them up. I gave him a small, tight smile and pulled up my shirt, baring both breasts.
 
    
 
   Zach grinned as he pinned them straight on, ignoring the groan that escaped from my throat. “That’s my girl.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter10]Chapter 10: Put to Good Use
 
    
 
   “Is this necessary?” I asked timidly as Nick tied my wrist to the opposite end of his kitchen table. I was bent over with the edge digging into my hip, stretched out with both bare breasts mashed against the white painted wood. Thank God he’d taken the clothespins off when I’d been kneeling between his legs, the full, thick length of his cock poised to enter my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Oh, absolutely!” Nick insisted as he pulled my arm taut, making sure that the thin line of nylon cord wrapped around my wrist was tight. I squirmed a bit, just a tad bit uncomfortable. The vibrator was still in my sex, buzzing softly as Nick did the other wrist.
 
    
 
   “Really,” I said honestly. “I could have held the position. You don’t need to tie me down.” There might have been just a touch of panic in my voice. Nick wasn’t exactly one of my most stable, or even predictable lovers. We’d met a year and a half before, right after I had a severe bout of pneumonia which had actually put me in the hospital. His roommate, who had been ill as well, had been just down the hall and he claimed it was the red hair that had attracted him. In the end Nick had spent more time with me than his buddy. It had helped. I’d been in a tough place in my life at that point; overwhelmed, tired, and worn. Nick had sort of pushed me through it. The reward was having a close friend. With benefits. Actually, with special benefits. Last time I checked tying a girl naked to a table and being asked to spank her after getting your cock sucked was on the extreme end of the benefits table.
 
    
 
   Nick snorted. “Well, sure. If all I’m planning to do is to shove your vibrator hard and fast into your ass, followed by a simple spanking. But I’ve got a few other things in mind,” he assured me.
 
    
 
   That comment chilled me to the bone. “Um… Nick? The spanking is all I asked for.”
 
    
 
   He stood up and came back around to my side of the table, running the rope across the floor. He grabbed my left foot and dragged it outward toward the leg. “Up on tiptoe sweetie,” he ordered. Grimacing, I lifted my foot up as he wrapped the cord around my ankle. My stiletto shoes were sitting on the floor in the living room, twenty feet away. “Okay, here we go.” I felt him wrap a strand of the rope along the arch of my foot and a moment later around my leg, all the way up to my knee, until I was tied tightly to his table leg.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” I protested. “You can’t tie me like that! I can’t put my heel down now.” I pushed against the rope and the table jerked about an inch. Didn’t help though.
 
    
 
   Nick ignored me and moved to the other side. Again the rope went round and round and I realized the putting my heels down was no longer an option. So I tried another tack.
 
    
 
   “Yeah. Brilliant. How are you supposed to pull the thong off me now, Einstein?” I said angrily. I shouldn’t have though. I mean, really… why take a swing at the man who was about to take a swing - at my rump? Nick treated me with disdain, ignoring my comments and standing up. I felt his hand on my ass and I pulled on the ropes, trying to dislodge myself. Futile. He moved back around to my wrists, pulled a knot a bit tighter and all I could do was groan and put my head down on the table. I was at his mercy.
 
    
 
   “See, the way I figure it, if you were desperate, or stupid, enough to come to me, then I should get free reign to pretty much do to you what I want.”
 
    
 
   I ground my teeth. “I offered you a blowjob in exchange for the spanking and you agreed. Aren’t you satisfied?” I still had the aftertaste of his spunk on my tongue.
 
    
 
   Nick laughed. “You can’t honestly believe that any man around you could possibly be satisfied, can you?” He put his face near to mine. “Breanne, I literally want to fuck you again ten minutes after I’ve fucked you. But it’s even more complicated than that. I want to fuck you, but even if I’m not hard enough to do it, I know that torturing you, taking you to the extreme, hurting you, will make me stiff enough again.” He straightened, almost as if he were talking to himself. “I could abuse you indefinitely. If you were mine every hour would be torment.”
 
    
 
   My mouth moved before my brain could stop it. “Every hour with you already is,” I muttered.
 
    
 
   His hand flew and slammed into my left buttock. It stung. A lot.
 
    
 
   “Oooowwwwww!” I yelped.
 
    
 
   “That didn’t count,” he taunted me. “If you’re going to be a bitch then you get bitch slapped.”
 
    
 
   “Bitch slapped is when I hit you,” I panted.
 
    
 
   He laughed and smacked my bottom again. “Not going to happen. Now, let’s deal with your comment about the thong.”  His fingers delved under the lace material and he pulled it out and to the side. Immediately the vibrator began to slide out of my pussy and he caught it deftly. I braced myself for what was coming next and was hardly disappointed as his left hand held onto my panties and the right began pushing the vibrator, still set to low, into my bottom.
 
    
 
   It’s always a challenge for me to relax enough to take anything up my ass. In fact, the only thing I handle easily in that particular orifice is actual cock. Don’t make the mistake of thinking I like getting fucked up the ass though, even by all natural dick. I don’t. But at least real penis is easier to handle. That long, plastic, vibrating shaft was hard, uncomfortable, and despite my best efforts, totally penetrative. I groaned, the ache of being butt-fucked making my lower half buckle.
 
    
 
   “There now. Let’s turn this puppy up,” Nick announced. His fingers scrabbled at my bottom and then the vibrator went from a walk to a gallop, at least in equestrian terms. I let out another groan as the oscillations through my lower half all out of whack. I’d been aroused, that much was sure. I’d even masturbated right before heading into Nick’s place and managed to hold off. But I was still wet, and had been enduring the vibrator for almost an hour between the required sixty thrust minimum masturbation and the blowjob. Then I’d been naked and on my knees with Nick playing with the clothespins on my nipples.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t tell if I were on the path to orgasm or not and I shifted, trying to adjust. Nick disappeared, heading into the back bedroom, leaving me to suffer the ignominy of not just being tied to someone’s kitchen table, but also of having a vibrator stuffed in my ass. It also explained why he left my thong on. The tight lace was holding the sex toy in my bottom. Even a hard, tight squeeze didn’t manage to push the thing totally out and it slid back in. I did it a number of times and then, to my surprise, I did manage to expel the anal vibrator. It must have manage to slip the thong because it fell clattering to the floor.
 
    
 
   I let out a victorious grunt.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you bad, bad girl,” Nick said a moment later.
 
    
 
   I turned my head, looking at the wall. I didn’t want him to see my grin.
 
    
 
   I heard him pick the toy back up, mostly because it wasn’t rattling on the cheap linoleum floor of his apartment kitchen. He didn’t waste a word either, because I felt him yank my panties aside again, this time roughly. Then he pressed the tapered tip back up against my rump, pushing it in with one hard movement of his hand.
 
    
 
   Ow. Oh.  Owwwww.
 
    
 
   He snapped my thong back in place. I heard him set something on the table next to me and I turned my head, looking back. The second I did my heart skipped a beat and I glanced up at his face, a mixture of shock and horror in my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Wait, Nick. That’s not okay!” I said, my vision dancing back down to thin rod he’d put on the table. It was about the width of my pinkie, or maybe a pencil, and was at least three feet long. Worse, it was made of highly flexible plastic and I could tell that it was going to bend, meaning each impact would be doubled. That cane would leave my ass looking like I’d cooked myself on a hot grill. Twenty strokes? I’d be lucky to be able to sit after an hour!
 
    
 
   “Nick! You can’t spank me with that!” I half screamed. He ignored me and instead picked up the second item he’d brought to the table. It was a pair of vibroballs, similar to the ones I owned, but obviously newer. He grabbed the little bullets, slipped them both into my panties, then pushed one up into my sopping wet slit while the other he positioned between the lace cup of my thong and my clit. I was about to protest again when he turned them on.
 
    
 
   To full power.
 
    
 
   A moment before my libido had been confused about whether I was finding the earthquake in my butt arousing. Now things were crystal clear. With the little vibroballs purring in time with the toy in my ass I found myself being pushed up the mountain path toward climax with expediency. I found myself rolling my hips, thrusting wildly, humming with sexual need. I was so lost to the pleasure being inflicted to my clit and inside my sex, that when Nick picked up the cane and brought it swinging across my buttocks, that I wasn’t even ready for it.
 
    
 
   My teeth clenched together hard as the fiery sting drew a sharpened hiss from me. My butt tightened around the vibrator and again I faced the threat of expelling it, except Nick intervened and with his hand pushed it back in. I could barely feel the ache of it opening me back up since I was pretty damn sure that Nick had just left a cut twelve inches long that matched the color of my hair. I realized I was panting, my chest heaving as he clearly prepared himself to take another crack at my rump. The cane swung and again the thudding noise of the cane striking my buttocks filled my ears. This time I let out a sharp, nasally whine, trying hard not to scream. My hips began churning as the scorching heat penetrated deeply. Nick hit me a third time, then a fourth. I began pulling on the cords, the arches of my feet burning as my legs pulled, more weight going down on my tiptoes. After each stroke Nick had to push the vibrator back into my butt.
 
    
 
   “Not so much oil next time,” he said politely to me, followed by another blistering stroke. I let out a short, somewhat strangled scream.
 
    
 
   “Okay!” I squealed. He rubbed his hand over my scorched derriere, appreciating the heat. My hips were grinding, my body and brain both overwhelmed with the sensations. “I’ll tell you, Bre. This is one hell of a turn on,” he said, pushing his fingers underneath the thong and dipping them into my slit. His fingertips hit the vibrating bullet he’d placed inside me and I gasped, grinding my hips and tightening down on him as he pushed it around in my well. “Do you have any idea how wet you are right now?” He asked, his voice betraying his surprise. “I mean, shit girl, I’m beating your ass and you are so horny that I could slide a two by four into you.
 
    
 
   “I want your cock!” I managed to choke out. Maybe he’d just fuck me instead of spank me.
 
    
 
   He laughed, giving my bottom a pat that felt awful. It stung. Even as light as it was. “In a moment. Let’s get your caning done first. Then I’ll think about giving you something to think about.” He swung the stick at my ass again and I let out another choked cry.
 
    
 
   When Nick hit twenty I was crying. Really crying. Sobbing crying. My bottom felt as if I’d poured hot oil over it, then lit it on fire. I was shaking and trembling and the only thing keeping me from screaming bloody murder was the fact that my hips were grinding so hard, so desperate to fuck the two vibroballs buzzing against my clit and inside my pussy, that my bottom half couldn’t keep still. Nick yanked my panties aside at the back and the vibrator shot out. He grabbed hold of it, hurried off to the kitchen and I heard it rattle in the sink as the water started up. My bottom still felt burned and I struggled to catch my breath. I focused on calming down, but it was almost impossible, since the vibroballs had been left on and buzzing. One was still inside me while the other continued to oscillate right over my clit. Then Nick came back, his shorts gone, standing there in just his tee shirt, his rock hard cock sticking straight out. It seemed to glisten, as if covered with oil.
 
    
 
   “This might seem a bit cruel,” he said as he came up and moved behind me. “But it also seems appropriate.” His fingers pulled the back of my thong slightly to the side and I felt the vibroball in my panties press hard against my clit. Then Nick placed his cock to my ass and I trembled with a groan as he slid himself in relentlessly, sinking all the way to the balls.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God!” I cried out, pain radiating up through me from my bottom half. “What the hell did I do to deserve this?” I panted as he began pumping his granite pillar thorough my ass.
 
    
 
   Nick laughed. “Did? Nothing. It’s about what you are; amazing.”
 
    
 
   I whimpered. “I don’t understand,” I stammered, my body feeling like it was puckering. My bottom tightened around him and the vibroballs were driving me absolutely nuts.
 
    
 
   Nick grabbed my hips as he drove his prick up through my colon, trying to reach my appendix. “It’s simple Bre. You’re a fucking nympho humiliation pain slut. And I am merely putting you to good use. I felt like fucking your cute little ass and so here I am, doing it.”
 
    
 
   I groaned. Admittedly, getting fucked up the ass was much better than getting it spanked, strapped, or caned, so I just took a deep breath and tried to endure. Had it just been his shaft I think I would have managed it. Unfortunately the vibroballs combined with his casual and needy thrusting set off a waves of low intensity but very fast explosions and the orgasm that caught me bashed my brain back and forth for several minutes inside my skull until Nick realized that I’d cum, the tension pouring off my backside. Fortunately Nick was right on the edge himself and after just a few minutes of deep, penetrating action, Nick grunted with a throbbing push and I felt the jet of his release explode deep inside me.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, baby.” He waited until he’d gone soft again and then pulled out, a self-satisfied smirk on his face. The arches of my feet were killing me, almost as much as the abraded and well spanked curves of my buttocks. Nick began untying me, starting with my wrists and a moment later I dropped to the floor, my legs too sore to support my weight. He picked me up, swinging me into his arms and carrying me into his bedroom. Again I whimpered as something touched my bottom, even though this time it was just the soft cotton sheets of Nick’s bed. I could feel the wire of the vibroballs against my leg, going from the small remote to the still buzzing bullets. Nick laid down next to me and scooped me up into his arms, my head tucked underneath his chin.
 
    
 
   “Do you have any idea how amazing your bottom looks right now?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. I didn’t really want to talk. Besides, I was absolutely sure my ass looked like a tenderized piece of steak. Red, raw, and striped. I could feel the ridges and welts he’d left. I was going to have bruises and trouble sitting for days. And the worst part? I’d cum again. Another fucking earned spanking. Shit.  
 
    
 
   “You are incredibly, terribly mean to me,” I muttered as his fingers played with my nipples.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Yes. But you like that about me.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Yeah. I do.”
 
    
 
   “So what now?” He asked. “I hope you don’t need more because I’m pretty much spent now.”
 
    
 
   I blinked and twisted, staring up at him. “What about how you literally want to fuck me again ten minutes after you’ve fucked me?”
 
    
 
   “Bre. I’m human. There are limits. Even to a guy like me. So unless you’re willing to hang around, or want me to call some buddies over to do you, you’ll just have to wait.”
 
    
 
   Me? Wait?
 
    
 
   Hardly. I propped myself up on my elbows and gave Nick a sweet kiss. “Actually, I just appreciate you helping me out.” I took a deep breath and climbed up out of his bed.
 
    
 
   “Where are you going to go?” He asked. “It’s almost dinner time.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “I am a well-loved and talented woman. I’m good,” I replied.
 
    
 
   Nick frowned. “You could stay here,” he offered. “I know I’m done, but come on… you made me cum twice in…” he glanced at the clock. “Thirty five minutes. A man’s got to recharge.
 
    
 
   I headed out the living room, turning to look over my shoulder. “Call me tomorrow.” I told him. My eyes scanned the room. Short skirt. Crop top. Stiletto heels. And oh yes. The damn clothespins.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter11]Chapter 11: In Need of a Good Spanking
 
    
 
   After leaving Nick’s place I turned my car toward Katy, which is a small town to the west of Houston proper. I wanted to be closer to the farm as the day came to an end and the only thing preventing me from heading straight home was the fact that I was still one spanking behind. I’d been successful in getting my various friends to pound my bottom into oblivion, but unfortunately I’d spent the day cumming as well. Between Julie’s required sixty thrust minimum masturbation at the top of every hour, and having to leave the vibrator in my pussy on low unless I was driving, you can imagine how easy it was to fall off the edge. I was a walking basket case.
 
    
 
   For a moment I thought about heading over to Mike’s place, but I’d already sort of abused his hospitality that morning and one of the things I try to do is spread the love. He might have been a little grumpy had I shown up at his bungalow door, asking for a repeat and offering my blistered and well used rump up for round two.
 
    
 
   So instead of driving to Mike’s place, I swung by the small apartment of his assistant, a young man named Alex who I’d had the pleasure of screwing silly a month before. Alex opened the door before I even managed to knock and I stared at him through half narrowed and suspicious eyes.
 
    
 
   “Psychic?” I asked, my hand still poised to knock. The crop top shirt was tight against my breasts, the clothespins throbbing on the tip of my breasts underneath the material. I wanted nothing more than to take the damn things off.
 
    
 
   Alex grinned and I have to give him credit. His gaze met my eyes first before sliding down the front of my body, enjoying my pulsing distress. He was wearing comfortable khaki shorts and a loose polo shirt, his sandy brown hair rakishly combed to the side. He had grown a light goatee since I’d last seen him and it made him look older and wiser, which I thought was a good thing.
 
    
 
   “Oh, it’s worse than you think,” he assured me, his voice pitched mysteriously low. He leaned forward as if imparting a dark secret. “Window.”
 
    
 
   I feigned a surprised expression and tilted my head to the side. “Oh. Well in that case,” I said and closed the distance, pressing my body up against his in a welcoming hug. Except… I was… you know… the one who should have been welcomed. Of course my idea of a welcoming hug involves the person I’m hugging slipping their hand down between my legs and pushing their fingers up into my slit. Except my sex happened to be stuffed with a rumbling vibrator, the full seven inch length oscillating fast enough to set my teeth on edge and make me want something with more piston like action. The clothespins on my nipples moved quite a bit as he returned my embrace and little shards of pain went up through my breasts, swirled around my brain just once, before sinking back down to my cleft and making my pussy tighten even more around the trembling toy.
 
    
 
   He stepped back, pulling me into his apartment and the door swung shut behind me with a thunk. “You look like a million bucks. It almost seems like I should be taking you out to dinner.”
 
    
 
   I glanced down at myself. The sheer crop top was still skin tight and showing off the clothespins beautifully. The skirt hugged my ass and left my thighs bare and creamy, the contrast between the black material of the mini and white of my legs sweet and sexy. The stilettos were par for the course and my bared midriff just demanded a man’s hands to encircle it.
 
    
 
   “Did you want to take me out for dinner?” I asked. I was hungry. I could go for it. Even with the buzzing vibrator and clothespins.
 
    
 
   Alex shrugged. “That depends. You called me, but you didn’t say what you needed. I presume it’s cock, but that always seems to come at a price.” He leaned forward and kissed me gently on the cheek. “A price you seem to be the one who has to pay.”
 
    
 
   I sighed and pulled away from him. I waltzed into the living room and sat down on the couch. I didn’t bother to cross my legs and the skirt rode up just like I knew it would. The lace thong I was wearing was clearly distended with the obvious circle of the vibrator. What I really appreciated was that his sofa was soft. Very, very soft. Because my bottom was still aching.
 
    
 
   “Yes, well…” I said softly. “I’m sort of in need of a good spanking,” I admitted.
 
    
 
   Alex laughed, sitting down on the coffee table in front of me. “When are you not in need of a good spanking?”
 
    
 
   I grinned ruefully. “Point taken. Except today has been a challenge. I’ve had to keep this vibrator in, and on low non-stop, except when I was driving. And I’ve been required to turn it to high and masturbate with it for no less than sixty thrusts at the top of every hour.” My hand went down between my legs as I spread my knees. My fingertips caressed the round circle imprint in the panties.
 
    
 
   Alex immediately looked at his watch, then back at me, a silly grin on his face. I sighed again and nodded ruefully.
 
    
 
   “Yes. I know,” I assured him. “And I will. The problem is that I’m not allowed to cum. At all. And any orgasms I DO have are rewarded by a spanking. Twenty strokes.”
 
    
 
   Alex, who had sat down in the chair opposite grinned and leaned back. “So if you’re already in need of a spanking…”
 
    
 
   “Exactly. I’m already one over.”
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Well fuck, Bre. This could go on for days. I mean really, if you’re having to masturbate like that.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “And it’s worse. The vibrator in my pussy has to be taken out during the spanking, turned to high, and then shoved up my ass.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t see how that’s worse,” he deadpanned. I knew he was kidding. Or approaching the idea from the perspective of the spanker, rather than the spankee. I glared at him.
 
                 
 
   “And then there is the reward I have to give you for doing the spanking,” I replied with an exaggerated sigh.
 
    
 
   Understanding dawned in his eyes. “Oh! And that, along with the masturbation usually sends you over the edge. Meaning another orgasm. Which nets you another spanking.” His eyes glittered with delight. “So basically my goal should be to try to make you cum as many possible times as I can before you’re finished rewarding me for spanking you.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. That was not the thought process I’d been aiming for. “What? No! That’s not what I mean!” I protested. “I’m trying to say you should go light on me!” I twisted on the couch, rotating around until I was kneeling on the cushion and I yanked up my skirt so he could see my bottom. “Do you see this?”
 
    
 
   Alex whistled. “Wow. You’ve been smacked pretty good, haven’t you?” He said leaning forward. “Cane?” he asked, running his finger along one still crimson welt.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “And a strap this morning. Not to mention a number of hands,” I assured him. “You’ll be adding your own print to it in a bit.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, so a sixty thrust masturbation, hopefully with uncontrolled orgasm, followed by dinner with slow and humiliating torment, again with another orgasm. Then a public spanking with the vibrator in your ass to cover the swats you’ve already earned, followed by a second location with a second spanking, then back here for the third spanking, while straddling my hips.”  Alex rattled it off like it was an itinerary.
 
    
 
   I sat there speechless. “You can’t be serious. That will still leave me with one spanking left!” It was all I could think of to say.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Well, I think that’s appropriate. So… shouldn’t you be pumping?” He nodded toward my loins as I sat back down on the couch.
 
    
 
   My lips pressed together and I glared at him again, but then I lifted my bottom up off the couch and pulled my skirt up around my waist. I didn’t look down and instead met his gaze, realizing right off the bat that his eyes were not on my eyes. Then I used both hands to peel the thong down and I pulled one high heel out of the lace panties. Spreading my legs wide I caught the vibrator as it started to slide out and with a maniacal twist, I turned it up to full power. I put my feet on either side of his legs, making sure he had the best view in town. I let out a tiny gasp as the intensity seemed to seep into me and then with a fast series of thrusts I started pumping.
 
    
 
   I know. I know. There is method to my madness. I’d cum not forty minutes before at Nick’s place and so I wasn’t quite on edge. A fast series of thrusts, and yes I was counting, would leave me aching, wanton, but not push me over the edge. Deep, slow, soft thrusts would. So I went frantic. Alex was too inexperienced with a nympho humiliation pain slut like me to know what I was doing. He watched with bright, wondrous eyes as I performed for him.
 
    
 
   I made it to twenty-one before he leaned forward and grabbed my hand. The vibrator stopped moving and I stared at him. A smile crossed his face and I groaned as I realized what he was planning to do.
 
    
 
   “How many?” He asked gently.
 
    
 
   “Twenty-one,” I said in frustration. He gently disengaged my fingers and I tightened around the heavy buzzing. I lifted my arms and draped them across the back of the couch. It was giving up everything to him. 
 
    
 
   “Let me,” he said softly. He pushed his left hand back behind my bottom and pulled me forward so that I was half lying on the couch, my legs widening as my vibrator stuffed pussy was brought forward right to the edge of the cushion. My petals gaped and Alex smiled. To my sudden surprise he slid down off the table and bent his head down, suckling my clit into his mouth, eliciting a gasp from me as a whole new sensation exploded inside me. I may have cum less than an hour ago, one of many orgasms of the day, but Alex was going to push me over the edge if he kept doing that.
 
    
 
   “Alex! Please!” I whispered.
 
    
 
   His left hand went to my outstretched thigh and pushed my legs open even wider. Well that made it even more erotic and difficult to resist. I groaned and my head went back, my fingers going to the bottom of the crop top and pulling. In seconds both of my clothespinned breasts were bare and I had to resist the urge to fiddle with the wooden pegs clinging to my nipples.
 
    
 
   Then Alex used the vibrator. He drew it out with agonizing slowness. And he didn’t just prep it for a second thrust. Or twenty-second as the case may be. No. He withdrew it completely. All the way out. And then ran the vibrating tip up and down my petals a half dozen times, letting the tip rest directly on my clit as my hips rolled with involuntary desire. His right elbow pressed on my other leg and held me open as I gasped, moaning and swooning with pleasure, only to have him slide the vibrator back into me at a snail’s pace. He compensated by pushing the vibrator as deep as it would go, even using his thumb to drive it in further than it should have gone. My eyes widened at the depth of penetration and then his mouth came back down on my clit. He suckled and nibbled as my toes curled. Then he let go of my clit, the fingers of his left hand stroking my thigh, tickling the outer labia of my pussy. He looked up at me and said “twenty-two.”
 
    
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God. I made it to twenty-seven. Bastard. But then he tried to stop, laughing about making me explode.
 
    
 
   I shook my head after the heady rush. “No. You can’t. Sixty thrusts. It’s required.”
 
    
 
   Alex blinked. “What do you mean?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I shuddered. “I have to do a minimum of sixty thrust.” My voice was crackling with tension. I felt so amazing. So good.
 
    
 
   Alex considered what I had to say. “Oh,” he said softly. Then it really dawned on him. “Oh!”  And then his mouth went back on my clit.
 
    
 
   To give him credit he tried. And it felt wonderful. Honestly it did. But I was just too drained. And a little tender. I think he was too soft at that point. Too much hedonistic pleasure. Perhaps a few pinches. Maybe a pussy spanking between thrusts. Or twisting the pegs on my nipples. Something. But even though I was horribly aroused by the time we got to sixty, orgasm eluded us. Or maybe I was thinking of the fact that I now had two spankings to endure. Not just one. And he was clearly not done trying to get me to cum. I suppose I could have told him that it was a minimum of sixty thrusts and that he could have kept going if had really wanted to. But I was hungry.
 
    
 
   I went to the bathroom to clean up and freshen my makeup and by the time I came out Alex was dressed. Clearly he wanted to match my attire. Gone were the shorts and polo and in their place were a pair of black trousers, a gold fronted black leather belt and a button up silk oxford shirt that looked pricey.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” I said. “You clean up nice.” My attire was back in place, the crop top pulled back down over my clothespinned nipples, the sheer material practically see thru in some places. The skirt was once again wrapped around my ass and the lace thong was holding the vibrator, which was buzzing along on low, in my pussy. My nerves felt just a little frayed.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “I try.” He came over and kissed me on the lips. It was a romantic kiss. Not one fraught with need. “You look amazing.”
 
    
 
   I smiled. “Wouldn’t you rather just give me the spanking here and then let me fuck your brains out?” I put my hand on the obvious bulge at the front of his pants.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Well, I admit the thought did cross my mind. I mean you are amazing,” he said. “But I’ve learned one thing about sex by reading your books.”  He took my hand. “The orgasms are stronger the longer we’ve been teased.” He pulled me along and we headed for the door.
 
    
 
   “Or we could just let ourselves go!” I gasped, the vibrator wriggling within me.
 
    
 
   Then we left.
 
    
 
   I managed not to cum during dinner, despite hitting another top of the hour masturbation session right in the middle of the main course and getting some rather intense stares from a few other diners as I tried to thrust the vibrator in and out without making too much of a fuss about it. The waitress ignored me though. Alex loved it as I sat across from him in the booth, the low ambient lighting soft and romantic. Our dishes were Italian and the wine was sweet. Since his perfect mouth wasn’t on my clit I managed to take a bit more control though and worked through the required sixty thrusts without more than a steady rise in heartbeat and an animalistic urge to attack Alex, drag him under the table, and fuck his brains out. Desire is an amazing seasoning for any meal and by the time dessert was coming around we’d been out and about for over an hour and a half.
 
    
 
   The conversation? Sex of course. My assignments. The changes in my life. Working for Kari. That sort of thing. Alex asked if it would be possible to meet Julie and I thought that rather cute. Julie had asked me to find a volunteer for a milking session and Alex seemed game while Zach had blanched at the thought when I’d proposed the idea to him. Even Nick had politely declined, exclaiming “I know how you tend to leave men after a milking. I’ll pass, as amazing as it sounds.”
 
    
 
   We left just ten minutes before another required masturbation session and I admit that I was just a bit worried. I had no idea what Alex had planned, but according to his previously stated schedule, this was the point where I bared my derriere and got swatted. I climbed into Alex’s truck, the gathering darkness seeping in around the setting sun, and inquired as to where we were heading.
 
    
 
   “It’s a secret,” he replied. “But we’re close.” He went south and we passed a few familiar landmarks until he took a side road. My eyebrow went up and then the truck hit a bump as he pulled off the road and started down a gravel track. We were in some sort of field, with lights off to both our left and right. He skirted a pond and then pulled up before a few scraggly trees. The engine got shut off and he climbed out of the truck. “This way,” he said, coming around and pulling me out.
 
    
 
   Taking a hike in heels is not the most brilliant thing one can do, but it wasn’t like I had a choice. I clung to him and he walked me past the trees and through the darkness. He produced a small flashlight, something he must have had on his key ring. I heard the sound of cars and then we suddenly emerged on the side of a road. There was a ranch fence between us and the asphalt and a moving wash of light appeared, illuminated us momentarily and then the car flashed by.
 
    
 
   “Now,” he said. “I think you owe me another masturbation session.”
 
    
 
   I looked around incredulously. “Here? In the grass?”
 
    
 
   Alex shrugged. “I think you should lean against the fence, with your back to the road. Just lift your skirt and pump. And don’t forget to put the vibrator on full power,” he reminded me with a grin.
 
    
 
   “How are you going to see it?” I demanded. It was pretty darn dark.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Oh honey, every time a car or truck comes barreling down that road I’ll get to see it. Look. Here comes one now. Lift the skirt up around you waist. Let him see your ass!”
 
    
 
   I turned as I heard the engine and sure enough a pair of bright lights flared in the distance. This street was much more heavily traveled than even my farm to market road. I blushed crimson, not that anyone could see it, and turned back to Alex.
 
    
 
   “Alex! Please!” I begged him.
 
    
 
   He just grinned. The truck behind me, on the other side of the fence, roared closer and with trembling fingers I grabbed hold of my mini-skirt and pulled.
 
    
 
   If the driver got a glimpse of my thong or well caned bottom then he didn’t show it. There was no honk. No slowing down, not even a brief tap of the brake lights. Maybe all he saw was a white flash in the darkness, the pale globes of my double moons shining at the periphery of his headlights. But I was not thinking clearly at the time and all I could imagine was some farmer coming down the road and seeing me, grinning as my clearly spanked and caned bottom waved at him.
 
    
 
   And that… well… that idea was such a turn on. As much as I hated it. I pulled down my panties and caught the vibrator as it slid out, slippery and hot.
 
    
 
   I groaned and twisted the dial up on the vibrator. It spun up inside me to full power and I began pumping, my body twitching at each full length impalement I gave myself. I rose up on tiptoe, my back against the metal railing of the fence, my skirt rolled up around my waist, my panties fell downward until I actually stepped out of them, leaving them rolled up on one ankle. Alex pointed his flashlight at my crotch, his face lost in the darkness as I worked myself into a froth.
 
    
 
   “Count out loud,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   “Fourteen,” I said, loudly enough. I could hear another engine.  “Fifteen,” I said, pushing the agitating toy back in deep. Alex took a few steps to his right and I saw his light flash across some sort of bush. “Sixteen,” I said with a groan as his pocket knife came out and he cut a thin, narrow branch off the plant. It was only three feet long and I pushed the quavering phallus back in. “Seventeen.”
 
    
 
   “The way I figure it,” Alex said. “Is that if I have to spank you three times, my hand is going to hurt.
 
    
 
   I whimpered. “Eighteen.”
 
    
 
   “So I think that maybe I should use some alternative implements on your bottom.”
 
    
 
   “Nineteen,” I panted.
 
    
 
   He began plucking the leaves off his freshly cut switch and grinned back at me. “Of course, I can’t hit you too hard, otherwise you’ll claim a medical out and I won’t be able to spank you the other two times.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard. “Twenty,” I replied.
 
    
 
   He finished stripping off the leaves, leaving a pile of them around his feet and then he swung the switch like a swashbuckler fighting off pirates. It made a hiss as it went through the air. It sounded… frightening.
 
    
 
   “Twenty-one,” I mewled. My pussy was spasming around the vibrator and the sudden realization that I was unlikely to survive this without another orgasm made it all even more horrible.
 
    
 
   And liberating. I was already two under. So what if I added a third spanking to my tally? And he was right. I was probably going to have to take a medical out before I was finished. My ass already hurt and he was about to switch it? Seriously? Oh. Engine.
 
    
 
   The lights of another car flashed by me but now I didn’t care. I’d made my decision. In hindsight I should probably not make major decisions about my welfare or person when lost in the swells of overwhelming sexual need. I began pumping frantically, calling out the numbers. Alex said nothing but watched with a widening smile, his eyes lit up with desire. I watched him as he suddenly unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, rubbing it.
 
    
 
   I lurched forward, somewhere around forty-four I think, and fell to my knees, one hand behind my head, ignoring the prickling of the grass against my legs. Alex surged forward and then the tip of his cock hit my lips. I opened up and let my mouth engulf him, sucking and bobbing my head, even as I continued to pump the vibrator through my open legs. Grass tickled my thighs but I ignored it, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sexual intercourse, with the taste and feel of the man in front of me. I wrapped my hand around and grabbed his butt, pulling him into me with a hunger that left me breathless. Alex groaned and gasped.
 
    
 
   “Bre,” he groaned, his voice strained and tight. “Bre. You’ve got to stop…” he whispered, his hands on my head. I felt no push. No pressure. “Bre! I’m going too… I’m going too…”
 
    
 
   A spurt of froth suddenly exploded into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. I tasted salt and musk and that totally human flavor of his spunk and I swallowed hungrily. I wasn’t counting either. I was just pumping. I’d already past sixty and then I too hit my climax, unable to open my mouth and cry out because it was filled with cock and cream. We shook together, me on my knees, one hand between my legs, him standing there, head thrown back, letting out this totally manly groan and then I pulled back, swallowing. Alex stood there and the lights of another car flashed by us. The shadow of his cock seemed bigger than life and then I smiled. Slowly I pulled out the vibrator. It was slick with girl goo and I held it out to him.
 
    
 
   “You know where this needs to go, right?” I said with a giggle. I um… I might have… uh… been just a little… giddy. You know. Endorphins. Adrenaline. Dopamine. Hey. It’s the best drug ever. Why do you think I’m addicted to it?
 
    
 
   Alex blinked, trying to collect himself. Finally he pushed his wet and limp cock back into his boxers, zipped up his pants and took the vibrator. It buzzed in his hand.
 
    
 
   I didn’t wait for the order. Instead I turned back to the fence. Three rails. All white. I bent over in half and stuck my head and arms between the top and middle rails. I spread my legs and since my skirt was already up around my waist I gave Alex a little ass wiggle as an invitation. Then I reached down, grabbed the bottom of my crop top and pulled it toward my head. I felt the rail against my belly as my breasts popped free, the clothespins dangling downward. My red hair fell toward the earth and I looked back.
 
    
 
   “Well?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “What?” Alex asked, still dazed. “Oh. Oh right!” He exclaimed and came forward. Then he gave me this inscrutable look, as if I’d asked him to like a twenty year old donut.  “Are you uh… um… sure?”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Alex, I’ve had two orgasms thanks to you. That means on top of the spankings I’d earned before showing up at your place, I’ve got two more coming. So would you please take care of me?” I asked. “While I’m feeling good?”
 
    
 
   Alex sighed. “Right. Okay. Well… first thing…”
 
    
 
   “The vibrator,” I said, agreeing with him. “Go on. Stick it in. Use my panties to hold it in place.” I looked back down the road. More lights. Great. Just great. “Alex… cars coming. Please!” I urged him. I felt the vibrator press against my bottom and Alex began pushing it in. It didn’t feel good, that’s for damn sure and I struggled to loosen up as he applied more pressure. My sphincter was slowly forced open and I groaned as the first inch slid into my ass, followed by the rest of the vibrator. The ripple of the motor made my muscles want to tighten up and as the lights of the next car washed over us at the fence I had to fight with Alex. He pushed. So did I. But he clearly won and I cried out, my voice lost in the fading engine noise as he snapped my panties in place. I squeezed again and he put his hand on the back of the vibrator.
 
    
 
   “Your panties are worthless for holding this thing in. Next time do this with one of your anal plugs,” Alex grumbled.
 
    
 
   I panted. “I’ll...ugh...keep that….uhhhh… in mind.” His fingers kept pushing, the pressure mounting. He moved to my side, his left hand on the vibrator.
 
    
 
   “Here we go,” he warned me. Then the switch snapped across the lower half of my rump.
 
    
 
   I squealed, but then clammed up almost immediately, realizing that the blow he’d delivered had barely stung. And I mean barely. Alex hit me again, his swing controlled and his aim exact. He caught me again, just a bit higher up, still missing his fingers and again leaving me with just a tiny gasp. The sting faded in seconds. I wriggled my ass, half grateful and half pissed that he was taking it easy on me so I grit my teeth and promised myself not to make a sound. The switch landed again and I felt it, but again there was no heat. No real bite. It was like he was just tapping me. Of course I made no noise and the next stroke was just a bit harder.
 
    
 
   See? Good subs know how to tell their masters and mistresses what they really want without words. Alex read me perfectly.
 
    
 
   I had to gasp as he began giving me harder strokes and I finally felt the heat of it. I heard another car in the distance as he brought the thin little branch back across my buttocks and I held onto the fence tightly. My bare breasts dangled and bounced and I wondered why no one had stopped, or even slowed down. I turned my head, moving my hair out of the way as Alex swatted me again and I couldn’t keep a little yelp from coming out of my mouth. The lights flashed and then the car turned slightly. I blinked as my brain computed the angles, the pain actually helping me get past the sexual euphoria of my orgasm. There was a curve to my right! One that bent left for those on the road. That meant that everyone who knew the road would be looking to their left as they approached the curve, meaning that my half naked body sticking through the rails wasn’t even noticed.
 
    
 
   How the hell had Alex known? I pondered this for about half a second when he hit me a tad harder than I’d expected and I let out a squeal and jerked. Fuck. That hurt!
 
    
 
   “Two more, Bre.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, my chest heaving. My ass certainly felt warm now and I resisted the urge to put my hands on my buttocks and feel for welts. I took a deep breath and braced myself.
 
    
 
   Alex certainly didn’t disappoint.
 
    
 
   He pulled me back through the fence and now I did put my hands to my ass. The skin felt hot and flushed but I had no idea if it was actually red. I’d need a mirror for that. And light. Still, I could feel three or four fresh and distinct lines and I knew that I’d be showing the marks for a day or two. I still had the vibrator in my ass and I tried to turn it off. Alex saw me struggling with it and reached.
 
    
 
   “Don’t take it out,” I said quickly. “Just turn it off.”
 
    
 
   “Okay,” he replied, his fingers at the base of my bottom. I sighed as the vibrator went silent and he patted my thong and then rolled my skirt back down. My clenching bottom still wanted to expel the plastic intruder and I had to concentrate on not squeezing the damn thing out like a…
 
    
 
   Um. Never mind. Some metaphors aren’t really needed. Right?
 
    
 
   The walk back to Alex’s truck took us ten minutes because we took it slow, arms wrapped around each other. It was a quiet walk but it culminated with a soft kiss.
 
    
 
   “I’ll get you back to your truck,” he said as we climbed into the cab. I gave him a quizzical look.
 
    
 
   “Why? Are you kicking me out?” I asked curiously.
 
    
 
   “What? No! No of course not, but I figured….” he said, holding out his hand.
 
    
 
   I snorted. “Figured what?”
 
    
 
   “Well, that we were done. I mean, I came. And you came. And you got spanked.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Alex. It’s only eight o’clock. Take me back to your apartment. Then we can take off all our clothes and I will proceed to get you hard again.” I glanced at the clock. “And probably have at least one more masturbation session in front of you.” I put my hand in his lap and rubbed him. He was soft, but I felt a stir of movement. I couldn’t help smiling. “It will be a cold day in hell before I can’t make a man hard, even if he did just cum.”
 
    
 
   Alex laughed. “Really? Well I’m glad. And…” his voice trailed off. “And what about…”
 
    
 
   “Another spanking?” I asked loftily.  I grinned. “Well, you said you wanted me to ride…”
 
    
 
   Alex smiled. “Absolutely. Totally.” He leaned over. “I’d love to see you bounce with those clothespins on your tits!”
 
    
 
   I didn’t need to say anything. The squeeze of my hand was answer enough.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter12]Chapter 12: Daddy Issues Revisited
 
    
 
   It was after midnight when I opened the door. All the lights were off. I was still dressed in the crop top, skirt and stiletto heels and the vibrator was buzzing softly in my pussy. I was exhausted, completely and totally and a number of body parts ached horribly starting with my bottom, then my breasts, followed by the arches of both feet. And yes, if you’re curious, I think heels are just as much a torture device as anything else used on me.
 
    
 
    I’d lost count of the number of orgasms I’d had, or the fact that even after a third spanking with Alex (not to mention the second one I’d gotten from him while straddling his erect and thrusting cock,) the masturbation sessions had taken their toll. But the truth was I hadn’t cum again with Alex and I’d gone home only one spanking short.
 
    
 
   I crossed the kitchen. The living room was dark. Not even the television set was on and I took off my heels. I stepped barefoot onto the rug and made it four feet before the small lamp that sits on the side table next to the recliner snapped on, spreading a rich gold light across the floor. A silver framed walker stood by the chair and he was sitting there, waiting for me.   
 
    
 
   “How are you doing?” He asked softly. His eyes caressed me, taking in the outfit. Talk about humiliating.
 
    
 
   I sighed and then took a deep breath. I moved across the room to the couch and sat down. The skirt slid up my legs but I tucked my knees together and drew them up, my bare feet on the sofa cushion. There wasn’t anything I could do about my attire, or the sound of the vibrator.
 
    
 
   “I see you’re still wearing the clothespins,” he observed with a grin.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes sir,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “And how is your rump?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “Blistered mostly. But there are a few welts as well.”
 
    
 
   “Hand spankings?” he inquired politely.
 
    
 
   “Mostly. But also a strap, a cane, and a switch,” I replied.
 
    
 
   His mouth turned up in a grin, no doubt imagining me bent over, bottom bared, stuffed to the brim, and getting whacked. “And how many times?”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Spankings? I have no idea. A lot,” I assured him.
 
    
 
   “Let me see.”
 
    
 
   I took another deep breath. Slowly I climbed up off the couch and turned around, kneeling on the cushion. Carefully I drew the skirt up and bent over slightly, keeping my eyes on the stairwell. I didn’t want anyone coming down to see me. Not like this. Still, I could feel his eyes on me. I felt… dirty.
 
    
 
   “Your bottom looks like you’ve been dragged over hard soil behind a tractor,” he observed.
 
    
 
   I let out a soft chuckle and covered back up. I turned and looked at him, but didn’t sit back down. “I’m tired,” I said. “I’m going to head to bed.”
 
    
 
   His eyes narrowed slightly. “Almost top of the hour,” he said quietly. “Aren’t you supposed to be doing something?”
 
    
 
   I pursed my lips. I knew what he wanted. Another little show. Me masturbating. “It’s a little late. I’m exhausted. And that was just till bedtime. I’ve got, eight minutes?” I said. If I could get to my room fast enough… “I think I can get ready for bed in time.”
 
    
 
   “Except the clothespins are still on. I have to take them off you.”
 
    
 
   I smiled. “Right. I forgot.” I moved right in front of him and knelt, pushing his knees apart. Then I grabbed the crop top and pulled it up. Both clothespinned nipples popped out, dangling in front of him. He frowned.
 
    
 
   “This is not how I put them on,” he said critically. I knew what he was talking about. He’d put them on straight, perpendicular. After I’d been forced to take them off I’d put them back on from the bottom. That was because with the crop top being so tight having them straight on from the front would have bent the tips of both breasts straight down in agonizing pain.
 
    
 
   “I uh… well, with the crop top,” I stammered, starting to explain. He held up his hand, silencing me.
 
    
 
   “No. It’s unacceptable. So I’m going to put these back on the appropriate way, the way I put them on in the first place. Then you are going to pull that lovely top back down, wrap your soft mouth around my cock, and you give me a blowjob until I cum. Then I’ll remove them and you can go to bed.”
 
    
 
   I stared at him. “But… but that will mean I have to masturbate again. Sixty thrusts!”
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “So?” His hand went down to his lap and he began unbuttoning his jeans. I watched with wide eyes as he pulled out his cock. It looked just like it had that morning when I’d sucked him; hard and thick and wanton.
 
    
 
   Neither of us moved for a moment but then his hands came up. His thick fingers went to my breasts and I bit my lip, wincing as he plucked the two wooden pegs from my nipples. Pain surged through the crushed tips and I whimpered, cupping my breasts as the blood rushed back into the points. He waited almost a full minute for me to recover before he set the clothespins back on, this time from the front, so that they hung and danced with each agony laced breath. Trembling, I reached up and grabbed the sheer crop top. I knew this was going to hurt. Badly. I pulled it down, the silken material seeming to mold to my curves. Then it caught on the clothespins. I felt the pull, the tug downward as my nipples were bent, pinched horribly and folded so that they pointed toward the ground. A throbbing pang of intense pain shot up through both jugs, blasted through my head and then made a beeline straight for my pussy. I tightened around the softly droning vibrator and then, even as my heart labored to push blood through the constricted arteries of my bosom, I bent down and took his member into my mouth.
 
    
 
   Time seemed to slow, maybe even to stop and the only measure was the bobbing of my head and the palpitations of my heart, both echoing up and down to my spasming nipples. I struggled to breathe, to focus, and as a result my ministrations were not quite up to par. It took a full twenty minutes kneeling before him, licking and sucking his shaft, swirling my tongue round and round his tip before he finally groaned. That was what I was looking for. What I needed and that tiny sound gave me the strength to work him faster. My head went up and down, his fingers in my hair and a moment later he gave a tiny gasp, thrusting himself as deep as my throat would let him. He exploded inside me, shooting his spunk into my mouth as I choked and gargled, white froth bursting from between my lips. He held me in place and I struggled against his grip, trying to swallow and draw air at the same time. Finally I managed, just as the spots began appearing in my vision and I pulled myself off him, gasping and spluttering.
 
    
 
   Cum dripped from my face and fell onto the rolled up material of the crop top. I wiped a hand across my mouth. It came back wet and white and I stared at it for a moment. I swallowed again and looked up at him. His face reflected his release and I could see the spark of relaxed bliss in his dazed eyes. He glanced down at me and I held up my wrist, never taking my eyes from his, and I licked the cum off my skin. He took a deep, shuddering breath, his cock wilting like a plant stem caught under a desert sun. I straightened up and without a word stood.
 
    
 
   Maybe he was expecting me to go to him, to offer my breasts, peeling up the shirt. But I didn’t. Instead I stood before him, our eyes locked together. Pain still surged with every heartbeat through my chest, but instead I rose up on tiptoe and reached down. I pushed my skirt off my body, kicking it away, watching it land on the couch, flowing like black water down the side. Then I reached up and peeled the shirt off my body, tossing it as well. I stood before him almost naked, the acute ache in my bosom only slightly lessened. Lastly I took off my panties, catching the vibrator with one hand as I stepped out of my lace and kicked them straight at him. He caught the soaked thong with surprise.
 
    
 
   I twisted the base of the vibrator to maximum and the hum filled the little dark room. Sixty thrusts. That’s all I had to do. Just sixty. My skin was bathed in gold as the light caught my curves, the flash of the padlock on my right nipple, and the bright red of my well spanked ass. My clit was swollen and bright red and my petals opened like an orchid, flushed and beautiful. I sank down to the floor with a groan, spreading my legs like a butterfly, knees bent, the aching soles of my feet turned so the delicate and tiny arches were visible yet wide apart. I stared at him, as he stared at me and I ran my tongue across my lips, wetly, seductively. I brought the vibrator down between my legs, pressed the fluttering tip to my clit and rubbed it up and down for almost a full minute. Waves of pleasure shot through me, washing away the pain and agony streaming from my nipples, and even muting the ache from my bottom. As my chest rose and fell with deep movements I slid the vibrator lower, making tiny circles with the tip across my labia until the tapered point lay at the entrance to my depths.
 
    
 
   “One,” I whispered. His breath caught in his throat and I felt the surge of need bubble up inside me; a dark secret that demanded light. He licked his lips, unsure of himself, of what he was feeling. How could he be aroused again, after just cumming? Wasn’t he too old for that?
 
    
 
   I slid the vibrator in. Not fast. Not slow, but deeply and confidently. I let my head fall back as my body shook, the clothespins bouncing as I let him see it all, the light of the lamp spilling on my open sex. I didn’t pull out immediately, instead forcing myself to endure the intensity of the spasms, the twitching undulation of the motor driving me into an apogee. My spread legs seemed to shake, sending tremors right up to the clothespins. Sensations and pressure built up inside me as I drew the vibrator completely out, lifting it to my mouth and licking it, tasting the cream and musk. I pulled it away, knowing that release was close, so close, so desperate, so needy. Can’t wait. Need. Want. Satisfaction. Oh my God. I opened my mouth, a petulant impetuous whine coming from my very depths. His eyes widened and as my body gave in I couldn’t help smiling. I slid the purring vibrator back in with a palpable moan, feeling the first waves of orgasm overwhelm me.
 
    
 
   “Two,” I whispered. “Fifty-eight to go.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter13]Chapter 13: The Blue Dress
 
    
 
   I was on my way back to the house when my phone rang. The temperature was in the upper forties and my breath steamed as I dug in my blue jeans pocket and dragged out that little piece of technology that I was beginning to have a love/hate relationship with. Instant communication in this day and age makes it just a bit more difficult to appreciate the good things in life. It means no secrets, no privacy, no delayed gratification, and no surprises. It also means that certain OCD dominatrixes with oversight privileges and who also happened to be my new boss had instant access.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Kari.” The tone of my voice was chipper and I said it with a smile on my face. Mostly because I didn’t want her to hear my grumble. I knew what this was about. I’d just gotten my daughter on the bus and that meant I had to scurry back to the house, get dressed, and drive the forty-five minutes into Houston in order to go to work. It had been almost a week since I’d been into the office and I knew Kari was chomping at the bit for me to get serious about work.
 
    
 
   Work. Work for me used to be farming. Taking care of the land. Feeding horses, goats, pigs, chickens, and the horses. Now it was all gone. Every last bit of it. What few crops that had been planted were now being ignored. The barn was empty. And my family and I were now just occupying space that had technically already been sold. Another month. When we took down the Christmas decorations this time it would be the last. I tried not to think about it.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Breanne. What are you wearing?” Kari said primly and I imagined her sitting at her desk, all businesslike. You have to understand that Kari Anders, my best friend, lover, mistress and now boss was the kind of lady that made the aristocracy royal. I sighed. This wasn’t going to go well. She absolutely despised my normal choice of attire. I looked down at my boot covered toes. Describing one’s wardrobe as a submissive girl starts at the bottom and goes up. For a second I was tempted to describe something more in line with what she’d want, just to see if I could get a rise out of her.
 
    
 
   “Work boots, tube socks, blue jeans, a pair of white bikini cut panties, a bra I bought at Wal-Mart, blue tee shirt, oversized, and my duster,” I said mechanically. At least I was being honest. “I also happen to be stuffed with my seven inch vibrator, which is currently off,” I added.
 
    
 
   Yes. I know. Not the sort of “ending” you’d expect a girl who dresses like a south Texas ranch hand to have as a description. But it too was apt. That seven inch vibrator and I had been through an awful lot lately. Just a week before I’d spent the day having it embedded in one hole or the other, with vicious spankings worked in for fun. That little vibe had seen some rather unique places of my anatomy and I was rather attached. Though admittedly I had not stuck it back up my butt in a while. Still, there was this pesky NHPS rule that demanded I remained stuffed with a sex toy at all times and Julie, my regular mistress, had sent me the text that morning, advising me to spend the day turning the vibrator on and off with maddening frequency. You know… to keep my mind on the appropriate things. Like being a sex object good for just one thing. Being fucked stupid.
 
    
 
   “You must be very wet,” Kari said pleasantly. “I applaud your creativity. Clearly you haven’t dressed for the day yet,” 
 
    
 
   I frowned. Dress for the day? Hardly. And it wasn’t like I could put on even one of the outfits Kari had purchased for me back at the house. I was going to have to walk past my mother in it. Kari’s idea of what was appropriate for a secretary or personal assistant seemed to be a little risqué. My mother would have thrown a hissy fit, asking why I was dressed like a tramp. When did it become a requirement for secretaries and personal assistants to dress like hookers?
 
    
 
   “We have a client meeting this morning, followed by a trip to Esteban Martinez's place. I’d like you to wear the blue dress.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened in the half light of dawn. The… the blue dress? My mind immediately went back to the day Kari bought it, my first day with her. I’d been a little more focused on the small torments and what she, Mike, and Julie had done to me later while hanging on Kari’s “punishment frame.” I’d stuck the dress in the back of my closet, hoping Kari would forget about it as well as a half dozen other outfits she bought me. Evidently my luck had just run out.
 
    
 
   “Um, Kari. I can’t put that thing on here. And it’s not appropriate to wear to a meeting. Especially with a client!” I hissed, my step quickening. “Or to Esteban's place for that matter!” I’d met Esteban Martinez on my first day of work, a slick Hispanic guy who had eye-fucked me during lunch. It made me shiver. 
 
    
 
   “Well, feel free to change in your stripping spot then,” Kari said amiably, referring to a tradition that had started back when I was just a sex blog writer. One of my previous online dommes had suggested that I pull off to the side of the road that ran just outside the fence of my farm and take off my clothes in front of the truck. “It should be quick considering the dress. Also, I’d like you to wear your RVP as well.” 
 
    
 
   The Rotating Venus Penis. Well damn. That meant taking out Julie’s vibrator. So be it. Kari had de facto rights about my “toy” when I was working for her. That had been one of the little things ironed out between my two dominatrixes. Before and after work I was Julie’s. During work hours I was Kari’s to abuse. 
 
    
 
   The rotating Venus penis or RVP, was one of my most intense toys. It was hands free, which was a plus, but it strapped over my hips, nestled above my clit and stayed in position via a four inch phallus which I’d need to slip into my sex. Two different motors would both vibrate and spin, making the probe inside me churn like Iron Chef Cat Cora mixing cake batter. 
 
    
 
   Oh. Actually… considering Cat Cora is single now, gorgeous, a great chef, and a lesbian, that’s something of a turn on. Wonder if she’s into BDSM….
 
    
 
   “Um… okay,” I said, squeaking like a mouse. There wasn’t much else I could say. Technically Kari was not just my mistress, but my employer. My guess was that she was breaking employment law in some way, since she’d been sexually abusing me since before I was hired. But I couldn’t really say I minded, or expected being treated differently. Still, how many employers have their secretaries clean out the supply closet naked and have their local handyman install a metal frame designed to restrain the girl so the boss can whip her while she’s being mechanically fucked by a rubber dildo mounted on a motor?
 
    
 
   I made it back to the house and after a kiss to my mother’s cheek went upstairs. I gathered everything I needed and put it all in my canvas bag, and then scurried back out to my Saturn. A few minutes later I was speeding down the farm to market road and heading toward Houston. I know Mistress Ellen would have been disappointed that I didn’t stop to change on the side of the road, but times were changing. I had to change with them.
 
    
 
   Before suburbia had begun to evolve the sleepy farming town of Katy into rows of presentable cookie cutter houses, the road that ran by my parent’s farm had been a quiet one. Ten, even five years ago I could have stood out on the side of the road naked for a good five hours and not even seen one car go by. Now I’d be lucky to have ten minutes of privacy, the risk of some banker or lawyer or businessman come scurrying over the hill or around the bend magnified exponentially. Kari might have wanted me to strip in front of my car, in the cold, but I had a better Idea. Comfortable, and in my regular clothes, I made the forty minute drive into town and down toward the Rice area. I pulled into my parking space, noting with a grin that Kari’s red convertible was not in the lot yet.
 
    
 
   Perfect.
 
    
 
   I gathered up my stuff and headed into the building where Kari keeps her office. Lush, green tropical plants greeted me and skirted the streambed that perforated the lobby from one corner to another. I crossed the small bridge and turned left instead of right, finding not the glass fronted door of Kari’s interior design business, but the women’s restroom.
 
    
 
   Locked in the privacy of the handicap stall I took off all my clothes and even removed the vibrator, pulling it free with a tiny groan. This I set aside as I strapped on the RVP, slipping the four inch probe into my already moist slit. After buckling it on I donned the dress Kari had required of me, pulling it down over my well-rounded frame, my hands pushing my boobs into the precut cups, once more feeling the same sense of humiliating dread that I’d experienced the day she made me try it on.
 
    
 
   What was wrong with the dress? Oh absolutely nothing; if you were going to Hugh Heffner’s birthday party with the express intent of giving him a sample of your secret delights without taxing his ailing heart. The nicest thing about the dress that I can say was that I liked the color. The cut however, left something to be desired if you’re a prude. Which I am. Two slits on either side, from hem to half way up my side, made the fact I wasn’t wearing underwear a very obvious thing. It was like a loin cloth. Worse, the two clear plastic straps at my hips, that kept the front and back together, had been removed with the snip of the scissors in Kari’s art room. That wasn’t my doing either. In essence if you were standing off to my side you could literally see my opposite leg through the front of the dress. And the fact that the little bump of my sex was visible too? Well, that was just a bonus.
 
    
 
   The tight bodice cupped and contained and pushed my boobs together into a dark cleavage, keeping the pertinent points covered, but also making it obvious I wasn’t wearing a bra, since the center was cut out into an intriguing rectangle from the bottom of my throat to my belly button. I slipped on a pair of six inch open toed heels and strapped them on around my ankles. Lastly I had to figure out what to do with the remote to the RVP, so I lifted the front of my dress up and tucked the remote with its two sliders into the very straps of the sex toy I’d just wrapped around my loins.
 
    
 
   I stopped in front of the mirror, and realized in horror that the straps to the RVP were visible, as if I were actually wearing panties. Oh my fucking God. There was no way I could wear the RVP! It would show! For a moment I wrestled with decisions. If I took out the RVP I’d be violating the rule about being stuffed at all times. And that would net me a punishment. I couldn’t put the vibrator back in because it would fall out unless I was wearing panties, and I couldn’t wear panties under the dress for the same reason I couldn’t wear the RVP. So basically the decision was RVP or nothing. Violate Rule #1 or Kari’s requirement to wear the RVP.
 
    
 
   I should have asked myself “what will Kari punish me for?” I’m an idiot. I went back into the stall, took off the RVP and put it in the bag with my vibrator.
 
    
 
   I have to admit I looked like a sex goddess as I walked back across the lobby toward the glass door of Kari’s offices. My straight red hair looked amazing on my shoulders and my wide hips and bust filled out the dress very well. Every step made most of my bare and sultry leg emerge from the blue material hanging down in front and back of me. Had I been heading to a nightclub for some dancing, drinking, and sex, I might even have been somewhat comfortable with my appearance. I fished my key out of my purse, unlocked the door, and set my stuff down at the small desk there in the lobby.
 
    
 
   Kari had suggested that we move the laptop computer to the back supply closet, making it a de facto office for me. But since the only place to sit would have been the torture restraint frame Mike the Hardware Guy had installed at the back I objected, strongly indicating that it might be difficult to answer email and handle her invoices if I were impaled deeply with a thick dildo, pumping in and out at higher speeds that I could type. Kari had reluctantly agreed with me and so I was able to sit in the semi-comfortable office chair in the lobby, and turned my computer on.
 
    
 
   For someone who hates email, she sure gets a lot of it. Kari is something of a socialite too, which doesn’t help matters. Evidently having lunch with Kari is something of a novelty because I was handling my mistress’ calendar now and most days of the week involved meeting someone over lunch. Some of the names I recognized but many I didn’t. Worse, Kari had started dragging me to these lunches. I appreciated the fine food and meeting new people, but since I was frequently dressed like a tart, I couldn’t help wondering if I was hurting or helping Kari’s business. For the most part I had to trust her instincts. She said I was helping. 
 
    
 
   There was also regular mail and now I was dealing with Christmas Party invitations. She’d already accepted four so far and declined three. It was a little hard not to be jealous. I’ve never received a party invitation to come as a guest. Every time I’m sent, brought, or taken to a celebration of some kind, it’s been as a party favor. And I mean that with all of the sexual innuendo you can imply. No one wants me for my witty conversation or my skill at playing Apples to Apples. That’s for bloody sure. It’s because they want to strip me naked, string me up by the wrists, and hang Christmas ornaments on my body using clothespins before I’m fucked up the ass like a party cracker. I was diligently working for over thirty minutes before Aphrodite herself walked through the door.
 
    
 
   Kari is tall, thin, svelte, and has long blond hair that comes midway down her back. She has finely chiseled features and the shape of her face resembles a heart while mine looks more like a bowling ball. Her figure is perfect too. Breasts are just right, hips just a touch narrower than her shoulders. If she wanted to be a model tomorrow she’d at least have a pretty damn good shot at it.
 
    
 
   Kari is also an emotionless bitch. Well, I say that with all love. She’s not actually emotionless, but many men have called her an “ice queen.” She’s cold, calculating, and evil. Absolute glee on her part is expressed by a smirk that leaves you wondering who she screwed over (which is usually me or her husband Robert by the way.) Anger is a flash of her calculating eyes and the feeling that an iron anvil is at that moment falling from a great height, aimed right at you.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Kari.” I said it politely, giving her a warm smile. I could tell she was in a good mood since the corners of her mouth turned up slightly. More importantly her eyes glittered with that peculiar excitement that I’ve spent years reacting too. I immediately felt a surge of wetness between my legs and shifted uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   “Good morning slut,” Kari said. “Stand up so I can get a look at the dress.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed and stood, rising to step out from behind the desk. I smoothed the skirt down. A number of things went through my head, the first of them being “oh my god. I’m not following NHPS Rule #1”. My pussy tightened… on nothing. I tried very hard not to look guilty.
 
    
 
   Kari studied me for a second and I felt her gaze seem to penetrate my clothing, reaching into my heart, yank it out, and take a bite. I wanted to fall on my knees, beg for forgiveness, and offer myself up for punishment. Kari took a single step forward, her forefinger extended, and she touched me right at the top of the slit that exposed my right leg all the way up to my ribs. It felt like lightning and my stomach flip flopped, eyes wide, feeling this intense urge to beg her to take the vibrator out of my bag, turn it to full power, and jam it into me repeatedly. Kari looked down at my leg and slowly ran her finger down my side. I shivered.
 
    
 
   “Beautiful,” she said simply, her eyes coming back up to mine as she drew her hand back. “But I specifically instructed you to wear the RVP.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed. Damn it. She noticed. How the hell could I have expected her not to? My mind went through a zillion options, including trying to lie to her. But I couldn’t. She’d know. I suck at lying. “I uh… the strap was showing Kari. You could see it. It looked like I was wearing a thong underneath the dress and it looked really tacky and I figured you wouldn’t want me looking tacky so I took it off and…” It sort of all came out breathless and nonstop.
 
    
 
   Kari endured my stammering for half a minute before lifting her hand. I shuddered to a stop and waited. “So I presume that you have the vibrator inside you?”
 
    
 
   A medical doctor would have said, “Her pupils dilated and her pulse rate rose.” A psychiatrist might have said, “Her weight shifted and she glanced to her left, an autonomic response for someone who is mentally considering a lie.” A mortician would have said “she died of acute embarrassment.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard again. “It’s in my bag,” I squeaked. Kari’s eyes stared into mine and I felt this urge to quantify. I spluttered my way through another explanation. “It would have slipped out! I mean it’s too big and long to stay in by itself and obviously I couldn’t wear my panties for the same reason I couldn’t wear the RVP. The straps would have shown and all I had were the white ones I had on this morning and…” Once more I stumbled to a halt as she held up her hand.
 
    
 
   “You will immediately put on the RVP and you will turn on the vibration function to medium. Do not cum. You will complete your morning duties by ten. As punishment for your failure to follow instructions you will also immediately stuff your ass with your largest plug, hopefully reminding you to follow orders.”
 
    
 
   During my first few days working for Kari I’d discovered that she had purchased a veritable closet of sex toys to use on me, thus enabling her to mandate certain behaviors. At first it had just been vibrators and dildos and eggs of one shape or another, all designed to sexually torment me, the controls all wireless and in her capable hands. Have you got any idea what it’s like sitting at your desk, trying to type out an invoice to a client when suddenly your pussy feels like the epicenter of an earthquake? And then Kari introduced me to a few new clamps she had purchased. And lastly, there was a set of anal plugs; all made of black rubber, of various thicknesses and length. The narrowest one was the longest. You would think that the fattest one was also the shortest, right? Nope. It was almost as long and I had yet to feel it in my bottom.
 
    
 
   “Lubrication?” I gulped.
 
    
 
   “Don’t make a mess,” Kari replied shortly, clearly irritated. Then she turned away and marched down the hall to her office. I stared after her as she flipped on the lights, settled in her chair, and was on the phone in about five seconds.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath. “Right.”  Rolling my eyes I bent back down and opened the bottom drawer of my desk. Where most secretaries kept the yellow pages I kept my assortment of dildos and anal plugs. I pulled the largest one out as well as the small bottle of oil I’d added. I looked out the glass door as I set the plug on my desk, dreading the idea of someone walking by and seeing me with… you know.
 
    
 
   So I hurried. I quickly uncapped the bottle, poured a little bit on the plug, rubbed it all over, then half stood behind the desk. No panties meant nothing to remove and the slits in the dress made it ridiculously easy to get to my bottom. I jammed the plug between the expensive seat cushion and my ass and then, with my eyes still on the door, slowly impaled myself.
 
    
 
   Ever been buttfucked? It’s an experience, let me tell you. Regardless of the size, shape, or firmness of whatever is going in your ass, there is a certain amount of discomfort. I know… I know… you can grow used to it. And I have. I wasn’t really wincing. Or screaming. Or crying. Or anything. The thick plug stretched me wide and I struggled to hold myself open. Then it was in, my sphincter tightening around the base and I had to deal with the distinctly uncomfortable, awkward feeling of my ass stretched open wide, as if I were in the middle of using the bathroom.
 
    
 
   God I hate that feeling.
 
    
 
   Stuffed up the back I went back to my bag and got out my RVP. It required no lubrication since I was already soaked and I was able to get into the harness and set the toy in place without being seen. At least from anyone outside in the lobby. Perhaps Kari caught a glimpse of me from her office, but that was it. I tightened the straps, lowered the front of the dress back down concealing the plastic, butterfly shaped vibrator nestled over my clit, and turned it on to medium. Vibrations blossomed between my legs and I let out a low, guttural moan.
 
    
 
   No cumming. Right.
 
    
 
   I sat back down in my seat gingerly and was rewarded by the distinct discomfort of having something the length of a banana and the width of beer can embedded in my bottom, getting pushed in harder. I swallowed hard, trying to come to grips with it, realizing that the vibrations being applied to my clit were actually the best thing possible for dealing with the pain in my ass. I blinked, mentally chided myself for getting in the situation to begin with, and looked back at the computer screen. Invoices. Then a client visit. Right.
 
    
 
   I endured.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter14]Chapter 14: An Unexpected Visit
 
    
 
   The door opened.
 
    
 
   You have to understand that Kari’s interior design business is not the sort of place her clients actually visit. Or at least they rarely visit. Most of her meetings are out in the field, usually on location and filled with pictures, samples, fabric books, paint cards, and a variety of sketchpads that I’m only now starting to get a handle on. I’d actually gotten to go on one my second day. Kari had requested I wear one of the gray skirts she’d purchased for me, and the white blouse that was overly loose and big on me. She’d bought the shirt not because it fit, but because it hadn’t, and as a result my bare breasts had an annoying habit of falling out of the thing. If I bent over, plop. Out they came. If I leaned to my side further than four degrees? Plop. Out they came. She was toying with me. The client, a rich banker and his wife had been rather speechless about the whole thing. My role had been to get the samples out of the car and bring them into the house. The lady of the house had been slightly appalled while her husband had been delighted. Four cases, containing material, tile, carpeting, and four albums of art knickknacks had to come in and I brought them all. Two trips to the car. Each time I picked them up out on the drive my breasts had come flopping out of my shirt. Do you have an idea how hard it is to get your boobs back under the material during situations like that? I got near the door and put the bags down to tuck everything back in. I opened the door, propped it open with one foot to keep it from closing on me, and then bent back over to get the bags. Plop. Crap. Tuck boobs back in. Slowly squat to get the bags back up without bending over. And down the hall? There he was, grinning as he got a really damn good look up my skirt, no doubt noticing that I wasn’t wearing panties either.
 
    
 
   Still, I’d worked for Kari for almost a full week and all of our customer contacts had been at lunches or via phone, or at least scheduled for days when I hadn’t made it in. So I was just a little surprised when the door opened and a nicely dressed man walked through.
 
    
 
   He was in his late twenties with dark hair that looked curly and exquisitely cared for. He was clean shaven and had a narrow mouth that seemed to compliment the rest of him. He wore a light gray sport coat that matched his pants and his white button up shirt was free at the collar. No tie.
 
    
 
   “Hello,” he said, politely eyeing me with a look of startled appreciation. “I’m not sure I’m in the right place,” he said in hesitation. “Is this Anders Interior Design?”
 
    
 
   I smiled up at him, ignoring the discomfort in my bottom as I wriggled a bit. “Yes sir!” I gushed, trying to be all bright and customer service oriented. “Do you have an appointment?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He nodded. “Yes. I spoke with Ms. Anders yesterday and she invited me by this morning in order to discuss some of the particulars.”
 
    
 
   I resisted the urge to frown. Technically I was handling Kari’s schedule but she was still making appointments on the fly and not telling me. It was one of those little issues I was going to have to talk with her about. I may be her sexual submissive, stuffed to the brim, tormented and humiliated on a regular basis, but there were just some things that weren’t going to work.
 
    
 
   “Can I get your name sir?” I asked politely.
 
    
 
   “Ransom. Charles Ransom,” he replied. I rose from my chair and stood, fully intending to turn tail and head back down the hall and let Kari know. Except a confused expression crossed Mr. Ransom’s face.
 
    
 
   “Do you hear that buzzing?” He asked oddly, looking around.
 
    
 
   I didn’t so much hear it as feel it. I flushed scarlet and if he didn’t notice that I’d be willing to eat my vibrator. He looked at me with a suspiciously raised eyebrow. “I uh… please… um… wait here sir,” I stammered, looking every inch the guilty party. I turned tail and that’s when he really got a good look at my inappropriate attire.
 
    
 
   “Nice dress,” he said wryly as I scurried off down the hall, the back of my dress swishing from side to side. I could feel the cool air against my rump and had a sinking feeling that impressive swaths of bare butt were flashing with every step.
 
    
 
   Fortunately I didn’t have far to go. Kari’s office is the first at the end of the hall before it takes a ninety degree turn, leading to her art room, the kitchen, the conference room, and of course my little supply closet down at the end. I stepped into her doorway. She wasn’t in her office. I turned and found her in the art room. She was working.
 
    
 
   “A Mr. Charles Ransom is here,” I said politely, quietly, leaning up against the door frame. Kari looked up at me. She was wearing glasses. Big ones. They made her eyes look huge. And cute. And fucking adorable. Oh my God!
 
    
 
   I blinked in shock. “Glasses!” I demanded. “When the hell did you get glasses?”
 
    
 
   Kari sighed and took them off, setting them on the table. “I’m far-sighted Bre. All the fine work has made it worse. Most of the time I don’t need them, but when I’m designing…” she waved at the desk, then rose. “Where is he?”
 
    
 
   “I left him in the lobby,” I replied. “Your office?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “And then get coffee for both of us.”
 
    
 
   I turned to leave and she reached out a hand and snagged my arm. “And turn the RVP up, both functions to full power.”
 
    
 
   I gave her an incredulous look. “What? Are you mad? I’ll go nuts!” I demanded with a hiss. “You have a client waiting!”
 
    
 
   Kari’s face darkened but only by a sliver. I knew I’d crossed a line in a nanosecond and flinched back. Too late. She reached up, pushed her hand through the open rectangle at the front of my dress, grabbed my left nipple and twisted it painfully. I gasped, falling against the bookcase to my left.
 
    
 
   “Owww!” I whined, still trying to stay quiet. “Kari! Please! I’m sorry!” I whimpered. She let go and the tip of my breast rotated back around to the correct position like a clock’s second hand spinning. I gasped and put a hand on my chest, eyes blinking a few tears away.
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a hard look. “Now please turn up the RVP and show Mr. Ransom to my office.”
 
    
 
   I scrambled backward and lifted the bottom of my dress even as I hurried back down the hall. I managed to get the two sliders up all the way, the little red lights on the controller tucked into the strap near my bikini line glowing as the swirling rod between my legs tried to mix my insides into cake batter. The sound of the motor buzzing above my clit, the tremors echoing down the probe into my depths, now was even louder. I rounded the corner, dropping the front of the dress back down to cover myself and practically bumped into Ransom.
 
    
 
   “Oh!” I exclaimed, our noses practically touching. My tender nipple pressed against his chest, the thin material of the dress the only thing separating him from me. I swallowed hard. I wish I could say that something suave and seductive came out of my mouth, but I just gaped like a landed fish. It might have had something to do with the RVP going full power between my legs. I started to tremble.
 
    
 
   “That buzzing noise has gotten louder,” Charles said, his eyes narrowed, a knowing grin on his face. I didn’t verbally confirm or deny, but I felt my cheeks grow hot. I was about to say something stupid and probably self-demeaning when I was saved by Kari.
 
    
 
   “Charles, it’s so good to meet you,” Kari said, putting one hand on my shoulder and physically moving me to the side. She stepped forward, occupying the space I’d just been standing in as I leaned back against the wall and concentrated on not whimpering, moaning, or begging one or both of the adults in front of me to fuck me stupid.
 
    
 
   “A pleasure, Ms. Anders,” Charles said, extending his hand. “Your assistant was kind enough to show me in.”
 
    
 
   “This is Breanne,” Kari replied easily. “And she’s kind enough to show everyone everything. And please, call me Kari,” she replied, drawing him forward toward her office as I blushed crimson from the innuendo. Suddenly I was left alone in the hallway, a wilted flower, panting with overwhelming need. I sucked in a lungful of oxygen and shook my head, trying to clear it. I heard them talking in her office, but the words made absolutely no sense to me. I blinked, trying to get my mind a little further along than the buzzing roar between my legs and I finally pushed myself up and turned back down the hall. Coffee. Right.
 
    
 
   Kari has one of those rather expensive machines that makes everything. She’d made me learn to use it at one point and so I prepared two cups of Kari’s expensive Jamaican blend, put it on a small tray with cream and sugar, and then carried it gingerly from the kitchenette into Kari’s office. Trust me. It wasn’t easy considering I was enduring a damn earthquake at the same time I was getting stirred into a froth. I could barely walk.
 
    
 
   “It’s very difficult integrating styles like that,” Kari was saying dubiously, looking down at a phone that wasn’t hers. Obviously it belonged to Charles. “And some of these photos aren’t really what I would need.”
 
    
 
   Charles nodded. “You’ve been recommended as one of the finest sources for matching this particular type of art though.”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “I can find similar items. I can think of a couple of sources of hand. But I’m going to need higher resolution pictures. And from multiple angles.”
 
    
 
   I put down the tray of coffee and got a warm smile from Charles. He picked up the cup and drank it black. Kari added cream and sugar. I started to back out of the room, fully aware that my buzzing was a distraction. I made to the door before Kari glanced up at me and shook her head so minutely I’m pretty sure Ransom hadn’t even noticed. She clearly wanted me nearby.
 
    
 
   “How long will it take for you to take the pictures and get back to us on the issue?”
 
    
 
   Kari frowned. “I’m working this morning and actually meeting with one of my suppliers this afternoon, so I don’t have time to come out there and take the shots. It will have to be on Thursday,” Kari replied apologetically.
 
    
 
   Charles smiled, then looked over his shoulder directly at me. “Well, what about your assistant? Could she come out and get the photographs you’re looking for? That way you could start immediately?”
 
    
 
   I blinked and froze. The buzzing noise coming from under my dress sounded very, very loud in the small room. A wave of surging pleasure shot up from between my legs and I looked at Kari with a sort of horror stricken, panicked look.  Her eyebrow went up and she gave me a calculating, evaluating look. She paused, obviously torn.
 
    
 
   “I suppose,” Kari said carefully. “I’ll need to instruct her on how I need the pictures taken, but that won’t take much time.” She glanced over at me. “The camera is in my art room, red cabinet, on the bottom shelf.” As I turned to leave, heading for Kari’s art room, she looked back at Charles.
 
    
 
   “If you’ll provide me the address I’ll have Breanne heading that direction in about thirty minutes,” Kari said sweetly.
 
    
 
   And that’s where things went to hell in a handbasket.
 
    
 
   Charles grinned and looked back and forth between us. “Actually, I’d be more than happy to give your assistant a ride back to the office.” He glanced up at me specifically and had his eyes been a dildo my cervix would have been bruised.
 
    
 
   Kari hesitated. “Well actually I was intending on having her drive to meet me at the meeting with my supplier later today.”
 
    
 
   Charles shrugged. “I’ll make sure she gets anywhere you need her to be.” His grin was wide and his teeth very white. Kari looked up at me but I deliberately didn’t give her any response. Partly because anything else out of me would have been accompanied by the gasp and whine of a girl who was about as close to having an orgasm as she can without actually doing it right then and there. It was also partly because I had sudden visions of Charles pinning me to a mattress. Or the back seat of his car. It really didn’t matter. I made a small, squeaking noise, then backed out of the office and scurried down the hall to Kari’s art room. I got inside, my entire body quivering, unable to hold it back any longer as I shut the door. I let out a long, low pitched moan and the orgasm that had technically been building since Kari began messing with me reared its head. I had one hand between my legs, fingers beneath the RVP, rubbing frantically, while I managed to push the other hand into the front of my dress to find the nipple Kari had twisted. Everything coalesced and I fell backward against the shelving unit, bracing myself as my toes curled at the end of my high heels.
 
    
 
   That’s when the door opened. For a frightened half-second I thought I’d see him standing there. Instead it was Kari.
 
    
 
   I sighed and then whimpered as I pulled my hands out of my bodice and out from between my legs. The fingertips of my right hand were glistening wet. Her eyebrow went up. “Are you having an orgasm?” She asked suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “No!” I squeaked, frightened. A flash of anger crossed Kari’s visage. Then I whimpered and folded. “Yes,” I apologized breathlessly. “But Kari! I’ve had the RVP on full power, both functions, for twenty minutes!  What did you expect?”
 
    
 
   Kari considered that, then smiled with a thinly veiled, patronizing smirk. “Turn down the RVP vibrations to low. Turn off the rotation. Get the camera,” she ordered. “I’ve got to explain the pictures I need.”
 
    
 
   I reached out and grabbed her hand. “Kari!” I pled. “Please, please, please don’t make me go with him with the RVP on! You can see the straps!” I pointed at my hips.
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a wicked look. “I’ll show you how to take the pictures, and we can discuss what you can do to earn removing the RVP. And maybe, just maybe earning another orgasm.” Then she turned and left me alone.
 
    
 
   I turned the RVP down and off, scurried over to the cabinet, grabbed the camera, and still stuffed front and back, wet and desperate, did as she ordered, hoping for the best.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter15]Chapter 15: A Healthy Dose of Dark Chocolate
 
    
 
   On general principles I like Corvettes. The curves of a Chevrolet Corvette remind me of a girl, all sleek lines and rounded in the right places. The interior of a Corvette is rich, luscious, and the bucket seats are normally very comfortable. Unless of course you’re wearing a dress that isn’t designed for anything remotely resembling sitting, or reclining. Getting into Charles Ransom’s car was a challenge for me, even with his gracious hand helping me in. I suspect he had ulterior motives too, since my dress rode up and a hell of a lot more than my bare thighs became exposed. Granted, I managed to avoid showing him my cookie box, but he sure as heck saw all the counter space around it. I shifted and tugged at my dress uncomfortably as he circled the car and then climbed in next to me.
 
    
 
   “You look fantastic,” he said, smiling like a wolf complimenting a sheep on her wool. I squirmed, trying (and failing) to get more of the dress to cover my lower half. It was distinctly disturbing to be sitting in this strange man’s car with what amounted to a rather ridiculous loin cloth stretching from just beneath my breasts to mid-thigh. It didn’t fold well either and the gaps around my loins weren’t just daring, they were downright provocative.
 
    
 
   Charles started the car and off we went, his driving leaving me just a little breathless. He engaged in small talk at first, his hand lingering on the stick shift between us and I answered in short, probably stilted responses that undoubtedly reinforced my seeming idiocy. Then, while we were shooting up the tollway, his hand came off the stick and he casually put it on the center console. Except the tips of his fingers were touching me, on bare skin, just below my hip, right in the spot where the front and back sides of my dress parted.
 
    
 
   I stiffened with a tiny gasp, but didn’t dare move. Had I been wearing pants, having a man’s hands on that particular spot of my body would have meant that I was naked, or at least close to it. The touch was electric and I swallowed. I couldn’t tell what I wanted, though I sure as heck knew what I needed. Or more specifically, what Kari had required. Still, parts of me trembled in absolute terror. He had to know he was touching me. Right? I mean, skin to skin contact is what we’re rigged for. Almost without realizing it I moved and the edge of my dress, right by his fingers, rose up slightly. 
 
    
 
   Another mile passed under the wheels and then I got confirmation. His fingers began circling, drawing tiny, tight swirls on my upper thigh. It sent shivers of pleasure through me and as he clearly realized that I wasn’t going to object, his circles got wider and wider. My pussy tightened as his caress - and make no mistake - it was a caress, became more intense. His fingers slipped up under the material of the dress, only an inch away from my soaked pussy.
 
    
 
   “You know,” he said casually. “I couldn’t help but notice you aren’t wearing your panties anymore.” His finger delved a little deeper, swirling even closer to my honeypot.
 
    
 
   I tried to speak, but it came out as a squeak so I cleared my throat. “Those weren’t panties,” I said. I knew what he was referring to. The straps of the RVP had been visible along the sides of the dress, right where the slits were. Kari had acceded to my request to take out the RVP, leaving my sex wet, wanting, and intensely empty.
 
    
 
   Charles finger found my clit and I gasped as he glanced over at me curiously. I let out a soft moan as he rubbed, then went deeper. I responded by spreading my legs as wide as the bloody Corvette would let me.
 
    
 
   “My goodness you’re wet,” he said in surprise. “And what do you mean ‘it wasn’t panties’?” He asked, clearly pleased at my physical response. His finger slid up and down through my petals and I closed my eyes, concentrating on breathing. Oh my God did it feel good.
 
    
 
   I whimpered softly. “It was… it… was… a… sex… toy,” I managed to get out as his finger suddenly went deep, pushing into me with enough force to make my pussy tighten on demand. My mind swirled in a sudden, desperate frenzy of urgent need. My hips came up and the front of my dress, at least the lower half, no longer covered my goodies. I turned to look at him, eyes wide, and my mouth open. “Please… please… take me somewhere and fuck me,” I told him urgently.
 
    
 
   Charles Ransom laughed and the engine surged.
 
    
 
   He pulled off the tollway almost immediately and pulled into the drive of a La Quinta inn. He had to take his hand away from my slit multiple times in order to work the gears, but he immediately put his hand back between my legs after each shift, pushing his fingers deep into my slit, rubbing and working me into a froth. The Corvette came to a sudden stop in front of the office and he gave me a wink.
 
    
 
   “Stay wet for me,” he said, pulling his finger out of my slit and popping it into his mouth, sucking it clean. I gave him such a smoldering look that I’m surprised his sport coat didn’t catch on fire. He went inside and after about five minutes returned looking happy. He opened the car door, and helped me out, my dress falling back into place. Then he marched me into the hotel, tossed his car keys to the clerk at the counter, and led me to back to a room.
 
    
 
   I wish I could say that I knelt submissively at his feet, sucked his cock, offered to let him abuse my body in any way he saw fit, accepted a brutal spanking while impaled on his shaft, followed by spreading my legs open so that he could take his belt to my pussy. But the reality is that we just sort of fell on each other. It was fast, aggressive, and desperate. He practically tore the dress off me as I struggled with the buttons of his shirt. His mouth came down on my nipple, sucking it hard while his left hand came up to play with the small gold padlock I had dangling from the other breast. He lifted me up in his arms, his hands cupping my bottom as he threw me down on the bed and his mouth left a trail of fiery hot kisses down from my jaw until my clit was drawn into his mouth. The only thing I was still wearing at that point were my high heels, though I admit he was a little surprised to find my ass stuffed with the plug.
 
    
 
   “Mmmm… like it there, do you?” He asked wickedly as he rose up over me, his hands going to his belt buckle. I said nothing. I didn’t want to ruin anything. But then his trousers were coming down and all I could think about was his cock. It wasn’t massive or anything special, but I’ve rarely wanted something as bad as I wanted Charles at that particular moment. I spread my legs wide, bent my knees and raised my pelvis. He pulled a condom out of his wallet and slipped it on while I began rubbing my own slit, masturbating for him while he got ready. Then he put a knee on the bed, just by my thigh, rose up, aimed, and sank himself deep into me. One solid, full length, forceful thrust.
 
    
 
   Wow.
 
    
 
   The sex was good. Vanilla, but good nonetheless and when we’d both exploded, me first followed by him, we lay there, hot, bedraggled, and feeling the daze of sexual euphoria. I disentangled myself with a sigh of relief and put my hand on Charles’ chest.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” I said sincerely. “Kari’s been tormenting all morning.”
 
    
 
   Charles smiled at me and it took a moment for the wheels to turn. Finally he blinked. “Tormenting?” He asked, rolling half over and putting his own hand on me. His fingers began playing with the padlock on my right nipple again and I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yeah. The straps you thought were my panties? Those went to this sex toy called a Rotating Venus Penis. It vibrates and swirls inside me and frankly I was going nuts.”
 
    
 
   “I have to admit that I thought your attire odd for a secretary,” he said with a grin. “Very provocative.” He ran his finger down my chest and back down to the sweet spot between my legs. I didn’t stop him. In fact, I opened up, our eyes focused on each other. His fingertip grazed my clit and then slid back into me. I let out a soft gasp.
 
    
 
   “All of my clothes are like that, more or less,” I admitted. “She likes keeping me sexually aroused when I’m not being punished.” His finger quivered as I said the word and his eyebrow went up.
 
    
 
   “Punished?” He asked curiously.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Sexually punished. Clamps, whippings, the occasional spanking,” I said.
 
    
 
   He got it. “The plug in your ass?”
 
    
 
   I blushed, still enjoying the way he was pushing his finger in and out of my wetness. I let out another little groan. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   “And this is okay, the way she treats you?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
    
 
   His eyes brightened at the words and his finger began moving a little more rhythmically. This wasn’t an absent minded caress mind you. He was diddling me. I moved my hand and found his cock. The condom had come off and I gripped him. He wasn’t soft. Not hard mind you. But not soft. I began stroking him.
 
    
 
   “A nympho humiliation pain slut,” he repeated. “Does that mean you like it rough?”
 
    
 
   I gave him a wanton smile. “You could tie me to this bed and take your belt to my clit before having me and I’d just want more.”
 
    
 
   Charles let out a sort of disbelieving laugh. I gave his cock a firmer squeeze. “You don’t believe me?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Charles shook his head. “Oh no. I’m not saying that at all. I’m just… well… it’s one thing to be provocative. Being a masochist too, that’s just a little incredible. Isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   My lips pressed together in a fine line and I let go of him, then rolled out of bed. “Hey! Where you going?” He demanded. My movements had even made his hand come out from between my legs. I stalked across the floor and grabbed my bag.
 
    
 
   “You clearly need proof,” I said, digging in. I found what I was looking for and then turned back toward the bed. I stood there, in my heels, my thighs wet and glistening, my ass still stuffed with the plug, and I held up the first clamp. Charles’ eyes widened as I placed the metal toothed alligator on my right nipple, behind the piercing. I gasped as rush of pain exploded in my breast and I quickly drew the chain out in my hand and put on the left alligator. The matching set of sharp shards going into my breasts left me panting and I came back over to him with the jumbo alligator clamp waiting.
 
    
 
   ‘This one goes on my clit,” I whispered, pushing my hips forward and using one hand to open my petals. I clipped the giant, metal-toothed monstrosity to the soft pink nub and then as I shuddered I looked at him with an expression of utter and total hunger. “And now I’m going to suck on you because I can’t take these off until you’re fucking me again.”
 
    
 
   “My God…” Charles whispered, but whatever else he was going to say was lost as I yanked the sheet away from his loins. His cock was already hardening and I brought my mouth down on his member and began sucking, rubbing and tickling his balls as I worked him back into useful stiffness. It didn’t take long thank God, because my nipples and clit were throbbing. The second set of alligator clamps that Mike had made were not quite as forgiving as the ones I kept at my place. These were Kari’s, fresh from both the store and Mike the Hardware Guy’s expert touch. So yes. They hurt.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take me long to get Charles rock hard and throbbing in time to my own heartbeat and I pulled a condom from my bag and slid it down his rod before climbing in place. I waited until I was fully impaled to remove the clit clamp and then I started grinding, his hands on my hips, and the two alligator clamps on my nipple wriggling and bouncing as I rode the man beneath me.
 
    
 
   Ha. Vanilla sex with a healthy dose of dark chocolate! Take that!
 
    
 
   Evidently Charles appreciated the chocolate syrup too because our second round of lovemaking wasn’t so frantic and much more concentrated. His hands did things to me as I ground my hips in dizzying circles and even as I teased him with my nails he was fiddling with the clamps on my nipples, sending ricocheting shards of exquisite agony into my body at the same time pleasure was spurting up from between my legs. As usual, my brain couldn’t handle the mix and decided the agony was ecstasy and I just rose higher and higher. I think Charles was just a little surprised at how quick I maxed out.
 
    
 
   Still, he came before I did and I felt him harden, throb, spurt, and soften within me, leaving me a groaning heap of sexually needy girl, no better off than I’d been at Kari’s office. He sighed in relief and then I cried out as he pinched open the alligator clamps on my nipples. I fell against his chest, letting him run his fingertips up and down my spine after tossing the metal toothed pincers away.
 
    
 
   “You are an amazing woman,” Charles whispered in my ear. I shivered and smiled. Then I looked at the clock.
 
    
 
   “Buy me lunch?” I begged. “Then we need to get to your office so I can take those pictures,” I reminded him.
 
    
 
   He sighed. “Do you think Ms. Anders would mind you missing your afternoon appointment?”
 
    
 
   I gave him an apologetic look. “Oh I think so. The punishment for that would be rather extreme,” I said, climbing off him with a giggle.
 
    
 
   “But you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” He asked, coming up on his elbows. I picked my dress up off the floor and began wiggling into it.
 
    
 
   “It's not about what I like,” I tried to explain. “It’s about what she wants. I want to be there for her. If she needs me,” I said.
 
    
 
   Charles watched me for a moment and then shook his head. He stood up. “Well, I suppose that means we’ll have to check out.”  He started getting dressed, pulling on his socks, boxers, trousers and finally the shirt. I cleaned up the clamps and used condoms, then went and ran a brush through my hair.
 
    
 
   “Ready?” He asked. I nodded and he took my arm.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter16]Chapter 16: The Warehouse
 
    
 
   “Are you sure?” Charles said, looking at me suspiciously. I laughed and pointed toward the red convertible.
 
    
 
   “She’s here already. Really. I’ll be fine.”
 
    
 
   He looked around. We were in a warehouse district, at the address provided to me by Kari. I had both my purse and the camera bag slung over one shoulder and I backed away from the Corvette. “Thank you again,” I said sincerely to Charles, giving him a big smile. He returned it and the motor rumbled as he backed away. I waved and he nodded at me, then drove off.
 
    
 
   I let out a sigh of relief.
 
    
 
   Don’t get me wrong. I liked Charles. But after our double tryst at the hotel he’d become rather possessive of me. Granted, I don’t mind being coddled, or even ordered around. But he began asking some uncomfortable questions about my sex life and didn’t seem all that pleased to find out that, in his words, I was “fucking my way through Houston.”  The city has close to six million people in it. I swear, I’ve only had sex with like maybe a thousand or so of them.
 
    
 
   What? I stopped counting ages ago. And technically it’s y’all’s fault. You keep sending me on these assignments “go fuck a stranger…” What do you expect?
 
    
 
   Lunch had been wonderful, expensive, and very Italian. Which meant pasta. I’m going to get fat if these fancy lunches become de rigueur. Then we went to his office and I found out the work Kari was doing wasn’t for Charles. It was for his boss. Charles was nothing more than a sort of personal manager. The head guy was out of town so I spent about twenty minutes in the man’s office, with Charles amusedly watching, as I made an absolute fool of myself crawling around on the floor, taking weird angle pictures of each piece of sculpture and art.
 
    
 
   Bird art. Weird bird art.
 
    
 
   Of course my dress was highly inappropriate for doing what I was doing and all I could think was thank God I’d seduced him before the photographs, because my dress was a serious hindrance. It got in the way. It wouldn’t stay down. And when I was on my back, my antics allowed everything from the navel down to be easily seen. I actually think Kari expected me not to get fucked until after the pictures. It was the only way to explain her photographic requirements. I mean really, who cares what the fucking bird sculpture looks like from the beneath?
 
    
 
   I finished with both the photography and the flashing and then Charles drove me out to my meeting with Kari, all the while trying to set up another date. I managed to fend him off to a degree and he left somewhat satisfied with the promise that we’d see each other again as Kari began the process of getting the necessary art and materials for his boss’ office expansion. So when all was done and said I wrapped my arms around myself, looked up at the warehouse in front of me, and marched up to the small door at the top of a few small steps.
 
    
 
   The door opened easily and I found myself in a small office. Well, actually it wasn’t much of an office to be honest. There was a desk made of a cheap veneer over particle board, a laptop dock, and a chair that looked like it had been made during World War I. Another door led into the warehouse. I walked across the small room and found the door locked. Right. So out came my phone.
 
    
 
   “Kari? I’m here,” I said when my boss answered.
 
    
 
   “Breanne. Excellent. Wait for me there, but I think now would be a good time for payment.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed. I’d half expected it. When you make a bargain with the devil you have to expect her to want specific things. “Okay,” I said, my voice a little tense. The phone clicked off and I put it back in my bag. Since my hand was already in there, it wasn’t that hard to pull the alligator clamps back out. Each metal pincer was lined with teeth and I pushed the first one through the rectangular cutout at the front of my dress, finding my left nipple with ease. I pinched the evil little thing open, and just like before, when I was getting ready to fuck Charles for the second time, I placed the small toothed clamp over my nipple and let it close.
 
    
 
   A jolt of sharp discomfort exploded up through my tit and I let my fingers glide along the chain that led to the second alligator clamp. I snagged it, then pushed it beneath the front of my dress as well, setting it into place behind the gold hoop that pierced my right nipple. I winced, grimacing as the pain of the clamps spiraled through my bosom. I retrieved the third and final clamp and then lifted the front of my dress. It wasn’t hard to clamp my own clit, but it was certainly a challenge - at least mentally. You know it’s going to hurt. You know you have to do it. But making yourself do it? That’s tough. I’d just let out a choked whimper and let my dress back down to cover my dripping slit when the back door of the office opened and Kari stuck her head in.
 
    
 
   “You ready?” she asked quickly, giving my attire a quick evaluation. Evidently I met her requirements because when I nodded tersely she smiled. “Good. Come on. We had to backtrack for you.”
 
    
 
   I stepped through the door, my high heels clicking on the concrete floor, and emerged into Esteban’s warehouse. The place was massive. Furniture of all kinds was arranged in rows, most of it shrink-wrapped or covered in dust cloths. The man himself was standing nearby, holding a tablet computer, studying some sort of manifest. He looked up, saw me, and then smiled.
 
    
 
   “Buenos tarthes Senorita Breanne. You look ravishing,” he complimented, his eyes tracing the long, bare length of skin from mid-rib to ankle. I could tell he was hoping I’d take a step and the front of my dress would go swinging. It’s what I would have hoped for if our roles had been switched.
 
    
 
   “Buenos tarthes, Senor Esteban,” I replied with a smile. “Como esta usted?”
 
    
 
   His eyes widened in surprise. “I’m very well. Thank you.” Finally he tore his eyes off me and looked back at Kari. “Are you ready for the bedroom set now? Or did you want to do that last?”
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t even hesitate. “The bedroom set would be fine Esteban.” The man nodded and took off down the aisle ahead of us and Kari started to follow. I took a quick step and caught up with her.
 
    
 
   “So, did you fuck him?” Kari asked quietly, pleasantly, as if she were asking about the weather.
 
    
 
   I blushed crimson. “Uh… wouldn’t you rather know if I got the pictures?” I asked, trying to segue into a different conversation.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “I know you got the pictures, Bre. What I want to know is if you fucked him.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “Yes. Twice. At the La Quinta Inn.”
 
    
 
   Kari shook her head, her mouth curled up into a smile. “I expected it,” she said simply. “And I presume you have met your contractual agreement?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes Kari. They’re on. All three of them.”
 
    
 
   She gave me an oblique look. “And how do they feel?” 
 
    
 
   How did they feel? They hurt damn it. There was tight throbbing at the tip of each breast and at the apex of my pussy. And there were teeth. It felt like I was being chewed on. 
 
    
 
   “Arousing,” I replied darkly. 
 
    
 
   “Hmmm…” Kari murmured. 
 
    
 
   A moment later Esteban turned down another aisle, then crossed to another section of the warehouse. We were clearly in the bedroom furniture section and then he stopped in front of one blocked off spot and waded into a panoply of cloth covered items. He began pulling sheets off, revealing this beautiful teak bedroom set, complete with a king sized bed frame, box spring and mattress, as well as a chest of drawers, two night stands, a vanity, and even a bureau. A six piece set. It was truly impressive. Not my style of course, but definitely impressive.
 
    
 
   “Impressive,” Kari said, wading in. She began going through the drawers, opening and closing everything, studying each piece, even at times taking out her phone and opening the photo gallery to check something. Finally she turned toward the bed.
 
    
 
   “It looks comfortable,” she said, pressing down on the mattress. It was covered with plastic but I had to admit, it did look soft.
 
    
 
   “I would presume that your client would prefer to purchase his own mattress,” Esteban said with a smile, “But I’ll throw that one in for another fifteen hundred. Box spring included.”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed with a shake of her head. “Perhaps. Is it comfortable though?”
 
    
 
   Esteban Martinez leaned back against the bureau. “Try it out for yourself.”
 
    
 
   Kari glanced at him, then looked at me. “Breanne, please see how soft the mattress is.”
 
    
 
   I stared at her. Climbing up on the bed would mean flashing Esteban everything from the waist down. And now I was sporting that damn alligator clamp on my clit as well! 
 
    
 
   Kari looked back at Esteban. “I hope you don’t mind, but my assistant prefers to sleep in the nude.”
 
    
 
   My jaw actually dropped.
 
    
 
   Esteban glanced over at me, eyes twinkling. “Oh, I have no objections. None at all.” He made a polite welcoming gesture toward the bed and my head moved back and forth between the two of them. I tried to see if this was collusion of some kind. Were they in on it together? Or was Kari just being Kari, humiliating me for her own (and perhaps mine) perverted, sick, sexual gratification. My eyes locked on Kari’s and any idea of protesting died on my lips. If I refused this I knew I’d spend the next week on her punishment frame non-stop. Probably with the TENS Unit hooked up to my delicate parts. Or worse.
 
    
 
   So, with trembling hands, I stripped.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t a tease. The dress wasn’t built for that. I had to peel it off, just like I did at the hotel room. Esteban still loved it as I disrobed, the dress falling to the ground. I knew better than to take off the high heels and instead I climbed up on the bed, the plastic rustling, my nipples and clit throbbing with the bright steel clamps clinging to them. There were no pillows so I rolled over onto my back, breasts pointing upward toward the large halogen lights mounted in the ceiling. For a moment no one said anything. I just breathed and Kari and Esteban watched the steel alligator clamps rise and fall.
 
    
 
   I felt… awful. Ashamed. Humiliated. Totally debased. My stomach churned up into a knot, but the worst part wasn’t my nerves. It was something else entirely. I felt… I felt… aroused. I was wet. Very wet. And Kari, who stood near the foot of the bed, knew it. 
 
    
 
   “Very nice,” she remarked, staring at my naked, clamped body. “You look very comfortable.” Then she put her hand in her purse and pulled something out. “Here. I know that sleeping isn’t all you do in a bed.” Then she leaned forward and put something into my hand. It was the vibrator I’d been wearing that morning, the one I’d left in my desk drawer at work. Oh. My. God.
 
    
 
   “How many orgasms should she have, Esteban? One? Two? Three?”
 
    
 
   Esteban laughed. “As many as you desire her to have Ms. Anders. I’m just enjoying the show.”
 
    
 
   Kari nodded and leaned over me. “I think one orgasm per clamp I think,” she said sternly. “Get to it.”
 
    
 
   My hand trembled as I lifted the vibrator. Up to that point I’d kept my legs relatively close together, trying to hide my delicate bits from Esteban’s eyes. But now I had no choice. I opened up and spread my legs wide, then after seeing Kari’s expression of dissatisfaction, stretched them even wider until my high heels were hanging off the sides of the bed. I twisted the vibrator on and pushed the gently shaking toy between my legs. I tried to avoid the alligator clamp clinging to my clit and instead slid the tapered tip right into my well.
 
    
 
   Kari turned and looked at Esteban. “Do you mind if I take over your office for a bit? Breanne is likely to take a few minutes here and I’d like some privacy to go over what you’ve shown me.”
 
    
 
   Esteban Martinez blinked. “Oh. Of course. Do you need me to show you the way back?” He asked graciously, as if a twenty something naked redhead wasn’t masturbating on the bed in front of him.
 
    
 
   Kari waved her hand in the air and looked mysterious, turning on her heel. A moment later I was alone with Esteban, quietly whimpering as I worked myself toward the first orgasm.
 
    
 
   Esteban came close, looming over me. 
 
    
 
   “You are very attractive, Senorita,” he said softly. I looked up at him. My entire body was keyed up. It’s one thing to masturbate. It’s another thing to do it in front of someone you barely know. I was naked, vulnerable, wanton, and doing something utterly hedonistic and dirty in front of this man wearing alligator clamps and high heels. What was he thinking of me? And what was the real reason Kari left me alone with him?
 
    
 
   I was getting close. I turned the vibrator up to full power, letting my hips grind wildly as I plunged the pink rod through my petals with increasing speed. Esteban watched hungrily and I couldn’t help it. I cried out with pleasure, the waves of orgasmic delight exploding through my veins. My eyes found Esteban’s and the look I gave him practically smoldered.
 
    
 
   “One,” I whispered, drawing the vibrator out from between my legs. I brought it up to my mouth and saw the astonishment in his eyes as I stuck out my tongue and licked it once, slowly, deeply, before pushing it back down between my legs. “Would you be kind enough to remove one of the clamps?” I begged.
 
    
 
   His eyes narrowed. “What’s in it for me?” He asked curiously, cocking his head to the side. 
 
    
 
   My eyes smoldered. “I won’t use a vibrator for the third orgasm,” I offered. Esteban Martinez smiled and put a hand on my breast. I groaned, hips pumping as he teased the steel bitten nipple. “Perhaps. But I like these on you. Perhaps I will remove them after I have tasted you.”
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I agreed readily, with a breathy moan. The vibrator moved through my petals and his left hand fell on my hip, moving inward. His fingers found the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit and he began fiddling with it, little twitches of exotic and cutting stimulation. I thrust my hips up with a wild cry of abandon, pain laced pleasure coursing through me. He let go of the clamp and grabbed the vibrator, pumping it hard and fast through my slit. That was all it took and my second orgasm was churned out with just that much ease. Thank God I’m multi-orgasmic.
 
    
 
   Esteban slowed down though, even as I trembled through the sexual euphoria and after my eyes had lost that dazed look he drew the vibrator out from between my legs, turned it off, and held it out to me.
 
    
 
   “Lick it. Again,” he ordered. I took the vibrator from his hand and my tongue darted out, licking my own cream from the goo covered phallus. While my focus was on the sex toy, Esteban was unbuckling his trousers. Then suddenly he loomed over me, climbing up onto the bed. He pushed the vibrator away as he swung his leg over me. Skin touched skin. I glanced down between our bodies. He had a condom on, his thick cock getting dangerously close to my wetness. Then our eyes met and he pushed himself in.
 
    
 
   Sweet glory.
 
    
 
   I know. I know. Why the hell does real cock do this to me? What is it about having a man on top of me that makes me swoon? Why does the pulsing heat of a ramrod straight penis tend to make me lose it? Hell if I know. But my body craved it. I wanted it. And Esteban Martinez, with his slicked back black hair and sharp nose and even the little rattail of a mustache, was a perfect fit. He began pumping, letting out little high pitched grunts as he thrust himself into me. The alligator clamp on my clit was pushed and mashed and I cried out in agony as the sex hurt, but all that did was excite Esteban even more. For what seemed an eternity he pounded himself into me and through me, shards of pain accompanying every single thrust. 
 
    
 
   And then he came. It was sudden. One moment he was an animal, fucking me with all the heat and passion and need of brutal instinct. The next he was a limp noodle, gasping for air as he rolled off me. I shuddered, still shy of the third orgasm, wondering what the hell had just happened. He twitched beside me as I whimpered, nipples and clit still throbbing.
 
    
 
   “Please,” I whined. “I haven’t cum yet.”
 
    
 
   Esteban let out this laugh and he shook his head. “Unbelievable.”  He rolled over, grabbed the vibrator from where I’d put it near the top of the bed, and handed it to me. “Here you are, senorita. Fuck yourself out.” Then he let out a sigh of intense satisfaction and rolled out of the bed.
 
    
 
   While he put his pants back on I jammed the vibrator back in, twisting it on. I cried out in relief just a minute later, as Esteban Martinez walked away, heading back toward the office, a look of smugness on his face. I exploded in a wet sob of relief, sinking back into the plastic covered mattress as the waves of sexual bliss swamped me.
 
    
 
   When Kari found me twenty minutes later I was still naked, still lying on the bed, still stuffed with the vibrator, and still clamped. I was lost in a world of non-stop orgasmic waves, where one sweet climax had blended with another. She touched the instep of my foot, making me twitch.
 
    
 
   “Had enough yet?” She asked me. The alligator clamps glittered at the tips of my breasts and loins. 
 
    
 
   I shook my head at her, looking up at Kari with a dreamy smile. “No. Not yet.”
 
    
 
   She let out a soft laugh and sat down on the bed next to me, placing a hand on my bare thigh. “Well, like it or not, we’re done here. I’ve got what I needed.” Her fingers drew a soft circle across my flesh. “And you’re done for the day. Off to Julie’s.”
 
    
 
   I moaned.
 
    
 
   Kari leaned in close. “But you’ll be back soon enough, won’t you?” She whispered into my ear, her fingers sliding up my body to my right breast. She squeezed me, giving the small metal toothed vice a little shake. I gasped.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Kari!” I exclaimed. “Absolutely.”
 
    
 
   Cause that’s who I am.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter17]Chapter 17: A Cold, Little School Girl
 
    
 
   I stood at the bottom of the apartment complex stairs, shivering. The temperature had dropped significantly since that afternoon and I wasn’t exactly dressed for the weather. The high heels I was wearing left my toes achingly cold, despite the white, thigh high stockings and I had to concentrate on not tripping as I started the three story hike to Julie’s apartment. The late November air swirled around me and I heartily wished I could have brought my duster. Unfortunately such disobedience would have meant more trouble and I’d already bought enough to last several hours. It was after the dinner hour so at least I didn’t have an audience like that morning, or during lunch, or that horrible afternoon. Still, I kept my hands down by my bottom, constantly pulling and pushing the tiny blue plaid skirt back into place, knowing that there was little I could do to prevent my white, panty clad rump from repeatedly flashing in the darkness like some sort of sexual beacon, alerting every pervert within miles that my skirt was several inches too short.
 
    
 
   My brain was moving much more slowly than my legs as I climbed and I thought back over the last two weeks. I’d started working for Kari and the experience had been half bdsm session and half business office, which made for a strange mix. Some of it had been strenuous to say the least and Kari’s fondness for whipping me with the flogger was becoming just a little overwhelming. Combining that with getting a grip on Kari’s social schedule, her emails, various invoices (both to send and pay) along with a whole host of minor issues, had driven me banana crackers. The only odd thing was that prior to this I’d have always pegged Kari as the organized one. Except now, with all things electronic, it was me putting order to chaos. Evidently Kari had been ignoring most of it.
 
    
 
   Things hadn’t been any easier on Julie’s side of the fence either. Almost every evening, after putting my daughter to bed, I’d been summoned to Julie’s apartment. That first week I’d come to the conclusion that Julie and Kari were trying to outdo each other in the “beat Breanne’s boobs” contest, I’d get flogged across the chest and then at Julie’s I’d get a harsh pair of clover clamps hung from my nipples which was preceded by a vicious hand spanking across the chest. Julie, the self-proclaimed arbiter of my “assignments” had also been working overtime to make sure that my work life didn’t really cut into the sexual mayhem I’m known for. As if Kari would have allowed that to happen.
 
    
 
   But what really sucked is when they combined forces, working together.
 
    
 
   I plodded up the stairs in a slow, agonizing climb. I’d gone to work, just like I’d been told to, but things had gotten a tad bit complicated. Kari, ever the fashionista, had demanded certain things for me to wear and the situation had gone downhill fast. The little school girl look was a favorite of both dominatrixes, but the outfit itself wasn’t why I was having trouble with the stairs. Over the day I’d added a number bruises, welts, and aches that made walking difficult.
 
    
 
   The other major factor that slowed me down on the brutal climb to Julie’s apartment was my Monster Vibrator, a solid plastic, foot long phallus, encasing a powerful high speed motor, which was firmly jammed into my cleft, vibrating like mad, and held in place not by any exceptional force of will on my part, but by the elastic qualities of my obnoxious, white panties. This made walking, not to mention climbing stairs, to be something of an ‘in and out” sort of exercise, since every step, either up, down, or level, forced the twelve thick inches of plastic encased machinery to slip out or delve deeper inside me with earthshaking tension.
 
    
 
   I was shivering when I got to Julie’s door, but there was one more thing I had to do before knocking. I glanced both ways along the balcony walk. No one was around so my fingers came up to the white blouse I was wearing. It was too tight, snug against my bosom and showing the gold glint of the nipple piercing on my right side, directly through the material itself. Not that it mattered much. The top three buttons were already undone, leaving my impressive cleavage to attract the eye, so I began at my breasts and worked my way down. I actually didn’t have that far to go, since the shirt itself didn’t go lower than my navel, leaving a disturbing amount of flat, creamy belly exposed. I pulled the shirt open, separating one half from the other, exposing both swollen, taut, grapefruit sized melons at the same time. My boobs ached from the blue rubber bands that had been wrapped around each base and the nipples themselves were lost in the darkened, purplish color of my breasts. I didn’t take the shirt off. That would have been a bit too much. Then I knocked.
 
    
 
   I waited fifteen terrible seconds while a number of imaginings went through my head. What if Julie’s neighbor came out and saw me? What if Julie didn’t answer? What if a two ton gorilla happened to walk by, see me standing there half naked, only to rip off the rest of my clothing, and proceed to replace the foot long vibrating toy in my pussy with its own monstrous cock? Okay, the last one was more fantasy than nightmare, but still, you have to wonder just what the fuck my brain was doing. 
 
    
 
   My heartbeat was just starting to get a little wild when suddenly the door opened and Julie was standing there, eyes bright with mischief, her ruby colored lips wet and supple, and her long arms and narrow body draped with black lace. She was naked beneath the lacy tunic except for a pair of matching panties, something I definitely approved of and she backed up to let me into her apartment without a word. The door closed behind me and once the lock clicked into place her hands came up, fingers lightly tracing the thick blue bands of elastic that held my breasts in restrictive agony.
 
    
 
   The bands had started out in the produce section of my favorite grocery store a few months before and I’d kept them knowing that eventually there would come a time when someone wanted my breasts all bloated and compacted and looking like overfilled water balloons. It was hardly comfortable, but considering some of the other things that had been done to my chest over the course of the day, this was small potatoes. Her eyes glittered with eager desire as her fingernails closed into claws, drawn against the taut skin until they closed on my nipple, pinching me lightly. I groaned as the double pinch turned into twists and pain shot up through my breasts. I shuddered, closing my eyes. 
 
    
 
   That’s when Julie hit me.
 
    
 
   Her hand flashed quickly, smacking hard into the distended, taut globes, impacting on my left side, leaving me gasping as I took a step to widen my stance. A sharp sting swept across my chest as she struck again, this time with a downward slap that set the gold padlock on my right breast jiggling. I sucked in a ragged breath, eyes widening as Julie hit me again, except this time with a flick of her middle finger, nailing just the pink, extended tip and I let out a tiny cry as a jagged bolt of pain sank down into my belly. As I was still dealing with that she suddenly reached up and grabbed both nipples, twisting and pulling until my knees buckled and I couldn’t stay on my feet. I fell to the floor, my hands wrapped around her wrists, head thrown back, whimpering as she tried to rip the tips of my breasts right off my body. She didn’t let go until the tears started.
 
    
 
   I fell back to the ground when she released me, pain throbbing in both boobs and Julie walked away. I heard her putzing around as I slowly recovered, trembling as my body dealt with just one more overwhelming sensation after a day of them. The Monster Vibe continued its deepening purr and I bit my lip, trying hard not to think sexual thoughts. It sure as hell wasn’t easy.
 
    
 
   “Let’s go,” Julie ordered. “Dungeon. Now.”
 
    
 
   I got on all fours and crawled, my heavy and, tender breasts hanging tight beneath me thanks to the open front of my shirt. The skirt did exactly what I expected and didn’t cover my bottom, leaving the white cotton panties hanging out there for Julie to admire as she followed me into the back bedroom of her apartment. Julie’s “dungeon” is a modern thing, illuminated with a complicated pattern of intense spotlights, indirect sconces, and careful lamp positioning. The walls give the illusion of being in a cage, though if you took the time to study them you’d find that in reality they are bands of differing width, each painted a contrasting shade of slate. The irony is not lost on me and as much as I have my issues with E.L. James’ book “Fifty Shades of Gray,” the concept translates well into decor. In the far corner of the room sits a single rectangular coffee table, scarred and beaten, but still solid and formidable. Even using both hands I couldn’t count the number of times I’d been bound to that surface, spread open and tormented. If the table itself could talk it might even have been a better confessional erotica writer than me. The things it had seen… and supported.
 
    
 
   The Full Bore Machine sat near it, further down the wall, a pair of black rubber dildos rising from a seatless stool frame. The motor beneath was overpowered and riding that particular machine felt more like sitting on a jackhammer. A horny, desperate jackhammer. Closer to the door stood Julie’s “wooden horse”, a sort of hybrid modern model that allowed her to adjust the height, even with someone one on it, thanks to some ingenious hydraulic jack technology built into the base. I’d ridden it a few times for her amusement, but oddly it turned out Julie wasn’t a big fan of having sharpened edges of wood pressed up into my pussy. No. Her favorite torture device was something much more open-ended, designed for a variety of uses, positions, and seemed to do everything she needed it to. And it was this device she led me to.
 
    
 
   “Remove your clothing. Back to the post,” she said, snapping her fingers as she went to the closet. I straightened up and began peeling off my shirt, already dreading and wanting what was coming. I tossed the white blouse away, then shimmied out of the plaid schoolgirl skirt. I sat down on my bottom and removed the stupid white stockings and the open toed stiletto heels that I’d been wearing over them. That left just the panties and I rolled onto my side, not wanting to risk standing with Julie nearby. The Monster Vibrator threatened to slide out of course, and so I clamped my thighs together, my nipples tingling and my pussy going through a series of delightful spasms as the mechanical, motor driven phallus stimulated me even more intensely. Julie was still in the closet so I moved up onto the leather covered platform that surrounded the base of the wooden pillar, positioned myself so that the post was between my calves, and backed up until I felt the wood against my poor striped bottom.
 
    
 
   Julie came out with the leather cuffs and I held out my wrists as she silently put them on. Then she moved to my ankles, her light touch against the soles of my welted arches somewhere between hysterical tickling and groaning massage. My toes curled and twitched, but that was it as she finished buckling the two heavy cuffs around each leg.
 
    
 
   “Grab the brace,” she ordered. I nodded, reaching up over my head. The pillar had come from Mike the Hardware Guy complete with a pair of iron slats that had been bent to form a series of holes. The outer two spaces were small and perfectly sized for my wrists while the inner two were just a tad bit bigger. The center hole fit my neck, but I’d only been placed into this modern version of medieval stocks a few times. Instead I grabbed hold of it and hung on. I’d done this before and knew what was coming. It was unlikely to be me. At least not for a while.
 
    
 
   Julie grabbed the leather bondage cuffs around each ankle and pulled my feet up. This forced my torso forward and my knees down. Two metal clips were used to secure the sides of the anklets to the pillar, catching on one pair of steel rings secured to the finely sanded wood. This left me in an uncomfortable position, with my breasts and belly pushed forward, bent in a sort of backward “C” shape as my bent knees suddenly were required to support my entire weight. The soles of my feet, marked already with light cane strokes and still a touch red from the sapping I’d received earlier, were facing toward the ceiling, just behind the pillar. But more importantly, the Monster Vibrator fell out of my slit, the long slippery phallus thudding to the leather pad between my knees. Julie came back around and picked it up, a delighted look on her face. To my shock, she pulled her own black lace panties out and slid the thing, still wet with my juices and rumbling, right up into her slit. I watched as she gasped, eyes going wide and her entire body shuddered for a moment as she came to terms with it.
 
    
 
   “My God Bre. How the fuck do you deal with this thing?” Julie demanded, reaching out and putting a hand on my shoulder to brace herself.
 
    
 
   I blinked, hoping it was a rhetorical question because the honest answer was that I didn’t. I endured it. Because she made me endure it. Julie shook herself and then picked up the wooden dowel I’d been expecting.
 
    
 
   The dowel itself was round and resembled a French style rolling pin more than anything else, with tapered ends and a wider center. It was sanded smooth, varnished, oiled and there was already a stained area right in the middle, a dark mark where something fluid and viscous had seeped into the very grain of the wood. She came right up to me, kneeling down on the pad, eyes bright and excited. The vibrator must have been working some magic on her.
 
    
 
   “Pull yourself up, princess,” Julie ordered, her voice tight and strained. I tugged downward on the bar above my head, using the cuffs on my wrists to keep control as my entire body came up off the leather pad surrounding the base of the pillar. It wasn’t much, just two or three inches, but it was more than enough to give Julie the clearance she needed to jam the dowel between my thighs and into one of the precut holes drilled into the wooden pillar behind me. I heard it settle even as the smooth wood slid by my skin and when she pulled back I knew I could lower myself down.
 
    
 
   I just didn’t want to. I’m sure you can picture why. 
 
    
 
   I managed to hold my position for about a minute before I had no choice. Slowly my torso came down, except this time my knees didn’t touch the leather padded base. Now my weight rested on the dowel between my legs, the curved rod biting up into my sex, spreading my petals. I knew without looking that my dripping slit was positioned right over that stain, adding another wetting to the many I’d already endured since Julie had acquired the Pillar from Mike the Hardware Guy. My hips rocked and I groaned as my own body pinched my clitoris between pelvis and wood.
 
    
 
   Julie got up and went back to the closet, this time coming out with another tool I sometimes dreaded. She plugged it in, selected a thin glass rake, inserted it into the black handle and sat cross legged in front of my straining body. The black lace robe she was wearing spread apart and I could see the outline of the monster vibrator buzzing underneath the black lace of her panties. And I could tell she was wet. Terribly, darkly wet. With a flick of her thumb she turned the violet wand on and the entire glass setting began glowing with an intriguing purple glow. She lifted it up and I watched with growing alarm as it came closer and closer to my elbow.
 
    
 
   “Julie! Please!” I gasped. Then the glowing glass got close and a shocking, prickling sensation began along the underside of my arm, just below my elbow and slid down to my underarm, then across my left breast. I gasped and shook as the electricity seemed to set my nerves afire and my straining limbs made my hips jerk.
 
    
 
   “Now,” Julie said softly as the violet wand crossed right over my clit and down my leg, leaving me breathless, jittery and desperate. “Tell me. Tell me everything.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter18]Chapter 18: Adjustments
 
    
 
   That morning I’d done the usual. I’d woken up at five in the morning, groaned for a moment before rolling over and going back to sleep. Actually, I should say that this was hardly the usual, though it had been standard for two or three weeks. The usual was me waking up at five in the morning, ambling into the bathroom while checking my text messages on my phone, using the necessary, and then bracing myself for the switch in sex toys.
 
    
 
   Changing out the toy of the day was always a challenge for me, mostly because I usually wake up ridiculously horny and there have been more than a few times when there hadn’t been restrictions placed upon the number of orgasms I was allowed to have, giving me the option of collapsing back down on my bed, legs spread, pumping either yesterday’s toy in and out, or using the new one assigned to me in a fit of pre-dawn masturbatory bliss. 
 
    
 
   But now things were different. After five years of waking up at five in the morning in order to go and take care of the critters, I was acclimated to the concept. I grabbed a pillow, clutching it to my chest, the cut off tee shirt riding up, exposing my breasts. After I was done with work the previous day Kari had asked me to leave the vibrating egg so I’d slipped the ben-wa balls back in. I could feel them rolling around inside me, swirling as I shifted my hips, trying to get comfortable.
 
    
 
   Nothing worked. Five-thirty in the morning. Finally I gave up and grabbed my phone. There was the normal morning email from Master Fred, complete with a short, fictional story about me breaking all the rules and cumming without permission. That certainly didn’t help as I fantasized putting my hand between my legs and just giving in. On edge and desperate, I checked to see what my new toy of the day would be. The email from Julie was waiting and I groaned as I read my morning instructions. The Monster Vibe was a foot long phallus made of hard plastic. But unlike my other vibrating sex toys this one couldn’t be turned on locally. Or at least, not manually. You had to have a special application on your smartphone to activate it, or control it, and to put it bluntly, neither Julie or Kari had trusted me with the code. It meant that I had absolutely no control over when the thing would come on, or at what speed it would vibrate. 
 
    
 
   With a sigh I climbed out of bed and went to my closet, getting down my toy box. I’m fastidious about cleaning everything so I knew right where the twelve inch synthetic cock would be and I pulled it out easily. Getting the ben-wa balls out and cleaned was just as simple and about five minutes later I lay back down on the bed, peeled off my panties, and slid the tapered tip through my petals. It went in easily, which is probably a rather telling thing about either my normal state of mind or my sexual proclivities. An early morning fucking is just the sort of thing to get the blood going, right?
 
    
 
   The rest of the morning went as usual. I’d dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt, gotten my daughter fed and dressed for school, and then even sent her off on the bus. But by the time I got back to the house a new email had arrived and I’d been shocked to find that it came from Kari.
 
    
 
   “Schoolgirl outfit today,” was all it said and I groaned. Kari had some rather peculiar ideas of what kind of clothing was considered “office appropriate.”  Any other business, except possibly a whore house or a strip club, would have been disciplining me for my attire. Except I didn’t choose what Kari had me dressed in. In fact, I’d taken to packing whatever obscene and revealing outfit she’d forced upon me and dressing in the lobby bathroom at the building where her office was located. It made walking around looking like a tart a little more tolerable. Thank God we rarely had visitors but the mailman and I were starting to develop an intimate relationship.
 
    
 
   When Kari arrived that morning I was waiting for her, sitting at the desk, the ridiculous white stockings coming mid-thigh, my skirt not even covering my bottom as I sat, and my bikini cut pink panties showing front and back. The blouse was tight around my breasts and too short, leaving my belly button showing.
 
    
 
   “We really should get that pierced, you know.” Kari looked down at me and I got the distinct impression of a cat looking at a bowl of cream. Or maybe a mouse.
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “I’d really rather not,” I said. I have an aversion to needles and the one piercing I had (other than my ears) had been done under extreme circumstances and technically without my approval. Still, I’d adjusted to the gold hoop shoved through my right nipple. Maybe a belly button piercing wouldn’t be too bad.
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged. “I suppose,” she said with a smile. “Please try to get your computer work done early this morning. We’re going on an outing today.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “Oh God, please no, Kari!” I begged, a tightening knot appearing in my stomach and spreading downward. “Please! Not with me dressed like this!”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed and leaned forward. She put her left hand on my right breast and squeezed, almost making it pop out of the restraining blouse. “Oh, but this is exactly what everyone wants you to wear!”
 
    
 
   I took another tack. “But… it’s too cold!” I’d had to wear my duster to work that morning and it was chilly outside.
 
    
 
   She scoffed at me. “It will be in the lower seventies by ten this morning. So you have nothing to worry about.” She waved her hand. “I’ve seen you flaunting that naked body in sixty degree weather for over an hour.”
 
    
 
   “Kari! I was tied between two trees and being whipped!” I protested. “It wasn’t like I could run away!”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Perhaps you’re right,” she said, which just chilled my blood. She reached into her purse and pulled out a pair of white panties. Granny type panties. Or perhaps the kind you might see any wholesome teenage schoolgirl in, presuming she’d let you peek up her skirt. “You may exchange the cute panties you’re wearing for these. In any event, be ready to go by eleven. Lunch will be…” her eyes twinkled as she handed me the new bottoms. “Interesting,” she finished.
 
    
 
   Oh my God. My pussy tightened around the vibrator as I took the handout. Even though the phallic probe wasn’t on, and hadn’t been since I’d put it in, I felt insanely aroused. Kari went back to her office and I stood, slipping my high heels into the awful pair of girl panties Kari had brought me. I pulled them on right over my regular pair and then tried to focus on work. A moment later the vibrator came to life, a low level rumbling that made anything but the overwhelming desire of sexual need a low priority. She kept me going for about three minutes, leaving me breathless and wanting, teasing me from her office with the stupid phone application that ran the damn toy.
 
    
 
   Lunch time. Right. I spent the morning completely discombobulated. And it didn’t help that Kari had randomly turned on the vibrator for brief moments, just to keep me in that same state of mind. I’d be sitting there, working diligently on invoices or something and then the foot long rod inside me would rumble into life, sending me spiraling upward toward orgasm. I’d gasp, shift my hips, grind and then, just as I was about to cum, the damn thing would turn off again. It was torture of the absolute worst kind. Finally she came out of her office, gave me a small smile and I followed her like a lost, obedient puppy dog out to her convertible. Or maybe like the condemned. The ride was short, the instructions appalling. Then she pulled over, gave me that look, and left me standing in the middle of the parking lot, looking like a lost street hooker on her way to the wrong sort of party.
 
    
 
   I had no doubt she was parking somewhere and would be keeping an eye on me. Of course I had no proof of that. For all I knew Kari might have been off meeting with a client. The Monster Vibe she’d tormented me with that morning was perfectly capable of being controlled from the other side of the planet thanks to the data connection on my phone, the appropriate app, and the miracles of Bluetooth technology. She didn’t have to be in line of sight but I couldn’t help wishing that were the case. I felt awful already, my stomach tightened up in knots as I licked my lips and tried to figure out what I was going to do.
 
    
 
   The lunch rush was already going and the chicken restaurant to my left was packed. To my right, half a parking lot away, was an Italian place jammed in next to a hair salon and an ice cream shop. With St. Luke’s nearby and more than enough traffic from the nearby residential area, I was already getting strange looks from drivers heading one way or the other. I took a deep breath, tried to still my beating heart, and smoothed down the short pleated, plaid skirt over the white panties peeking out from beneath. There were no options. I went straight for the book store.
 
    
 
   Book retailers are a dying breed in this day of electronic media and I confess that I really haven’t helped, what with the fact that none of my books are in actual print and the e-book reigns supreme. Today’s books stores are becoming less of a place to purchase a book and looking more and more like a toy store or someplace selling niche collectables. Don’t get me wrong. I’m just as much a Doctor Who fan as the next Sci-Fi loving girl, but why can I buy a sonic screwdriver at Barnes & Noble?
 
    
 
   The high heels I was wearing wobbled as I crossed the lot. They also looked a little ridiculous with the outfit I was wearing. The shoes were open toed with black straps and would have left my insoles bare if not for the white, thigh high stockings I was wearing. Personally, I was mortified by the fact that two tiny little red bows decorated the elastic lace that clung to my upper legs, or maybe it was the fact that there were three inches of lightly tan flesh between the bottom of my skirt and the stocking. Either way I looked indecent. I had my purse over my shoulder and the dark contrast between the white, button-up blouse and the black strap made my outfit even more outrageous. Thank God no one had suggested a fucking tie. It was bad enough the shirt would barely button over my breasts.
 
    
 
   The other problem was that you could tell that I wasn’t wearing a bra. At all. The white material of my shirt was thin and if you looked at me properly you could even see the gold glint of my piercing at the tip of my breast, not to mention the small charm sized padlock that dangled from the hoop. I took a deep breath, one arm wrapped around my bust while the other strayed down by my skirt, trying to keep the meager breeze from showing off the well-defined cameltoe my panties were creating underneath the pleated skirt.
 
    
 
   There is an old myth that ostriches bury their heads in sand when they see a predator, their tiny brains calculating, quite falsely, that if they can’t see their attacker then their attacker can’t see them. If this were actually the case the ostrich would have gone the way of the dodo, driven into oblivion by ravenous hordes of carnivores as the brainless birds clucked and dug their way to death. The reality is that ostriches dig for food, not because they sense a predator. Still, I could sort of understand it. At that particular moment I wanted nothing more than to avoid the stares of the people driving by. I wanted to curl up into a little ball, hide under or in a car. And yet I still had to find someone to do me one, tiny favor.
 
    
 
   This was the cruelty of the assignment and I suspected Kari hadn’t just been given the idea from Julie. No. There was more involved. But thinking about who had been the brainchild of this particular insanity wasn’t going to help me as I walked across the parking lot. I couldn’t bury my head in the sand. I had to keep looking around, constantly searching for the right man to meet my needs. It meant I caught every hungry look, every shocked expression, and every outraged look of disgust. I felt like my clothing was being peeled, inch by inch from my body. My sex tightened around the vibrator, even though it was off, and I fought the urge to run. Which direction I’d go I had no idea, but I wanted to flee.
 
    
 
   I took another deep breath, steeled myself, and continued toward the bookstore. I made it maybe fifteen more steps when the vibrator rumbled to life, sending a sudden wave of urgent sexual need streaming through my loins. I put both hands down, half bending over. My Monster Vibrator is a full twelve inches long and I could tell from the violent and extreme oscillation that it had been set to maximum. I swallowed hard, inched forward and made it past two more rows of cars before the sex toy went just as dead as it had been before. My sex pulsed around it, clearly wanting more while I let out a groan of frustration. This was going to be hard enough without random stimulation making coherent thought impossible. Now I just needed a man, an older man, who might be willing to make a single purchase in the bookstore for me.
 
    
 
   And um… punish me for it. 
 
    
 
   I stepped onto the sidewalk and carefully sat down in one of the iron patio chairs near the entrance to the store. I could feel the cold grating against the backside of my thighs, the skirt coming up higher than I really wanted. I leaned forward, my knees locked together as tight as possible, huddling behind the steel table.
 
    
 
   I sat there for the better part of forty minutes. There aren’t a lot of people going in and out of a bookstore on a weekday, even at lunchtime, so I didn’t have much in the way of choice. The vibrator roared to life half a dozen times while I sat there, none longer than sixty or seventy seconds, ranging in power from low all the way to high. Once it varied, flitting up and down the spectrum, leaving me gasping and twitching, trying to resist the urge to put my own hand between my legs and rub myself into blissful satisfaction. It was just a minute after the last one of these intense, unsettling minutes on medium, that I saw a man park his sedan out in the lot and come walking leisurely up toward the door.
 
    
 
   He was middle age and dressed in khaki pants and a polo shirt and the first thing I noticed was that he wore his age well. His hair was thinning, and actually gone at the top of his head, but the sides were well trimmed and it made him look respectable, in the same way a good pair of wire framed glasses do. His belt was fine leather and he was wearing patent shoes, which are also good signs for a material girl like me. But what really made me think he was the right man was both the way he looked at me, and the lack of a ring on his left hand.
 
    
 
   Don’t get me wrong. I have no problem fucking another woman’s husband. It’s not that I’m poaching either. At least, I don’t consider it poaching. I’m not looking for a relationship, or trying to get his money or affection. My needs are purely physical and usually met in a short and aggressive burst of pure animalistic satisfaction. Most of my lovers I never see again, or if I do, I’m not exactly stripping and letting them just take me on the sidewalk. Besides, the ring is an afterthought. What really matters is the look. Four or five years ago I’d just approach the first guy I liked the look of. But I got turned down a number of times and it made me think about what commonality of the gentlemen who had said “yes”. It wasn’t physique or age. It wasn’t a level of maturity. No, the men who said yes were the ones who looked at me the hardest, the longest, the ones who mentally undressed me with their eyes. And so for the first time since arriving I let my knees part, giving him a perfect glimpse of the white covered quim beneath my thighs. If he saw the strange circular outline of the base of my vibrator, so be it. I willed him to sit down with me, to put a finger on my wrist, and for a second I thought I had him. He smiled at me, appreciation writ large upon his face, but then it became clear he was going to pass me. I couldn’t let that happen.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” I said urgently, twisting in my seat. “I’m Breanne.”
 
    
 
   That slowed him and he hesitated, looking at me curiously. “Okay,” he said in polite confusion. Evidently getting greeted by a twenty-something redhead dressed as a schoolgirl slut wasn’t something he’d mentally prepared himself for. Even after eye-fucking me thoroughly. I licked my lips nervously.
 
    
 
   “I uh… I have a favor to ask,” I said. Immediately his face clouded and I could already see the darkening response forming on his lips. My eyes widened and I held up my hand. “No! No! I don’t need money! Honestly!”
 
    
 
   The look on his face changed and I saw that I had headed off the coming “goodbye.” His eyebrow went up instead. He waited and I gave him another smile, a smile of thanks for not just marching off. I took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   “I um… I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut doing a sex assignment and I’m trying to find someone willing to buy me a naughty magazine in exchange for…” I blushed crimson and looked down. But it was enough. He slowly sat down across from me.
 
    
 
   “In exchange for what?” He asked slowly and carefully. I lifted my face and our eyes met, an electrical thrill shooting through me. I had him. I knew it. I just had to tell him…
 
    
 
   Then the vibrator started up again and I gasped, eyes bright and wide. He watched me and all I could do was moan.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
    
 
   The purple rake of the violet wand went down my other side and I jerked to the left, my body involuntarily trying to get away from the electrical charge that seemed to singe my skin from my right elbow down to my knee. Julie had focused more on my nipples and clit, making sure to do a thorough job between my legs and my bosom, holding the plasma filled toy at varying distances from my skin in order to change the intensity of the sensation. Violet wands, when held directly against the flesh, tend to ground out easily, providing nothing more than a light tickling sensation and a flush of heat. Hold the glowing tip a centimeter away and the charge that jumps from the wand to your skin feels like a hard, sharp pinch. Having it done to your nipples and clit repeatedly is just torment. The kind of torment I responded wetly too.
 
    
 
   “I’m curious. What magazine did he buy you?” Julie asked as I gasped, grinding my hips violently against the wooden dowel between my legs. It was totally involuntary, the electrical pulses she was inflicting upon me more than enough to generate the movement. I mashed my pussy down on the wood, my clit pinched between my pelvis and the dowel. I was working my own personal stain even deeper into the rod, but there was nothing I could do about it.
 
    
 
   “Penthouse,” I gasped. “He said he wanted me reading something naughty.”  The Penthouse magazine had been filled with all sorts of delicious pictures of naked women.
 
    
 
   Julie laughed and leaned around my body to touch the violet wand to the souls of my feet. It stung and I jerked again, literally pulling myself up off the rod between my legs for a moment before my strained arms gave way and I dropped myself back down hard. I groaned, only to get another shock to my left breast.
 
    
 
   “Well, go on,” Julie said, dragging the violet wand down my side. I trembled violently as her eyes locked on mine and her finger found my clit, rubbing in tiny circles, leaving me moaning. “Do tell…”
 
    
 
   I gasped and nodded, intent on telling her every sordid detail of what Clint had done to me.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter19]Chapter 19: Not Quite Enough
 
    
 
   Clint was a CPA and had an office nearby so it wasn’t a long drive for us to find some place private. The ride went quickly enough, with his hand between my legs, fingers delving into my panties as I kept my fingers wrapped around his exposed cock, teasing him gently enough to keep him hard but not enough to wrap the car around a tree. Twenty minutes later, clutching a copy of Penthouse, I followed him into an office building only a few miles from where I’d started. He had leased just a small little place and all it had was a couch, a big desk, some easy chairs, and a coffee table. His credenza was equipped with an expensive coffee machine, he had a small fridge, and the computer was rather impressive too. If I had been an expensive escort I would have been right at home.
 
    
 
   On the ride over I’d explained to Clint my hedonistic needs and he’d been intrigued when I explained to him what I wanted. When we got to his office he’d sat himself down while I pulled out my phone and started up some light jazz. Thank God for Pandora Radio, right? So while an alto sax smoothly slid past our eardrums he kicked off his shoes, I moved the coffee table out of the way, and then I stood in front of him, the glorious schoolgirl. My nerves were fine now that I wasn’t in public and the only thing I felt at that point was the thrill of excitement. It was time.
 
    
 
   I danced. I twirled. I twisted, swirled, wiggled, pumped, and as the music poured over us I slowly took off the blouse. Clint’s eyes widened as I straddled his chair, my white panties showing, and I grabbed his hands and brought them up to touch me. His fingers kneaded the soft full curves of my chest and his fingers found the piercing and padlock, tugging and pulling as I moaned. Then I produced the blue rubber band, holding it up for him with a wicked smile on my face. I nodded, cupping my breasts.
 
    
 
   “Twenty snaps to each,” I whispered, pushing my left nipple into his mouth for a moment, enjoying the sucking sensation before pulling back. Clint nodded, his own manhood hard beneath me. I wanted to fuck him. I needed to fuck him, but we weren’t quite there yet. That would be last, once he’d done it all. I grabbed his wrist, the one with the rubber band in his hand and I helped him stretch it between his thumb and forefinger, like a tiny slingshot. I brought it up to my left tit, holding him against the soft flesh and he reached up on his own and grabbed the elastic.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I urged him. “All the way back. Make it hurt!” I begged him and then he let go, the rubber snapping forward. It was only a momentary shard of discomfort, a single sting that faded soon enough into an almost imperceptible heat, but I sighed and nodded. “Oh God,” I whispered. “Again?” Stroke by stroke he snapped the rubber band against my left nipple. I was counting and by the time we got to fifteen the skin of my areola was flushed and the turgid tip itself was aching with the pain. Heat seemed to pool beneath the surface and I felt the ache of it deep into my chest as Clint delivered the last five snaps with skill, leaving me clutching him tightly, my chest heaving with the same internal pulses that had my pussy tightening involuntarily around the still silent Monster Vibrator.
 
    
 
   I lifted up and pushed my chest against him, one hand behind his head, bringing his mouth down on the very nipple he’d just repeatedly stung. He suckled the tip in, his mouth gently tugging on it, the suction divine. I pulled back and before he could go after my other breast I slid down his body until I was on my knees between his legs. My hands went to his belt, unbuckling and opening, unzipping and unbuttoning. Clint was cooperative and a moment later his cock, firm and steady, was in my mouth. I bobbed my head, one hand wrapped around him while the other worked at my ankle, undoing the strap to my shoe.  The high heel came off, leaving me in just the stupid white stockings and I switched hands, still sucking on Clint’s cock while I worked on the right side.
 
    
 
   I kicked off the other piece of footwear and then with a smoldering look I came up off of Clint’s lap and stood. Slowly I pulled up my skirt and with agonizing slowness pulled down the white panties. He didn’t say anything about the pink ones underneath. I tossed both away and as I expected, the Monster Vibrator slid out of my pussy. His eyes widened when he realized that I’d had a thick, foot long toy shoved up inside me all this time. I set it aside on the table and picked up the rubber band from where it had fallen on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Again,” I whispered, holding it out to him. He took it eagerly, leaning forward. Except this time I didn’t cup a breast, though he still owed me twenty snaps on my right nipple. No. I moved even closer and lifted my skirt, exposing my shaved slit to him.
 
    
 
   “Right here,” I said, pointing to a strip of skin along my left leg. It was my inner thigh, the super delicate spot right up by my crotch. Clint placed the rubber band between his thumb and forefinger again and held it up to my flesh. He pulled one half of the elastic away from me then let it go. It snapped hard against me, leaving another little flare of stinging heat and I gasped, then swung my hips forward.
 
    
 
   “Oh Clint, yes!” I hissed. “Please, sir? More?” I begged.
 
    
 
   He snapped me again, with similar results and this time I pointed to my other thigh.  “And here? Two more?” I wheedled. Clint did as I asked and I realized that my pussy was dripping wet. He delivered a few more snaps and then I ran my hand through my petals, soaking it easily, and grabbed his cock, transferring the wetness. “Snap me again and I’ll rub you,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   Back and forth, from one thigh to the other, he stung me. I did a very good job on his cock and when he finally delivered the twentieth snap to my right thigh I went back down on him, sucking and licking his cock until he was gasping.
 
    
 
   “Just a few more,” I pleaded with him a moment later, pulling back again, leaving him desperate and wanting in ways that probably bordered on cruel and inhumane. I stood up again but this time turned my back to him. “The bottoms of my feet, and my ass.”  That’s when I began peeling off the stockings. He liked that. Once my right foot was exposed I lifted it up, presenting the sole to him even as I grabbed the Monster Vibe from off the table and held it up to my pussy, rubbing the tip around through my petals.
 
    
 
   “Every time you snap my foot I’ll push this in,” I said enticingly. Well that was more than enough motivation and with my left hand holding the back of my skirt up he got quite the view. I jerked slightly with each snap of the rubber band against my foot, the stinging sensation building until I was whimpering with need. It didn’t help though that every time Clint snapped the elastic against my arch that I pushed the Monster Vibe as deep into my pussy as I could. A flood of exquisite sensations hit me and when he let go of my foot, I knew that the prohibition on orgasm was going to be moot. There was no way I was going to be able to stop from cumming. I bailed. No more snaps. At least not until I got certain things out of the way. I pulled the still silent vibrator from my pussy and dropped it on the table where it rolled across the wood and fell to the floor on the other side. I didn’t care. I grabbed a condom from my bag and hurriedly rolled it down over Clint’s straining cock. Clint’s eyes widened as I climbed back up onto his chair, my legs bent over the armrests as I lowered myself down. The tip of his shaft slid through my petals and his hands came up to grab hold of my breasts.
 
    
 
   “What… what about the other snaps?” He asked breathlessly as I impaled myself on his cock. I groaned, eyes closing in rhythmic wonder as I bounced and he grabbed hold of my boobs, kneading them with both hands. Our loins bucked and wriggled and then the glory of pure bliss burst inside me. I bent down, my mouth pressing against his as we moved in fervent sweetness. I said only one word and it came out as a groan of satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Later.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   “Oh you naughty girl!” Exclaimed Julie with a gasp. She put down the violet wand and I moaned, slumping slightly. She’d held it to my clit for almost a full thirty seconds, the electrode a quarter inch apart from the quivering nub of my clit, delivering a series of shocks that had practically taken my breath away. She shook her head and stood up, moving over to the closet. I lifted myself up off the wooden dowel, groaning as I relieved the pressure crushing the petals of my sex. The wood was slick and wet and my clitoris swollen and dark pink. Every little movement made me slide back and forth on the dowel, fucking it like a humping bitch in heat. I could hear her getting something out of the closet and when she reappeared she was carrying a thin switch and a canvas bag. She came right back to me and moved behind the pillar so I couldn’t see what she was doing. All I heard was the bag’s zipper.
 
    
 
   “You didn’t even bother to finish the punishment first?” I could hear the delighted dismay in her voice. “Well that’s certainly a no no. Of course, with you I’m not surprised. Were you so horny you couldn’t hold off? You just had to fuck him, didn’t you?” I felt her put something sticky on the ball of my right foot, followed by a matching sensation on the heel. I twisted my head around but could only catch sight of a bit of white wire. But that was enough. I knew what she was doing. It was the mobile TENS Unit, or transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator. She was going to shock the soles of my feet, more specifically the “arch.” I whimpered as she placed the electro stimtabs on the other foot as well. She came back around to my front holding the control box and I watched with growing alarm as she set the pattern to “knead” and then spun the dials up to the fifth level.
 
    
 
   A pins and needles sensation erupted in both feet and my toes curled involuntarily as I gasped. It felt like the electricity was crawling across my soles, tearing at my instep, the cells of my arch exploding. I could no longer hold myself up and I dropped myself back down, only to land right on my clit, crushing it against the slick dowel. My hips jerked back and forth wildly for a moment, grinding my pubes against the wood. Then Julie turned down the power just a bit until I shuddered, my chest heaving. My feet still burned but it was tolerable at that point.
 
    
 
   “Did you get the snaps?” Julie demanded.
 
    
 
   I swallowed and shook my head, trying to speak around the sensations fogging my brain. “We forgot. It was too… too much.”
 
    
 
   She smiled and nodded. “So, you missed out on the twenty to your clit, twenty to your right nipple, both buttocks and your right foot. Is that correct?”
 
    
 
   I had no fucking idea. I couldn’t make my brain work. So I just sort of nodded. I wasn’t even sure if she was right. She stood there in front of me, moved slightly to side, and then lifted the switch. “For failing to get your tit properly snapped, you’ll receive twenty strokes of the cane instead of the rubber band.” Then she swung the switch and struck my nipple. Honestly she didn’t hit me that hard, but it was more than enough to hurt.
 
    
 
   I cried out and bucked. She hit me again, leaving another burgeoning line reddening across my breast. I grit my teeth as the switch fell over and over until I was close to crying. I wasn’t counting and my boob throbbed with pain when she was done. I sucked in air and shuddered.
 
    
 
   “Now your foot.” Julie moved behind me and I felt a hot sting on my right foot, along the arch, right between the two electrostim tabs which were still frying the delicate nerves. I twitched and cried out again as she laid a few more stripes on my flesh. “So, who came first? You or Clint?” Asked Julie, flicking the switch against my insole.
 
    
 
   I gasped. “I did!” I panted.
 
    
 
   Julie snorted. “Of course you did, you little slut. I should have figured as much. Was it the monster vibrator? Too much too early?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head but in all honesty I had no idea. That might have played a part in my failure to be disciplined, but I doubted it. I’m just that way naturally. I yelped again and pulled hard on the bindings as she laid another few lines on my foot. I was going to be hopping around for days.
 
    
 
   Julie finished behind me and came back around. I hung there limply, panting and straining, pain radiating up from between my legs, along both feet, and on my right breast. My hair hung down limply and I was covered in a sheen of perspiration, tense and tight. Julie put down the cane, grabbed the dowel, and without a word yanked it out from between my legs. I dropped another three inches, my weight coming down on my knees and I groaned even though I was now stretched much tighter than before. My pussy hurt and my belly and breasts stuck out even further now. Julie picked the cane back up and slid the point through my legs.
 
    
 
   “I have to admit though, I do like it when you’re a bad girl,” she said simply. Then she flicked the cane back and forth between my thighs, striking the inner soft spots on both legs over and over, fast and hard. I cried out and tried to close up but there was no help for it. The position she had bound me in kept me firmly open and exposed. Fortunately it was over in about twenty seconds and I let out a half-choked sob as she stopped, putting her empty hand on my slit and thrusting a finger into my wet depths. I groaned as her hand moved and in seconds the acute ache I was feeling had become something entirely different.
 
    
 
   Julie’s little tongue was sticking out of her mouth as she concentrated on my soft, wet spot and she worked me back into a sexual froth in less than a minute. I struggled, pushing my hips forward to give her a better angle and it wasn’t until I felt the first surge of orgasmic pleasure pulsing up through my veins that she displayed her true cruelty. I was just about ready to cum when she yanked her hand away, picked up the switch, and brought it up, underhanded, into my pussy, cutting at my petals and striking my clit.
 
    
 
   The strokes weren’t terribly hard. She had no room to maneuver. Six? Seven inches maybe? But I was super sensitive and it wasn’t the first set of blows my poor pudenda had taken that day. Sure, a sap is wildly different than a cane, and the plastic ruler had more sting, but getting my clit smacked like that stung in ways I hadn’t yet experienced that evening. I gasped, going up, pulling myself away, though all that did was make it even easier for her to hit me.
 
    
 
   I lost count. She might have caught me twenty times. All I know was that the little whippy stings came fast and sharp. My sex tightened in one long, vibrator breaking clench and I’m glad I was empty. I let out a tiny, half-muted squeal and then Julie rose, taking the cane with her. I settled down, still trembling, half in agony, half out of my mind with desire. I didn’t know if I should beg her to let me cum or let me go. My head rolled to the side and then Julie made the decision for me.
 
    
 
   It was a microphone stand. Or at least, it had been a mic stand once upon a time. I’m not sure where she’d gotten it but it had a heavy metal base and all the appropriate parts. Except it had been radically shortened and all that was left was a bendable goose neck. Attached to this with several wraps worth of silver duct tape was a Hitachi massager, the wonder-toy that gives so many women pleasure. Julie didn’t say anything. She just pushed the entire contraption closer, mashing the rubber bulb against my clit. Then she turned it on.
 
    
 
   It was set to the lowest setting, but after the zip of the caning it felt like lightning. I gasped and began pumping my hips, rubbing myself on the oscillating tip. Pleasure surged through me, replacing the pain and Julie sighed happily. She knelt down next to me, picked up the violet wand again and turned it on. She leaned over and ran it from my ankle to my knee and it combined with the electrical surge of the TENS Unit across the soles of my feet in unexpected ways. I whimpered, even as I tried desperately to fuck the massager.
 
    
 
   “Alright, so after you fucked Clint, where did you go?”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter20]Chapter 20: Frozen Popsicle
 
    
 
   “I uh… I’d prefer… uh… something fruit flavored,” I said hurriedly, interrupting the transaction. “Fresas por favor,” I said to the vendor. He gave me a peculiar and quite disapproving look, as if there were something wrong with me using what little Spanish I had to change Carson’s order from an ice cream chocolate bomb to something that wouldn’t be quite as much mess. Carson looked at me sideways, a slightly disgruntled look on his face.
 
    
 
   “I choose that for a reason,” he said darkly.
 
    
 
   I had one hand wrapped in his arm and I stood next to him and bit my lip. “Um. I know.”
 
    
 
   He huffed as the man with the little roll cart handed over the Popsicle and Carson gave him the money. As we turned away, me already licking the cold treat, he spoke again.
 
    
 
   “And do you know why I wanted the Chocolate Bomb?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “It was the biggest one.”
 
    
 
   He nodded. “Absolutely. And if you’re going to fuck one, I wanted it to be something that did a good job filling you up.” He started walking and I either had to step in time with him or risk being dragged off. I picked up the pace, still licking the strawberry Popsicle. We stepped off the concrete path and headed for the copse of trees we’d scouted a few minutes before. It was just an hour before school would let out and we’d stumbled on the ice cream guy almost by accident.
 
    
 
   “Honestly, it would have been a mess,” I explained. “Ice cream melts differently than a Popsicle. This will be wet and runny and eventually sticky. Ice cream leaves…” I shrugged. “A sort of sludge behind. Trust me.”
 
    
 
   Carson gave me a suspicious look. “Still don’t believe you’re going to do it,” he said indifferently. My mouth twisted to the side.
 
    
 
   “Privacy and I’ll prove you wrong,” I assured him with a frustrated glare. He marched resolutely on toward the trees and a moment later we were in… well… I can’t say it was private. But at least we were sort of alone. The other people in the park were far enough away that we could have been fucking like bunnies and they’d probably have not heard us. I found a convenient tree, leaned up against it, gave Carson a naughty smile, and pulled up my skirt. My sweet and very bare sex came into view, dappled from the sunlight streaming through the trees.
 
    
 
   “Come here, big boy,” I taunted him. “Do you want to put it in me?” I asked, waving the now tapered tip of the Popsicle. There was still an awful lot of it left.
 
    
 
   “Really?” He asked, his eyes going back and forth between my bare sex and the Popsicle. I hadn’t bothered to put the panties back on, or put in the vibrator for that matter. Even my legs were bare because I knew what was coming next and why go through it all again, right?
 
    
 
   “Slide it in hard and fast and cold,” I urged, holding out the Popsicle. He took it gently in his free hand and then lowered it down to my slit.
 
    
 
   “How long can you take it if I hold the Popsicle against your clit?” He asked cruelly, his mouth coming up in a playful grin.
 
    
 
   I suppressed the little shudder and instead shrugged, spreading my legs wide. The position was crudely lewd and quite provocative. “Try it. Find out,” I replied as if I didn’t care. Maybe I should have protested. He pressed the iced fruit juice against my clitoris and I gasped as the searing cold stung and froze me into numbness. But evidently I made the right noises because a moment later he pulled away, clearly intent on pressing the rest of the edible and chilled phallus into my sex.
 
    
 
   Having something pushed into your body that is both cock-shaped and made of ice is sort of a life changing experience. First of all, cold can be a wonderful tool for exciting a woman, but only if used properly. Warm and cool, hot and icy, these extremes can enhance blood flow, create sensitivity, and most importantly create waves of pleasure. 
 
    
 
   Jamming a frozen Popsicle up inside yourself and fucking it? That’s window dressing. For him. I went numb from the bellybutton down as Carson pumped the thing through my sex for a minute. I reached for him, grabbing his wrist, extracting the remnants of the strawberry ice and brought it up to my mouth. Not much was left. Red streams of melted juice were running down my leg and it looked… well… disgusting actually. Still, Carson wasn’t about to object. Not when I opened my mouth, stuck the whole, slimy, goo covered thing in, and sucked it hard.
 
    
 
   Taste? Salty, tangy, then a burst of strawberry flavor. Very different and unique. I’m pretty sure no one is going to offer it as the flavor of the month, but that wasn’t the point. Like I said, this was a show. Guys like to see girls doing slutty things, and what’s sluttier than having someone buy you Popsicle, letting him fuck you with it for a minute, then pulling it out and licking it yourself?
 
    
 
   “Like that baby?” Carson asked, his voice low. I nodded, my eyes locked on him. Then I gave the Popsicle a blowjob, making sure he knew exactly what I was doing. His eyes widened and I could see the huge bulge at the front of his jeans. He was so ready. So I bit the end off the strawberry dessert, tossed the stick away and grinned.
 
    
 
   Okay. That might have been a bit cruel. But don’t worry. I made it up to him. Eventually.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready to pay up?” I asked.
 
    
 
   The wicked smile on his face was answer enough. “Your move, Bre.”
 
    
 
   I nodded and looked around. The tiny copse of trees was studded with bushes and I stalked over to one and broke off a straight, thin branch. It wasn’t very thick, more switch than cane and I began stripping off the leaves. Carson watched me do it with a slightly disbelieving grimace until I swung the thin stick once or twice and got a satisfying swishing noise. I held it out to him.
 
    
 
   “Are you absolutely sure about this?” He asked again.
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Christ Carson, you had me tied to a chair four months ago at the beginning of the semester while you, Zach, and half the fraternity smashed my pussy into wet mush before fucking me brainless.”
 
    
 
   He sighed. “I know you’re the fraternity slut, Bre. I’m just saying usually Zach is around for this.”
 
    
 
   I stepped closer and began unbuttoning my blouse. In seconds his eyes were locked on the bare tips of my nipples, sunlight glinting off the small padlock hanging from my right breast. “Zach isn’t here,” I said simply. “I asked to get dropped off at the University because I knew I’d find someone who could help me.”
 
    
 
   He took a deep breath and swung the stick. I leaned back against a nearby tree and lifted my arms above my head. I’m sure I looked amazing. 
 
    
 
   “Twenty strokes, right?” He asked, moving to my side. I nodded. 
 
    
 
   “To my breasts, bottom, thighs, feet, and clit,” I said firmly, though inwardly I was trembling. 
 
    
 
   Carson seemed to like that idea and the lay the switch lightly across my exposed bosom. He teased my nipples for a moment and I moaned, little electric like jolts going up through me. Then he snapped his wrist and the thin branch snapped out and back in with lightning like quickness. 
 
    
 
   It stung. A lot. But I’ve been hit a lot harder. I let out a tiny whine and Carson nailed me again. The sting was tough but it became heat relatively quick and by the time he’d laid the tenth line across my boobs I was starting to feel just a little grilled. Carson switched his aim from the tips of my breasts to the underneath and my hips rose as my body lifted in response to the upward undercutting slashes. At one point he even grabbed hold of my nipple to do a better job.
 
    
 
   I never quite got near tears but damn if it wasn’t close. Carson had a satisfied look on his face, but then grinned. “Hey, where’s that vibrator you had in you before? Is it in your bag?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, still hyperventilating from the wash of heat encasing my exposed chest. I watched as he rifled through my bag, which was laying nearby, until he pulled out the Monster Vibe. 
 
    
 
   “How do you turn it on?” He asked curiously, rotating it and looking at the smooth bottom.
 
    
 
   “You can’t. It’s controlled remotely,” I said breathlessly. You have to have the correct software and password.”
 
    
 
   Carson frowned. “Too bad,” he said. “Still, it will work.” He stepped back up to me, put the vibrator down by my sex, and said, “spread ‘em.”
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “Incentive. I’m going to cane your ass next, followed by your cute little feet and your task will be to keep the vibrator in your pussy.”  He leaned forward and I felt the twelve inch long plastic rod slide into my soaked sex. “No hands.”
 
    
 
   “Carson! Do you have any idea how difficult that will be?”
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “Punishment if you fail. On top of what you’ve already agreed to accept.” His eyes glittered. “I have to do as well as Zach, right?
 
    
 
   I pushed my thighs together and nodded grimly. My arms came down and I slowly turned around. I could feel the phallus wanting to slip out, held in just by my clenching sex and my pressed together legs. I slowly bent over and presented my bottom. Carson flipped up the back of the skirt.
 
    
 
   “What’s the punishment if it drops?” I asked, a tinge of trepidation in my voice. I felt the switch against my skin, but it wasn’t striking, just rubbing. 
 
    
 
   “A private date with me,” he answered smugly. “And the things I do to you that night will make this look like a walk in the park.”
 
    
 
   I blinked and looked back over my shoulder at him. “It has been a walk in the park,” I said in confusion. That’s when he hit me.
 
    
 
   Carson went after my ass with much more gusto that he had my tits and I was amazed at how tight I got after each stinging stroke. Little shards of grating pain followed by this deep penetrating heat became my entire existence and at one point I even had to take one hand off the tree trunk and cover my poor ass as Carson left line after line of raised red sweetness. Again, I managed to avoid crying, or sobbing, but I was gritting my teeth as he laid the thin switch against my rump from the base of my spine to the very point where rear became leg. It stung like the dickens and by the time we hit twenty I thought the idea of holding a Popsicle against my ass was a damn fine idea.
 
    
 
   Most importantly though, I didn’t drop the vibrator.
 
    
 
   “Now your feet,” Carson said.
 
    
 
   I didn’t change position but instead slipped my foot out of the high heel shoe I was wearing. The sole came up and I braced myself, holding on to the tree. The whippy little branch was placed right on the arch. Then Carson snapped his wrist and another line of sweet agony lanced across my flesh, from my instep outward and my toes curled violently as my entire foot jerked at the ankle.
 
    
 
   “OWWW!” I squealed. “Fuck! That fucking hurt!” I exclaimed. My pussy tightened around the silent vibrator, trying to break it inside me.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be a pussy,” Carson sneered. 
 
    
 
   That made me angry. “I AM a pussy,” I retorted. “And you should be grateful you get to…”
 
    
 
   I didn’t get to finish my sentence because he laid another stroke on my twisting foot. My God it burned! It hurt way worse than the caning of my breasts or ass!
 
    
 
   “Fuck!” I blurted, my foot stinging. 
 
    
 
   “It?” Carson finished. “Trust me. I’m well aware of your status as a pussy. And I’m looking forward to caning it and screwing it. Now be a good girl and get your foot up here by your ass again.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and brought my foot up again. I took a deep breath and held it, bracing myself for the next inevitable stroke. It just came in an unexpected way.
 
    
 
   The vibrator roared to life.
 
    
 
   Even Carson heard it but that didn’t stop him from slashing down at my exposed sole, cutting another red line across the center of my foot. Except this time I was in the middle of thrusting my hips forward in a frantic, pussy wringing swish. The pain in my foot shot up through my leg but ground to a halt between my legs as it combined with the overwhelming pleasure and I went from being wet to being soaked. My slit became a swamp and my half-caned foot swung back and forth as I struggled to hold in the now violently shaking vibrator.
 
    
 
   “Well now, that’s an interesting development,” Carson observed. “Someone must like you a whole lot.”
 
    
 
   “Please!” I whimpered. “I think it’s going to fall out!”
 
    
 
   Carson laughed. “So I should go slower?” Then he grabbed hold of my big toe and snapped the switch hard against the bottom of my foot with fast, stinging blows.
 
    
 
   I fought him, but only instinctively as my ankle went into a twisting riot. I let out a sharp cry that filled the little glen and then finally was able to yank my foot out of his grasp. Of course that meant I put it down in the dirt, only to discover that resting any weight on it hurt like the dickens. So I went up on tiptoe, trying to keep all my weight on the other side.
 
    
 
   “Put your shoe back on,” Carson ordered, punctuating the order with a swish of his cane. I dug around for my shoe and managed to get it back on. My sole hurt though.
 
    
 
   “Now the other foot,” he commanded. 
 
    
 
   I struggled to obey, but the vibrator was doing bad things. Like trying to worm its way out of my pussy and making me orgasm. I didn’t dare spread my legs, even a little bit because I could feel it threatening to slip out. Finally I managed and for a second time I leaned forward against the tree and lifted my foot. I could feel the rough bark against my bare breasts and I tried to ready myself.
 
    
 
   The first line Carson drew across my foot wasn’t that painful. It was more of an appetizer. The thin switch began to fall faster and I hissed and moved, my hips grinding as my innards tightened spasmodically around the purring vibe. I had no idea why it had just turned on like that. Was Kari nearby, watching? I doubted it. She would be back at the office, hard at work. The vibrator was blue tooth and internet enabled. That meant that as long as my phone was on anyone in the world with the proper code could start it up, change the settings, or turn it off.
 
    
 
   Carson tried to make me drop the vibrator, hitting the sole of my left foot hard enough on those last few strokes to make my ankle twist and my toes curl. I cried out, shifting wildly, my hips grinding. Carson let out a laugh and let land one final cut. I let out yelp and put my foot down.
 
    
 
   “Damn it! Am I cut?” I exclaimed, trying to look down at my foot without letting the vibrator slip out from between my legs.
 
    
 
   “No,” Carson said simply. “But I wouldn’t want to walk a mile in your shoes,” he admitted. “Now, I think we’ll do your ass, since you’re in this position already. All you need to do is…”
 
    
 
   “Yeah yeah,” I muttered, my fingers going to the waistband of my skirt. It fiddled with the fastener and a moment later it slid down my legs, seeming to fall to the ground with unusual ease. Great. Just great. Even my clothes don’t want to stay on me.
 
    
 
   Carson let out a low pitched wolf whistle. “Damn Bre. I have to admit, your ass is amazing. I mean, just looking at it I want to fuck it.” He tapped it lightly with the switch. I shuddered and then took a deep breath, bracing myself. He swung and a light sting seemed to appear across both cheeks. I pitched forward slightly, the vibrator moving inside me like a demon. Carson struck again, this time lower, almost an undercut. It caught both buttocks and stung like the dickens, making me hiss. The pain reverberated through me, but as it passed through the spinning whirlwind of need between my legs, it changed into the same, uninhibited passion I normally feel when doing stupid BDSM shit. The vibrator suddenly changed pitch, the intensity going up and down like a fucking rollercoaster and my hips jerked forward against the tree. I gasped as the rough bark rubbed up against my clit and the next few lines of heat that slashed against my bottom just made the whole thing better.
 
    
 
   In fact, it was too much. I got so involved with humping the tree that I forgot to keep my legs closed. I jerked and tried to get my thighs back in position but it was too late. The rumbling vibrator slid out of my sex, struck my right calf, and fell to the ground.
 
    
 
   “Oops,” Carson said, laughing. 
 
    
 
   I came up off the tree and picked up the vibrator, brushing a few bits of leaf debris from it. 
 
    
 
   “That will work. Lean back against the tree and hold the vibe to your clit,” he said. “I’m going to do your thighs.”
 
    
 
   I leaned back and brought the vibrator down between my legs, spreading my feet wide. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I asked as I moved the vibrating tip to the tender little nub at the top of my slit.
 
    
 
   “Of course. And I’m going to enjoy it even more when your pink pussy is riding my cock,” Carson assured me. “But for now we just have to get to it. Now hold still. This is going to hurt.”
 
    
 
   He put the switch between my legs and set it against my upper thigh, right on that tender part. I braced myself for the sting, but then he whipped the thin cane the other direction, smacking it sharply into the other leg, the branch whistling just an inch below my dripping petals. I gasped, eyes widened, my knees bending even more and Carson went back and forth in this fast series of strokes. I couldn’t even count. Stinging heat flared between my legs, overwhelming any positives that came from having my clit in direct contact with the vibrator. I sank down even lower, forcing Carson to adjust his angle and then, just when I thought I couldn’t stand any more, he brought the switch up between my legs, the thin branch impacting against my labia.
 
    
 
   My knees buckled and I curled in on myself, both hands going down between my legs. Oh my God that fucking stung! I sucked in a hard breath of air, whimpering as my body slowly recovered.
 
    
 
   “Nice, but you need to open your legs again,” Carson said. “You’ve got nineteen more strokes coming to your naughty bits.”
 
    
 
   I let out a choked sob.
 
    
 
   “Yep. Just nineteen more.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter21]Chapter 21: Julie’s Analysis
 
    
 
   Julie smiled as I cried out, a fresh orgasm ripped from my body. The massager rubbed against my clitoris frantically, the rubber bulbed tip making the welts of Carson’s switch burn. My feet were in almost as much pain, the flash of searing electricity tightening my arches and curling my toes just as problematic. Then she reached up, grabbed both my nipples, and twisted violently. I jerked like a landed fish, crying out, but there was nowhere for me to go.
 
    
 
   “Did Carson deliver all twenty strokes to your pussy?” Julie demanded.
 
    
 
   “Yes! Oh God! YES!” I whined, panting as the pain radiated up from my boobs. My hips swung frantically, my pussy rubbing up and down on the massager bulb. The waves of sweet ecstasy swirled through my head and I pretty much lost it as Julie let my nipples go and turned down the electricity surging through each foot. I suddenly sagged, exhaustion surging through me as my supply of adrenaline cut out. She looked at me carefully. I hung there, arms drawn up above my head, resting on my knees, back bowed so my belly and breasts were extended forward, chin on my sternum, my hips swinging in slow circles because the massager was still pressed to my clit.
 
    
 
   Julie sat down in front of me and spread her legs. She laid back and slid her fingers between her thighs, digging into the lace panties she wore. My vibrator was there, still buzzing and she grabbed hold of it, pushing her panties to the side, only to begin this slow, sensual masturbatory delight that had me licking my lips and wishing it were me pushing the toy into her. Julie groaned, eyes closed, fucking herself beneath me. My hips twitched, forcing my clit harder against the massager.
 
    
 
   “So, Bre…” Julie said languorously, her hand still working between her legs. “Where did you go after you fucked Carson silly? You were supposed to read that magazine Clint bought you in a public place.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed, trying to collect my thoughts. Where did I go? I thought back. Right. The frat house. Carson had been persuasive after I rode him in the little copse of trees, him on his back, his cock hard and sticking straight up. I’d straddled him, his hands on my red lined breasts, grinding my pussy down and around his shaft…
 
    
 
   “The fraternity house,” I confessed, my hips still grinding against the massager head. Julie gasped and blinked, my monster vibrator still pumping sweetly through her little pink gash. 
 
    
 
   “The frat house?” She demanded. “You weren’t supposed to go there! You were supposed to be humiliated!” 
 
    
 
   “I was!” I groaned. “I had the Penthouse open and was reading it the whole way over! You should have seen the looks I was getting!”
 
    
 
   Her eyes narrowed. “Did you put the panties and stockings back on?” She asked. I nodded. 
 
    
 
   “Yes. Both.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes half closed and she trembled slightly. Then she pulled my vibrator out of her slit and set it aside. Her phone was nearby and she picked it up and tapped a few times. The toy went silent and she stood up. This time though she peeled her panties completely off and kicked them across the room. She went back to the closet. I could hear her rattling around and when she came back out she was holding her steel clover clamps, a length of string, and too my increasing concern, a pair of two pound weights. She knelt in front of me, her knee pressing on the stand holding the massager, which just made the toy dig in even more between my legs.
 
    
 
   “You know what? I’m thinking the frat house may not have been a bad idea, provided they punished you properly. Did they?” She asked, all while squeezing my breast and putting the first clover clamp on my left tit.
 
    
 
   I nodded frantically. “Yes! Yes they did! They sapped me everywhere!” I gushed, pain spiraling up from my nipple. Julie moved to the other side and then my right breast was clamped as well. She tied the string to the silver chain that connected the clamps and then stood, running it up to one of the eyehooks mounted in the ceiling. She had to get a stool to thread it, but when she was done the string dangled down a few feet in front of me. She grabbed the first weight, and while supporting it, tied it to the end of the string.
 
    
 
   “Please Julie!” I babbled. “Really! They punished me! Hard! They took me to my room upstairs, tied me spread-eagled to the bed and arrrrgghghhhh!”
 
    
 
   The weight suddenly dropped two inches as it felt like someone had grabbed hold of both nipples, pinching them hard and pulling. Julie watched as my bosom was dragged almost straight upward, the undersides of my breasts exposed. 
 
    
 
   She came back and picked up the Wartenberg pinwheel and pressed it to the underside of my left breast, running it across the tender flesh. “Oh…” she purred. “I’m sure. Tell me. Tell me everything.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter22]Chapter 22: Streaking
 
    
 
   “You walked across campus dressed like that? Carrying a Penthouse magazine?” Zach asked incredulously as he stared at me in the foyer of the fraternity house. I nodded with a weak smile. I felt… strained. I’d been stared at and at least two boys took pictures of me, so if you see a shot of a redhead girl holding a Penthouse magazine in front of her face, wearing white thigh high stockings, a short blue plaid schoolgirl skirt and a white blouse too small for her tits… well… I’ll let you draw your own conclusions.
 
    
 
   “Okay, so what’s up?” He asked with a smile. “You showing up here, dressed like that, generally means someone is about to get fucked.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip but then rummaged around in my canvas bag. I found the sap and pulled it out. “I need someone to give me twenty strokes with this,” I said simply, handing it to him meaningfully.
 
    
 
   He eyed it conservatively as he took the leather paddle. It was black, highly flexible, and well-worn from repeated impacts on something pink, wet, and soft. “On your pussy?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “And the bottoms of my feet. And breasts. And thighs. And rear.”
 
    
 
   Zach’s eyes widened. “Are you kidding me? That’s either too few strokes or a whole shitload.”
 
    
 
   I grimaced. “The latter?”
 
    
 
   He crossed his arms. “So, how do you want to play this?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “I’ll fuck you after you spank me?”
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “Okay. March that cute little ass of yours upstairs. We’ll do this in your room.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “The fact I have a room at a fraternity dorm is really warped, you know?” I replied as I started up the stairs, the high heels wobbling a bit. Zach followed up behind me and I knew he was looking up my skirt. Hope he was enjoying the thick white panties.
 
    
 
   “What’s with the granny panties?” He suddenly asked. I blushed and turned, looking back down at him.
 
    
 
   “Looking up my skirt now?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   His eyebrow went up. “Bre, everyone can look up your skirt. Hell, you don’t even have to be below it.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, unsure how to reply to that. Finally I went on climbing the stairs. At the second floor I turned left. My room was just a few down on the left. It even had a cute little placard that said “Breanne.” I opened the door, followed by Zach, and entered Barbie’s suite.
 
    
 
   Everything was pink and white. And I mean everything. There was a tiny bureau in the corner, canted to face the center of the room. With four drawers, you’d think I’d be set for clothing, but the entire thing was stuffed with sex toys, costumes, and other bric-a-brac needed to secure the occasional nympho humiliation pain slut to the queen sized bed - which took up most of the floor space in the room. The walls were painted white, but there was pink everywhere. The comforter was pink, though the sheets were white (for bleaching). The bed frame was metal and there were four sets of bondage cuffs secured to it with metal clips. 
 
    
 
   “Want me naked?” I asked, slipping my panties down. I had to catch the vibrator as it slid out, but that didn’t bother me. It was off anyway.
 
    
 
   Zach shook his head. “Leave the skirt, stockings and shirt on,” he said, stepping up to me. His hands came up and he began unbuttoning the front of my blouse until my boobs popped out. “But I do want this open,” he added.
 
    
 
   I laughed. “There your’s. Go for it.” I put the panties and vibrator on the little side table where the lamp lay as Zach managed to get my front open, fondling my welted breasts.
 
    
 
   “I see I’m not first today,” he muttered. I blushed.
 
    
 
   “Um. No. Sorry. But you’ll be the last,” I said.
 
    
 
   He grunted. “You got that right,” he said. “Okay. Down on the bed. Face up. Spread your arms and legs.”
 
    
 
   I grinned, happy with how things were going as I lay back on the bed, my boobs cushioned and held in place by the open shirt, my nipples pointing straight up. I spread my legs and Zach began wrapping the cuffs around my ankles. He pulled the high heels off me too, much to my relief, though he ran a finger across my sole lightly, making me twitch. A minute later my ankles had been pulled to the far corners of the bed. Then Zach came up and did my wrists. Then, to my surprise, he went under the bed and pulled out the two straps meant for my thighs.
 
    
 
   “You don’t have to secure me that tight,” I protested. 
 
    
 
   He gave me an incredulous look. “Twenty strokes to each thigh, each foot, each buttock, each tit, and then to your pussy? And you think I shouldn’t tie you tight?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. Well… when put like that…
 
    
 
   He wrapped the strap under my left thigh, just above my knee and a second later I wouldn’t have been able to close my legs even had I wanted to. He could have pressed a taser to my cunt and I’d have just screamed, unable to thrash, close up, or protect myself.
 
    
 
   Which was exactly what Zach wanted.
 
    
 
   He brushed his brown hair aside and stood up. He was tall and handsome, with a shadow of a beard on his thin chin. God, he’d been such a geek as an underclassman! Now he was a graduate student, a Teaching Fellow, and had really grown. I wondered how many of his female pupils wanted him to fuck their brains out. I sure as hell wanted him to do that to me. Among other things.
 
    
 
   He ran his hand up my body, teased a nipple, and then smiled. “You ready?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Do me!”
 
    
 
   Then he laid the sap between my legs on the bed and to my shock, went to the door.
 
    
 
   “Zach?” I asked, lifting my head. He opened the door and another head peeked into the room. I recognized the face, even if the name didn’t come to me. Dorbin? David? I blinked. He came in.
 
    
 
   “Twenty strokes to her left thigh please. Then fuck her brains out,” Zach said simply.
 
    
 
   The boy whose name I couldn’t remember grinned as I stiffened. He came right up to the bed, grabbed the sap. I braced myself, my entire body tensing. I realized my hips were pumping despite being empty. Then Dorbin (or David) raised the sap and brought it down hard on my thigh.
 
    
 
   I won’t lie. It stung like the dickens. I cried out, not worried about my voice carrying. The sound of a girl in distress in this dorm meant that a nympho humiliation pain slut was getting tortured, and that was a cause for celebration, not concern. David slapped at me again, then put his hand on my thigh, rubbing it. I groaned, then moaned as his hand went to my pussy, cupping my petals, his thumb pressing into the wetness between my legs. Oh my God was I ready. He could have just sunk right in. 
 
    
 
   “Oh please…” I begged. “Fuck me!”
 
    
 
   Dorbin smiled. “After your sapping…” he said, and struck again.
 
    
 
   He alternated thrusts of his thumb, buried deep in my cunt with strong strokes of the sap. Twenty in all and by the time he was done my thigh felt like it had a bad sunburn. But that didn’t matter. His thumb had felt amazing and I was so desperate that he could have demanded another twenty strokes and I’d have agreed. Fortunately he was as eager as I was and he stripped off his pants and boxers, opened the nightstand drawer, pulled out a condom (there were like two hundred in there) and put it on his stiff cock. He climbed up between my legs and buried himself deep.
 
    
 
   My toes curled and I gasped, thrashing beneath him as his weight pressed me into the mattress. It felt so good to get stuffed again, by real cock. I could feel the sensitivity of him rubbing against my leg, but so what?
 
    
 
   He came first which was absolutely brutal. I could feel him stiffen and spurt, filling the condom. He groaned, sighed, and then rolled off me, leaving me wanton and really needy. He stripped off the condom, threw it in the little wastebasket, and then pulled his clothes back on. 
 
    
 
   “Oh god,” I whimpered, realizing what was about to happen. David patted me on the hip. He thanked me, then headed for the door. A new face came in, again familiar, but no name. David (or Dorbin) handed off the sap. The new boy was a blonde, eager, and had bright blue eyes. He rounded the side of the bed, grabbed hold of my right breast, and squeezed until I groaned. My pierced nipple rose up and the padlock jittered. 
 
    
 
   “Now,” he said. “I’m supposed to smack this breast twenty times, as hard as I can. Then I can fuck you.” And with that he raised the sap.
 
    
 
   The flexible leather paddle smacked hard into my nipple and my back arched as I pain exploded at the right side of my chest. He delivered all of his strokes in the space of about twenty seconds and by the time he was done my nipple was rock hard and felt like I’d just dipped it in hot wax followed by running it through a pasta press. I let out a quiet sob and then he dropped the paddle and began undressing. Another condom, another fuck, but this time I came first, much to my relief. I sighed and sank into the mindless bliss of sexual euphoria as he continued to pump, using me until he too exploded. Then it was another exchange. A new face. The sap against the sole of my left foot. Pain and pleasure. Another fuck. Eagerness. Softness and hard. Penetration… fuck… fuck… fuck…
 
    
 
   Two more orgasms later my head rolled to the side and I saw a face I could finally put a name too. Zach stood above me, a warm smile on his lips. He ran a hand down my cheek. “How are you feeling?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I blinked. I felt… fucked. I was stiff, having been tied down to the bed for close to two or three hours. I couldn’t tell. My body felt flayed, but I suspected that was from the beatings I’d gotten. Both feet still burned, as did my thighs and breasts. Even my buttocks had been given a sapping, one leg freed from the bed long enough to twist me over and expose half my ass.
 
    
 
   “It’s you,” I said softly.
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “Yes. It’s me.”
 
    
 
   My voice sounded slurred. “Have you come to hurt me?”
 
    
 
   Zach’s eyes widened. “Yes. Yes. And then I’m going to make you cum.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Okay,” I replied, still brain numb.
 
    
 
   “Really?” He asked curiously.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes. I just need to cum,” I told him.
 
    
 
   “I know,” Zach said. “That’s consistent with you.” He put his hand between my legs and pushed a few fingers into me. I gasped, my hips pumping. “Does that feel good?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I moaned and nodded, eyes closing as he worked his hand against my petals. All sorts of delicious things were happening and I loved every second of it. My chest began heaving as my breathing picked up and soon I was thrusting back against his delving hand.
 
    
 
   “Here it comes, Breanne. Brace yourself,” he said softly. I didn’t even realize what he was telling me until his hand suddenly was withdrawn, the fingers wet and gooey. Then the flexible paddle part of the leather sap slapped hard against my clit and petals, leaving me to stiffen with agony, my legs fighting with the restraints to close, a choked off screech echoing out of my throat. He rubbed me for a moment as the sting faded into a heat and then he went over to the bureau and pulled out a vibrator. He turned it on and pressed it to my clit, rubbing it around in circles until pleasure was the only thing swirling through my mind. As I once again bucked, he pulled it away and let loose another blow that mashed my pussy into its component parts and made my cunt look like roadkill. 
 
    
 
   More vibrator. More rubbing. More strokes. I have no idea how many times he hit me. I lost count. I fought the bindings, squealing and begging, sometimes wanting him to hit me, other times wanting just the vibrator. My pussy burned and every muscle ached as my body tensed and pulsed until finally Zach was above me, naked and taut, thrusting himself into my wetness, pumping with wild abandon. I took his entire length, my sex encapsulating him with soft warmth, drawing him in, milking him, sending both of us into spiraling bliss.
 
    
 
   And yes, Julie. He didn’t need the vibrator after he came. Because I exploded first.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter23]Chapter 23: Julie’s Answer
 
    
 
   “Awww… that’s so sweet!” Julie said as she put down the pinwheel. The underside of my boobs were totally marked with little red dots and felt like tenderized meat. “So you let him smash your clit into jelly and then fuck you before you even got here! I love it!” She gushed. She reached around me and peeled one of the electro stimtabs off my foot. She brought it back around and put it next to my mons, right near the still rumbling head of the massager. I groaned, rubbing myself against the still moving tip. She grabbed the second stimtab and a moment later turned the electricity up, sending a steady beat of current across my clitoris. I jerked, my hips pressing my sex even harder into the massager, as if that were possible. Julie went around the other side and peeled the other set of electrodes off my right foot and these she brought up to my left breast, pressing the sticky squares to either side of the clamped, pulled and drawn up nipple. I groaned as the electricity sent little sharp pinches across my nipple, right beneath the clover clamp.
 
    
 
   Julie sat back down in front of me, spreading her legs wide. This time, without her panties in the way, I could see her slit perfectly, the wet slick folds, the little gaping hole the width of my thumb. Her mouth was slightly open and the tips of her nipples were hard, visible right through the lace robe she wore. I thrust my hips forward and as the electricity seared me, frying my already sensitized and massaged clitoris, I watched as she grabbed my Monster Vibe again. She tapped a few commands into her phone and the foot long plastic monster roared to life. She held it against her clit, watching me with intensity as I writhed before her, tied to the pillar.
 
    
 
   “You know what I love most about you, Breanne?” She asked me, sliding the vibrator into her slit, pumping it almost delicately.
 
    
 
   “What?” I whined, trembling violently.
 
    
 
   “You just keep taking it,” she said. “Long after every other woman I know would have begged me to stop, you just accept it. Even me. Pain. Pleasure. All of it. You are the perfect little fuck slut, you know that? There’s no stopping you. Even now, after what I’ve done to your pussy, you’re still pumping. You still want it. You need to cum, even now.” She let out a soft whimper as her wrist moved between her legs. “I’m trying to decide what to do,” she admitted. “I’m going to cum of course, and part of me wants to untie you and take you to my bed and do sweet wonderful things to you.” She pushed the vibrator in deeply and groaned. “And the other part of me wants to hurt you. I want to fry your clit, watching the pain on your face, the urgency in your eyes. I want you to hate it and love it and want it. I want to get the sap and smash your cute little clit into oblivion before I lick and suck on it. I want to hang another ten pounds on your tits and watch the agony on your face as the clover clamps crush your nipples into jelly. I want to get a massive strap-on and fuck you up the ass while the monster vibe is in your pussy, rumbling at full power.”
 
    
 
   The litany was beautiful and I panted as I stared at her. What a confession! I felt like a priest, floored in the confessional booth, listening to one of his sixteen year old, female parishioners confiding this overwhelming need to have sex with him. I looked past the rumbling of my clit against the massager, the aching hurt in my breasts from where the clamps were crushing my nipples. To the discomfort in my knees and feet from being bound to the pillar. To the sharp agony of the electrical current going through my nipple and across my vibrated clit.
 
   I swallowed and looked at this woman child before me. Her bare little feet were curved, the arches delicate and sweet, wanting me to rub them. Her calves were thin and narrow, her ankles delicate. Her open thighs were white and sweet and smooth and her sex was a beautiful gash of pink and rose, wet and glistening, the white monster vibe sliding in and out. I wanted her just as much as she wanted me.
 
    
 
   “So do both,” I croaked.
 
    
 
   Julie blinked. “What?” she asked. “What did you say?” Her wrist froze, the vibrator half in, half out.
 
    
 
   “Use me,” I whispered. “Sap me, weigh me down, crush my nipples, spank me, fry me. Whatever. Then use me. Satisfy yourself.”
 
    
 
   Julie surged up, the vibrator falling out of her body and she grabbed hold of me. My eyes widened in agony as her hug forced the twine on my nipple clamps to bounce and surge. She held me as I let out a pain wracked sob and then her hips mashed forward, pushing the massager hard against my clit. 
 
    
 
   Her lips came down hard on my mouth and we kissed. I gasped and trembled and then I couldn’t stop it. The orgasm came, surging with the pain and pleasure and sweetness. I cried out, screaming into Julie’s shoulder. Fluids spurted out from around the bulb of the massager, splattering the leather pad beneath me and my lover’s thighs, who only held me tighter, placing her lips near my ear as the waves of orgasmic delight seared my very soul. I heard her, a voice tiny and far away, but passionate and bright. 
 
    
 
   “Oh Breanne. I love you.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter24]Chapter 24: Fingered
 
    
 
   I woke up wet, entangled in a wire, and flashes of the dream I’d just had still echoing in my head. I’d been lying on the floor of limousine, naked except for a pair of high heels that left my toes and arches exposed and wrapped around my ankle like a pair of bondage cuffs. I wasn’t able to see very much because another girl, wearing almost the exact same thing I had on, was straddling my face. In her hands was a whip, a knotted cord folded back to the handle and I stretched my legs wide apart as she was instructed to whip my slit until I managed to lick her to orgasm.
 
    
 
   Quite the dream, huh? So you can understand why the very first thing I did was slide my finger down between my legs. They went right in too. No rubbing necessary. Had a man with a granite like cock been there he could have driven himself deep with a single thrust. That’s how wet I was. Hell, I’m surprised the National Weather Service hadn’t issued a flood warning for Harris County.
 
    
 
   Of course my fingers weren’t the only things in there. A pair of plastic objects nestled in the waters of that sodden swamp. Off, the vibroballs in me were nothing more than a pair of oddities, barely moving as they floated through my nethers. But my other hand traced the wire, through my slippery petals, grazing my clit, along my bikini line, down my smooth thigh, around my knee, until I found the box. It was nothing more than a battery pack, powered by a pair of double A Energizers, and I twisted the little dial until the two submersibles in my sea powered up.
 
    
 
   The vibrations? Oh my God. I swooned. I melted. I bucked. My back arched and my hands went from between my legs to yank up my shirt and pinch my nipples. I twisted the little padlock on my right breast, sending shards of pain through me that only emphasized the delicate little oscillations inside me. One hand went back to my clit, fingers drawing tight circles of wetness and I tensed even more. My body shook with need and I wanted the power turned up. I groped for the controller, with every intention of setting it to maximum, giving myself the relief I needed.
 
    
 
   And my fucking phone rang.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, princess!” Julie’s voice came to me across the ether. I groaned in response as I turned off the vibroballs. My pussy didn’t like that. It contracted in tiny little spasms. There was a momentary pause on the end of the line as she listened to my whimper of despair. “Either I just woke you up from a wet dream, or you’re in the middle of being incredibly naughty,” she said knowingly.
 
    
 
   I grimaced. I hate it when people know me so well. I steeled myself. “What do you want, Julie?”
 
    
 
   She laughed. “Ah. I interrupted coitus. Are you with someone or are you doing yourself?”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Me, my vibroballs, and my fingers,” I said informatively. “And I’m desperate,” I added, hoping she’d take pity on me.
 
    
 
   Julie snorted. “When are you not desperate?”
 
    
 
   “When I’m in your arms,” I replied sweetly. It never helps to suck up, right?
 
    
 
   I heard her laugh. “Ah… you’re so sweet! Except I know you’re trying to wheedle permission to cum out of me.”
 
    
 
   I frowned but didn’t say anything. Sometimes you have to assert your Fifth Amendment right not to incriminate yourself.
 
    
 
   “Since you’re being so nice, I guess I will be too,” she said next.
 
    
 
   I let out the breath I’d been unconsciously holding. She was going to let me cum! Thank God. My fingers started sliding back down between my legs and I shivered when I touched my clit.
 
    
 
   “Today’s toy will be your ben-wa balls. And you can cum as much as you want,” she said.
 
    
 
   I slipped a finger deep and groaned. Oh God yes. She was going to be nice!
 
    
 
   “But you can’t touch yourself. If you want to cum you have to have a stranger’s hand between your legs. Girl or guy, it doesn’t matter.”
 
    
 
   I froze, my finger half inside me, my palm pressed against my clit as my brain tried to process her words.
 
    
 
   “What?” I stammered.
 
    
 
   “Take your fucking hand out of you cunt,” Julie said angrily. I pulled my hand out from between my legs, my finger gooey.  “Now let me repeat myself. You can’t touch your pussy. If you want to cum, it has to be with someone else’s fingers, and it can’t be anyone who has already touched you sexually. You want to cum, then go out somewhere and spread your legs for someone.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. This was… this was… I couldn’t even articulate what it was. It was bad, because it meant public humiliation, desperation, and delayed gratification. I’m never good at delayed gratification. And it was awesome. My God what a turn on! I’d have instantly moistened at the idea if it wasn’t for the fact that I was already running my own version of Noah’s Disaster.
 
    
 
   “Now pull the vibroballs out. Put in your ben-wa balls, and I think you should dress in one of those short, flared skirts Kari bought you. You know, maybe that blue one. I like that one. Every time you sit down it doesn’t cover your ass.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. This was getting worse and worse.
 
    
 
   “And Bre, no panties. I shouldn’t have to tell you that of course, but just in case, make sure your cute little pussy is bare and ready to flash.”
 
    
 
   Now I was feeling a bit surly. “I suppose you want me braless too, wearing that belly button baring crisscross blouse too.”  It was meant to be snarky.
 
    
 
   “Wow! That’s a great idea! Thanks for suggesting it! You’ll look great asking random strangers to stick their hand up your skirt.”
 
    
 
   I groaned and rolled my eyes. “But what about Kari? I’m supposed to work today!”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “That’s your problem. If you aren’t out having orgasms all day I’m fine with that, especially since tomorrow you have a totally new assignment set to go. Remember? The one Master Matt suggested? What was it again? Edging every hour with punishments set for accidental orgasm or if your edges are progressively shorter? So don’t cum today. You don’t have to humiliate yourself. Put in the ben-wa balls and suffer all day.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to say, so I said something mean. “I hate you.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “Oh. I know you don’t mean that. Unless you want a pussy whipping when you get home tonight?”
 
    
 
   My entire lower half tightened and my pussy went into convulsions at that thought.
 
    
 
   “I really hate you,” I said hopefully.
 
    
 
   She chuckled. “Now you’re just trying to get me to punish you. Have fun today!” Then she hung up.
 
    
 
   I groaned and threw the phone. It landed somewhere on the floor of the room with a thud. Slowly I sat up, my lower half churning with need. With a snarl I grabbed the wires that led from the battery pack to the vibroballs and I tugged them out, which was neither helpful nor decent to my state of mind. I fell back in the bed, my pussy now grasping at nothing while I held up two slimy plastic orbs. I tossed them away in frustration where they landed next to my phone. Then I climbed out of bed.
 
    
 
   It took me twenty minutes to feel human, though I had to spend the entire time ignoring the ache between my legs. I showered, brushed my teeth, and did all the other normal things I’m supposed to do, including squirting a half teaspoons worth of grapeseed oil up my ass. Preparation. It’s the only way to conduct yourself. Finally I stood in my bedroom naked and started to get ready for the day.
 
    
 
   The first thing was the ben-wa balls. Nothing more than two silicon covered spheres the size of a golf ball, the ben-wa balls are hollow inside and have a small ringing weight. Diabolical, they roll and chime with every step, but so lightly that they haven’t driven me into an orgasm in years. And yet, I could guarantee that I’d be wet and wanting the entire fucking day. It was torture. That’s what it was.
 
    
 
   Slipping them in was just about as agonizing. Not because it hurt, but because my pussy was finally getting what it wanted, at least for a moment. Penetration is sweet and I laid back on the bed and groaned as I spread my legs and pushed in the balls. Oh my God I wanted to rub myself into orgasm! I grit my teeth and sat up. Discipline, Breanne. Discipline.
 
    
 
   The skirt Julie had ordered me to wear was a problem. The adjectives ninety-nine percent of the population would use to describe the skirt is “too short.” I pulled it up over my bare ass and glanced in the floor length mirror hanging on the back of the closet door. Not good. You could actually see the little half globes of my ass hanging out from under the hem when I turned. I pushed the waistband down lower. Lower. Now my hip bones were visible, but at least my bottom was covered. Or at least it would be until I sat myself down. I sighed. This was not office appropriate, despite what Kari thought.
 
    
 
   Then I grabbed the blouse. It was light blue with dark blue swirls and it matched the skirt nicely. In fact, I would have liked the shirt if there was more of it. Instead it bared my shoulders, hugging my upper arms, only to angle across my chest, covering my breasts. It had a low neckline and the bottom hem angled up toward my sternum. It was elastic, so it held up my boobs like a bra and the material cupped each curve like paint. You could easily see the outline of my piercing and the padlock. I wasn’t dressed like a secretary. I was dressed like a sex kitten. Lastly I put on the shoes, a pair of six inch stilettos that matched the ones I’d been wearing in my dream.
 
    
 
   Dressed, tormented, aching, wanting and yes… fucking cold, I headed out to the kitchen for breakfast, only to encounter my eight year old daughter, who took one look at me and rolled her eyes.
 
    
 
   “What?” I asked surly.
 
    
 
   Rachel looked at me with a skeptical glance. “Mom, don’t you think that’s a little…” she gestured.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. “You know your Aunt Kari,” I muttered.
 
    
 
   Rachel shrugged. “You do look beautiful though,” she said, softening her criticism.
 
    
 
   I sighed.
 
    
 
   An hour later I waved goodbye to my daughter as she headed off to school and I grabbed my coat, a nice felt thing that went down mid-calf, and made my way to the car. The ben-wa balls rolled through my depths like a spelunker looking for treasure and each step was accompanied by a soft ringing sound. It was driving me nuts. I climbed into my Saturn and groaned again as sitting made things worse.
 
    
 
   I needed relief. I checked the time. It was only eight o’clock. I technically had an hour before I had to be at Kari’s office. My brain went into high gear as my Saturn went through first through five and I navigated the roads toward work. I was half-way there when I hauled the wheel to the right and pulled up into a fast food joint. It wasn’t very busy, despite the hour and I wandered in, eyeing not the breakfast buffet, but the other customers. I needed… yes. There. Right there.
 
    
 
   I ordered a hot chocolate and then went back to the dining room. There were four men in a booth on the far side; construction guys from their dress and speech, and while that might have been fun, it was going to get complicated fast. And it would be time consuming. So I went the other direction.
 
    
 
   He was in his mid-fifties, sitting by himself, eating breakfast and reading an actual newspaper. He was kinda cute too, with silvering hair, glasses, and a clean shaven face. He wore a polo and jeans, but his jacket was on the bench beside him. I stepped right on up and he noticed me in about two seconds flat. But that didn’t surprise me. I slipped the jacket off and with what I was wearing everyone in the place had noticed me. Even the conversation from the construction guys had waned.
 
    
 
   “Hi, I’m Breanne. Do you mind if I join you?” I asked brightly. I’ve found men respond better to a pleasant demeanor. He blinked in surprise but then stammered something and gestured across from him. I slid into the bench seat and sipped my chocolate. My sex quivered in anticipation, squeezing the ben-wa balls rhythmically.
 
    
 
   “How are you today?” I asked politely.
 
    
 
   His eyes went straight to my breasts, which I can completely understand because they were rather prominent. My bare midriff and well-rounded boobs were high enough up from the table top that I knew they were the main attractant. I smiled on the off chance he might look at my face.
 
    
 
   “Much better now,” he said with a laugh.
 
    
 
   I took another sip of my hot cocoa, making sure that I used both hands and that my arms pushed on the barely covered curves between. He seemed to like that. I swallowed and then put my cup down. A thousand lines went through my head. Which one to use?
 
    
 
   I cleared my throat nervously. “I know this is going to sound really forward, but would you like to touch me?” I asked. “I’m not wearing panties and I’m desperate to feel someone’s fingers inside me.”
 
    
 
   He blinked, my words clearly not computing. The seconds passed slowly and I smiled again and took another drink.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said suddenly, shaking his head to clear the cobwebs. “What?”
 
    
 
   I leaned forward and gave him a more conspiratorial smile. “I’m not wearing panties and I want you to put your hand up my skirt and slip your fingers through my pussy until I’m cumming,” I said softly.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he asked, straightening up. “Here?” He asked, looking around the dining area.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “I’m desperate. I told you that. But imagine… wouldn’t it feel nice?”
 
    
 
   He spluttered something. “Is this a prank?” He asked suspiciously, looking around for the camera.
 
    
 
   I sighed and shook my head. “No. I’m… look, it's complicated. I do these sex assignments. Today I was told that the only way I can cum is if someone else’s fingers are in me. I can’t do it myself, and I’m…”
 
    
 
   “Desperate. Yes. You mentioned that,” he said. “How do I know you’re on the level?”
 
    
 
   I stared at him, then glanced sideways. If I did it carefully… I reached down, grabbed the left side of my blouse, and hauled it up.
 
    
 
   My boob, heavy, rounded and unpierced, with a silver dollar sized pink nipple, popped out of the material. I took a deep, deep breath as his eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “Is that enough?”
 
    
 
   He barked out a laugh. “Let’s see the other one.”
 
    
 
   I glanced over at the construction workers. They weren’t focused on me, but I could tell that I was getting eyed every few seconds.
 
    
 
   “If I do there might be a party,” I warned him.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “So?”
 
    
 
   I pulled my shirt down for the other side. Now the piercing popped out and my entire boob sat on top of the shirt, unlike my left side which hung below it. I picked up my drink and took another long sip. “Is that enough to get your fingers sliding through my pussy?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He laughed and nodded. I tucked my boobs back into my shirt and then got out of my seat. I rounded the table as he scooted over and I sat down next to him, my heart already starting to pick up and my bare bottom pressed against the plastic seat. He put his hand on my bare leg, just below the hem of my skirt, rubbing lightly and a second later his fingers dipped underneath the material, moving up my leg.
 
    
 
   “Does that feel good?” He asked as my lips came open slightly and I struggled to contain myself. I nodded but spread my legs even more.
 
    
 
   “Go higher,” I whispered. He obliged me and a moment later his fingertips slipped along my petals.
 
    
 
   I wish I could explain to you just what that felt like. It was a thrill that fired up my spine and down into my pussy at the same time. I tightened immediately around the ben-wa balls and my hips began rolling. His hand moved in slow, gliding strokes, gently and with serious intent. In seconds I was in the throes of sweet bliss, rocking my hips and moaning softly. It felt amazing. And then… then he went deep.
 
    
 
   “What do you have inside you?” He asked curiously.
 
    
 
   I gasped as he tapped one. “Ben-wa balls,” I whispered, seeing the metaphorical edge just on the horizon. “They keep me wet and ready,” I told him.
 
    
 
   Then he found my clit. I stiffened as he touched it and I opened my legs even farther, thrusting my hips forward. He drew tiny circles around my clit and then his other hand crossed over, slipped beneath the bottom of my blouse, and found my right nipple.
 
    
 
   And that was all it took. I pressed my lips together as the orgasm hit me like a brick. I shuddered under his fingers, trembling in the bench seat as the climax rocked me to the core. I could feel the wetness dripping from my slit and then I let out a tiny gasp and slumped in my seat.
 
    
 
   “Better?” He asked, just a little flummoxed.
 
    
 
   I nodded, breathless. I felt flustered and wet.
 
    
 
   “You are a very unique girl,” he said quietly. His fingers were still resting in my slit and I reached under my skirt and pulled his hand out. Then, much to his surprise, I licked his fingertips, eyes glittering. Then, well… that’s what napkins are for.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, very, very much,” I told him a moment later. “I feel much better.”
 
    
 
   “Well I would imagine so,” he said. “So do you just go around asking strange men to diddle you?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. “Sometimes it's a little more than that,” I admitted. I glanced down at the silver watch on my wrist. “Is there… um… someplace a little more private where I could reciprocate? Your car maybe?”
 
    
 
   He looked down at his breakfast. “I suppose I’m finished,” he said with interest. I stood up and we both noticed the massive wet spot I’d left on the bench. He gave me a wicked glance and then used some more napkins to clean up the smear. I blushed crimson and then grabbed my coat from the other side of the bench. The construction guys were all watching now, their eyes burning holes through my clothes. I glanced down. My skirt had ridden up, which was why the construction guys were interested. No doubt my ass had been hanging out.
 
    
 
   My partner stood up and gathered his trash, which marked him a bit higher in my book and after he’d thrown his stuff away I put my arm through his and walked him out. He took me to a Buick Lucerne and I climbed in quietly.
 
    
 
   “Where to?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “Your place? A quiet corner of the parking lot? I don’t care.”
 
    
 
   He laughed. “You have the time?”
 
    
 
   I gave him a heavy look. “I pay my debts,” I said and began unbuttoning my coat. As he started the car I shifted and when he looked back down my wet pussy was clearly visible. He seemed to like that.
 
    
 
   Ten minutes later we pulled up at a nice looking house and parked in the garage. I climbed out of his car and followed him in. The place was a bit Spartan, but well apportioned. Very few pictures and I figured him for a divorcee. In the middle of the living room he paused and that was all I needed. It was warm enough.
 
    
 
   “Sit down,” I said softly. He did, landing in the love seat and I tossed my coat to the side. Without music a strip tease isn’t as much fun, but it can certainly still be appealing and I did my very best to swing my hips and grind my ass. The short skirt actually helped and then I was peeling it all off until I was left with just the high heels. My paramour loved every second of it and when I climbed on top of him and pushed my breasts into his face his arms wrapped around me and cupped my bottom. I slid down him and found the button and buckle of his pants. A minute later I had my mouth wrapped around his cock, bobbing and sucking and rubbing as he moaned in a rather impressive imitation of my own orgasm a half hour before.
 
    
 
   Things sort of devolved from there as I accidentally lifted myself up and put a condom on him. Next thing I knew I was pulling the ben-wa balls out of my slit and ramming myself down. His thick cock speared into me and in a burst of wanton disobedience, I came a second time, except instead of some random stranger’s fingers, I had his surging, granite like pillar jammed up deep. We rocked in sweet bliss and then as his fingers dug into my bare breasts, he groaned in satisfaction and I felt him pulse inside me. My chest heaved as I gave him a few more soft swirls of my hips until he softened and then I slid back down his body, pulled off the condom, and began sucking on his limp dick.
 
    
 
   “My God,” he whispered in ecstasy.
 
    
 
   No. Just Breanne.
 
    
 
   Forty minutes later I walked up to Kari’s office door. The lights were on and the office was unlocked. Gingerly, feeling both incredibly guilty as well as tremendously satisfied, I opened the door and stepped in, the ben-wa balls swirling through my happy slit with a soft ring.
 
    
 
   Kari appeared at the end of the hall, a curious look on her face.
 
    
 
   “On the way?” She asked with a clipped tone, echoing my text from earlier. I lifted my hands.
 
    
 
   “I can explain,” I said with a cringe.
 
    
 
   She crossed her arms. “Oh, I’ve already spoken with Julie. I can’t wait to hear your explanation.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. “I uh… got sidetracked.”
 
    
 
   “You’re thirty-five minutes late,” Kari observed.
 
    
 
   I winced. “Well, I had to reciprocate and things just got out of hand,” I said.
 
    
 
   Kari walked down the hall, stopping right in front of me. She looked at my outfit with an appraising eye. “Did you get fingered?” She asked, making it clear that she really had talked to Julie. I nodded.
 
    
 
   Then Kari’s eyes narrowed. “You fucked him, didn’t you?”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “It was an accident! Honestly! I was just going to suck on him but we were alone, at his house and I’d done a strip tease and then things just sort of…” I blurted, but she cut me off.
 
    
 
   “Did. You. Cum?” Kari demanded.
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “Yes, Mistress. Twice. Once with his fingers at the restaurant and the other time riding him.”
 
    
 
   Kari sighed. “Your assignment today stands. You want to cum again, it’s with a stranger’s fingers in your cunt. But your punishment for the unauthorized orgasm is this.” She bent over and opened the drawer of my desk. I groaned as she pulled out a plastic baggie. Inside were my vibrating anal beads. Eight spheres on a cord, each one larger than the next. “On high.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “Kari. On high, with the ben-wa balls too, that will drive me nuts.”
 
    
 
   “Good,” she said. “Maybe you’ll learn not to be late.” She leaned forward. 
 
    
 
   “Please. Please give me a reason to punish you more,” she whispered. “I’ve been wanting to use my sap on your clit for a while now.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “You don’t need a reason,” I said hurriedly, the very idea of my legs wide apart with Kari slapping my soft bits with the little leather paddle a definite turn on.
 
   She turned and headed back to her office. “This time, I will. Since there will be an audience and if you’re going to be punished you’ll deserve it.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Audience?
 
    
 
   “Now put those goddamn beads in your ass,” she ordered. Then she turned down the hall and went toward her art room.
 
    
 
   I stood there in the lobby of her office, flabbergasted. My pussy was wet and tingling and I felt a fresh urge, a new need blossoming within me. I lifted up the front of my skirt for half a second, exposing my swollen clit. Fingers. Anal Beads. Ben-wa balls. An audience? What was my world coming to? I snatched the beads off my desk and marched to the back.
 
    
 
   Fingers. Sigh.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter25]Chapter 25: Scrumptious
 
    
 
   I sat down at the small desk and groaned as nine inches of solid rubber slid another three inches deeper into my slit. I could feel the back of the mini skirt rise as I bent in half, the black lace thong that had been holding in the Husky dildo damp and sticky. I opened the small laptop and went to work, trying to focus on Kari’s emails, setting up lunch meetings, artifact hunting, and consults. It was mind-boggling the amount of networking that went on in my best friend’s life. I was trying to straighten it all out, expanding her ability to keep things focused. Thank God for computer software. Kari lived by her appointment book and she’d only resisted a little when I’d set up an appointment calendar on her phone that let both of us see exactly what she was doing when and where; at the exact same time. It had kept us from killing each other. Or from me being fired.
 
    
 
   Still, I wanted to get through it because Kari had made it clear that if I were done with my work I could keep busy by doing some writing. So by eight-forty that morning I’d finished getting the preliminary stuff done and was working on another one of my tales. The Husky dildo was sitting nice and quiet inside me and while very wet, I was managing to handle things. Perhaps with it being Friday I could actually have a day where I could get some writing accomplished instead of giving into the sexual torment Kari had inflicted upon me practically every day since I’d started.
 
    
 
   At first I figured I’d be more like a secretary than personal assistant, but Kari has been gradually dragging me into her world. I was learning terminology like “window treatments” and “art deco” and “Victorian” and even beginning to understand some of the shades she used when describing colors. For example, the ridiculously transparent blouse I was wearing could more accurately be referred to as “seashell” which seems rather odd to me since I’ve only beachcombed on Galveston Island and those shells are usually smashed and broken bits of black-encrusted crap. Another word to describe the blouse that I was wearing was “translucent,” or as Kari would call it, “diaphanous.” Which is why the bra I was wearing, a black lace number that tightly brought my breasts together and happened to match the thong I had crawling up my ass, was pretty much visible right through the shirt.
 
    
 
   I can’t even begin to tell you how humiliated such an outfit made me feel. The idea of sitting there at that desk, waiting for someone to come in and find me…
 
    
 
   The door opened and Kari walked in. Red suit coat, charcoal gray skirt coming down to almost her knee, pearl colored blouse. Red dangling earrings and a ruby encrusted, gold lapel pin wrought in the shape of a rose. She smelled like the flower too, the scent of flower petals strong. Me? Personally? I go with fruit scents. I’ve always thought that cute girls like me do better as edibles. Kari? She’s the kind of girl you put on a pedestal to worship like some sort of goddess. I’m the sort of girl you bend over the pedestal, flipping up her skirt to fuck her repeatedly while she makes little whimpering sounds of pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Well,” said Kari politely. “Don’t you look scrumptious!”
 
    
 
   My mouth moved before my brain could stop it. “No. I look like a whore.”
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “No prostitute ever looked as good as you do, Bre.” She leaned down and kissed me. Not on the cheek or the top of the head, but right on the lips. I could taste her lipstick when she straightened, a look of delight on her face. “Let me put my stuff up and we can discuss today’s schedule.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “It’s an easy one. You’ve only got one…” I started to say but she was off, sweeping down the hall to her office.
 
    
 
   “In a moment!” She said.
 
    
 
   I sighed and went back to typing.
 
    
 
   Within forty seconds of her being in her office she was on the phone talking to someone. I ignored her conversation until she swept back into the little lobby at the front of her office. She set down a small bag on my desk and I looked up in consternation. There wasn’t enough room for the laptop, a mouse, and her stupid bag.
 
    
 
   “No, Charles, I am not ready to provide a bid at this time. I told you it would be at least a week, perhaps two. Matching that style is not exactly easy. It’s not even definable.” She paused and began opening up the bag, listening to whatever was being said. Her fingers pulled out an object I instantly recognized and I stiffened as she set the TENS Unit controller on the table.
 
    
 
   “No. The pictures are fine. She did a good job. The issue is esoteric and I know the cost is…” she started to say. Her eyes met mine and she grinned, rolling her eyes. She jammed the phone between her sharp jawline and her shoulder and used both hands to pull a plastic wrapped baggie free. Inside were a pair of electrostim tabs, the kind used by medical doctors to send electric current through muscle and dermis tissue as a sort of therapy. She unsealed the bag and pulled out the sheet of plastic to which the sticky pads were attached.
 
    
 
   I dreaded to think about where those things were about to go. Still, at least we weren’t talking clamps. I had no doubt a pair of electro clamps were in some drawer back in her art room, so I wasn’t about to object. Kari freed the first tab from the plastic, then reached down and pulled the front of my shirt outward. I let out a soft chirp at the indignity of it and then her hand was digging into my bra. I felt the cold and somewhat tacky touch of the electrostim against the side of my right breast and then Kari did it again on the inside curve of my boob. My nipple was now between the two tabs. She was in the process of doing similar things to my left side when she finally spoke again.
 
    
 
   “I’ll see what I can do, but I already spoke to my supplier and he’s still looking for pieces. Have you tried the actual artist?” Kari asked, pushing the final stim tab in place. I sat there, a slow level of panic rising in my heart, making my stomach clench into knots and forcing both an elevated heart rate and some heavy breathing. She began running the wires down my shirt, out through the bottom, plugging them in.
 
    
 
   “Breanne? Well yes. Alright. Yes. Thank you. I will pass that along,” she said with a laugh, inserting the metal tabs of both wires into the appropriate female receptacles on the TENS Unit itself. “Oh no. I’m sure she’ll be shocked,” Kari assured the person on the other line, looking down at me. “Absolutely electrified at the offer.”
 
    
 
   Now that got my curiosity going. I’d already guessed she was talking to Charles Ransom, the man I’d sort of accidentally on purpose fucked two weeks earlier. Kari grinned, finished with the wires, and then began pressing buttons. The pattern was set to beat and I braced myself. There were ten levels and I could handle the first six with varying degrees of “not-screaming”. After that it was a free for all. Kari pushed the dial and I felt the first surge of electricity across my left nipple, the light convulsion of my skin and muscles reacting to the current. Level 1. Thank God. It felt like someone had come up and briefly laid a finger on the tip of my breast.
 
    
 
   Then she matched it on the other side.
 
    
 
   As far as stimulation goes, it wasn’t much. Clothespins would have set me on edge much faster. The TENS Unit was barely doing anything and the feather light taps didn’t add more than a barely noticeable edge to the fact that I was still stuffed and bouncing on nine inches of rubber. Kari said goodbye and then hung up.
 
    
 
   “There. That’s nice. Isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   It was… distracting. I’m something of a holistic girl when it comes to sex. Sure, I’ll cum if you’re just focusing on my clit. But to really push me over an edge it’s best to come at me from multiple angles. Abuse my nipples at the same time you’re clamping my clit. Spank my bottom at the same time you’re sliding something inside me. Cane the bottoms of my feet while grinding me on a vibrator. Those kind of things I respond rather well too. In fact, some of the mistresses at the Society have made the comment that they can push me into extremes, taking all sorts of abuses provided that something sexual is going on at the same time. But Kari knew all that years ago. But she’s also a master (or mistress) of torment. This… sensation… as light as it was, still quantified as something that would eventually drive me banana crackers.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay,” I replied. “Who was on the phone?”
 
    
 
   Kari chuckled. “Your lover, Charles. He wanted to know our progress.”
 
    
 
   I gave her a blank look. I hadn’t been involved with Ransom’s progress after I’d um… taken care of the uh… pictures. Yeah. Right. Pictures.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “He’s being pushed, so he’s pushing,” she said simply. 
 
    
 
   I blinked. “And what about the electrifying offer?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “He wants to ask you out on a date. He seems to think you might be interested in seeing his place.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. Of course.
 
    
 
   Kari brightened. “Well, I know you’re working, so enjoy yourself,” she said. Then she headed back to her office.
 
    
 
   “Wait! That’s it?” I demanded, half twisting in my seat, the lace of my bra stark in contrast against the diaphanous material of my blouse. 
 
    
 
   She pirouetted. “For now!” she exclaimed in delight, spinning back to the front and disappearing around the corner, heading toward her art room. I shook my head and let out an explosive breath. Wait and see huh? Okay….
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter26]Chapter 26: Shocking
 
    
 
   At ten o’clock Kari emerged from the art room and came back to me in the lobby. I was still typing away and only vaguely acknowledged her presence until she picked up the TENS Unit still sitting beside me. I looked up, instantly tensing. Was the shock coming? Was she going to turn it up now? I braced myself for the acute sensation of Level five, which I can only describe as the feeling of someone jamming a sharp but rather thick spike through the tip of my breast. And on the “beat” setting, that pain would come every single second. But it didn’t appear. Instead she raised the level from one to two, then set the remote down with a smile.
 
    
 
   The increase in power that sparked at the tip of each breast still wasn’t anything to concern me. If level one was someone touching my nipples with a feather then level 2 was the light tap of a finger. Of course I could discern the difference and my pussy tightened rhythmically around the Husky dildo inside me. But it wasn’t that bad. Right?
 
    
 
   As I turned back to my writing and the occasional email I wondered if this was setting a pattern. Would she come back every hour? At eleven o’clock I had my answer as Kari emerged once more from her sanctum and came out. I watched her warily as she again picked up the TENS Unit control box and turned each of the two dials up another notch. Level three. How to describe it? Flicking. Actually flicks. Not super hard, painful ones, but simple, non-aggressive flicks. Imagine me standing in front of you, fingers interlaced behind my neck, my bare breasts hanging before you like two tempting targets. Oh… and imagine that my right nipple isn’t pierced or decorated with a stupid padlock. Now lift both hands. Place your forefinger against your thumb and tension, so that at the proper moment your forefinger goes flicking forward. Position both hands at the tips of my breasts. Aim… and flick.
 
    
 
   That’s what it felt like and that was when the TENS Unit actually became a concern. If she was turning up the level each hour I was in trouble. I was scheduled to work until four in the afternoon. At best that meant enduring level six for an hour, along with levels five and four before that. I trembled at the thought. Five was about all I was really capable of handling without gnawing off my own knuckle. I sat there, trying to adjust to the sensation of fingers flicking at my nipples, bouncing even more rigorously on the Husky dildo. Would Kari really torture me for an hour on a level that would have me screaming and clutching at my bosom? I had to think of a way out.
 
    
 
   Kari invariably takes me out to lunch and that day was no exception. At noon she came up to me, casually turned up the TENS Unit to level four, and as I gasped and trembled, she pulled me up from my seat and slipped a canvas bag over my shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Here, you can carry the TENS Unit in this,” she told me. My sex contracted tightly around the Husky dildo, which slid halfway out of my pussy before the thong’s elasticity brought it to a halt. I groaned, reaching behind me with one hand to try to pull my skirt back down.
 
    
 
   “Please Kari, let’s order something,” I begged. “I don’t want to be seen like this in public.” Kari’s eyebrow went up.
 
    
 
   “I know that. I want you to be seen in public like that,” she said simply. “How does the electricity feel?”
 
    
 
   How did it feel? Really? It felt like every second she was reaching up and giving each nipple a deliciously hard pinch. Gone was the flicking of the last hour. My nipples were already sensitized and the increase in power was not making things easy. Level three had practically driven me crazy. Distracting as hell, the non-stop flicks had made writing practically impossible. Now? At level four? My boobs were actually hurting. Not badly of course. But enough that I was tight as a drum.
 
    
 
   Kari leaned close. “I love it when you’ve got that expression on your face,” she said breathlessly. Her eyes were bright and I could tell that seeing me like this was arousing her. Clearly I had no option and I shrugged the bag over my shoulder and took a deep breath. It didn’t help the pulsing discomfort at the tip of each breast. With one arm casually draped across my electrified bosom, I followed her out and got in the car with her.
 
    
 
   We met Julie for lunch. What a nice surprise. Two women who wanted to hurt and fuck me.
 
    
 
   “My goodness Kari! I love her outfit!” Julie gushed, eyes bright when she saw me walk up. I was blushing crimson, already attracting attention from a number of male diners who had immediately taken notice of our little trio. Honestly I didn’t blame them. You had the tall blond goddess who dressed like she owned the place, the narrowly thin but adorably cute and pretty brunette who looked like the kind of girl that you could take back to your place and seduce with a bottle of merlot and some expensive dark chocolate. And lastly, there was this precious little redhead, who wasn’t as pretty as the other too in the face, but was the one oozing sexual need. The tight little black mini skirt that barely covered her ass, the see through shirt and the black underwear? Hell yeah. I knew which of the three of us would be approached at the bar first. There is a reason low hanging fruit gets picked first.
 
    
 
   But we didn’t go to a bar. We were at one of Kari’s favorite restaurants and we were seated in a semi-private corner. Julie and Kari exchanged small talk about the Society while the waitress took our orders, but then the moment we had some privacy, the conversation turned to something much more personally related. Me.
 
    
 
   “She’s currently on level four,” Kari was telling Julie. “I have every intention of pushing her all the way.”
 
    
 
   Julie grinned and sipped at the glass of wine in front of her. “Are you going to go to level seven at the end?” She asked curiously.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Maybe for a few minutes. I’m not sure. What would you do?”
 
    
 
   Julie put down her glass. “Kari, I’ve had her on level ten. She screamed like a banshee!”
 
    
 
   I blushed. But then Julie shook her head. “But you’re in an office building. I had her in my car, in an empty parking lot.”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “There’s one of those outside,” she reminded Julie. And me. I swallowed hard.
 
    
 
   Julie smiled. “She’s going to ask for relief you know. Once you get her to five. She won’t be able to take it for a full hour.”
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyebrow went up and then she nodded. “You’re probably right. I might need to offer an option.” She looked at me directly. “So what should it be Bre? What would you be willing to do in order to spare your nipples level six?”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Oh God I hate these kinds of questions. I stammered something as I racked my brains. “Um…” I said intelligibly. “Uh… I’ll um…”
 
    
 
   “Wear the thrusting anal vibe in your ass every day next week?” Offered Julie with a grin.
 
    
 
   Kari looked over at my younger dominatrix and grinned. “Oooh. That’s a good one.”
 
    
 
   Julie nodded with a smug smile. “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   “Or perhaps the chastity belt, except instead of chastity we’ll set all three vibrators to maximum and not give you a way to turn them off?” Kari asked.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. That… sounded like fun but I knew better. I’ve worn the chastity belt before. The three vibrators would be in my ass, sex, and pressed against my clit. I’d go nuts. And not being able to turn them off. At all? For a week? I’d be a drooling, shaking imbecile. Then my eyes narrowed.
 
    
 
   “You couldn’t do that to me. I’ll have to go home at some point,” I said in a frightened whisper. Kari’s eyes narrowed and she leaned forward.
 
    
 
   “You’re right. But what I’d really do is stuff you with those vibrators and not turn them on. For a whole week. No orgasms. At all. Just mind numbing arousal.”
 
    
 
   Uh... oh. No thank you?
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “Oh no, I think our Breanne needs something more intense for failing to endure the electricity,” she said to Kari. I cringed at the thought. Do you have any idea what it’s like sitting at a table between two people who are discussing how best to torture you? All while your nipples are still getting the equivalent of someone pinching them hard every second?
 
    
 
   Kari studied me for a moment. “Focus,” she said simply. “If you fail to handle the TENS unit, then next week both Julie and I will use and abuse only one part of your body; your clit. Every orgasm you have will be clitoral,” Kari said, leaning forward. “Every agony you feel will be from that tiny point.” I quickly shot a glance over at Julie. She didn’t look surprised or even eager which told me everything I needed to know. They were in collusion. This was a setup. They’d decided long before lunch.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, trying to decide. “What if I don’t like that idea?”
 
    
 
   Julie let out a laugh. “Oh princess, that’s too bad. We already agreed to it. That’s the punishment for failing to handle the electricity.” She put a hand on my lap and wormed her fingers up under my skirt. I wriggled but she found my clit anyway. “And I for one, have got a hundred idea on absolutely vicious, cruel, terrible things I’m going to do to this little spot.”
 
    
 
   “And…” Kari added. “If you ask for relief on the TENS Unit today, you’ll also spend the remainder of your work time on the punishment frame in the supply closet.”
 
    
 
   I frowned. “I won’t get any work done.” The frame in the supply closet meant being tied up, my legs forced open wide, while either a massive mechanical dildo was repeatedly pushed into my body, or a massager went to work on that same little nub they were threatening to torment all next week.
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged. “The knowledge that my personal assistant is hanging naked from the wrists, her legs spread open and waiting, will more than make up for a few late answered emails,” she assured me. “Now, here comes the food. Be a good girl and enjoy the last twenty minutes on level four. Julie will be turning it up before we leave.”
 
    
 
   We ate. For me it was difficult because the two dominatrixes with me talked mostly about sexual things. Sara and Alissa from the Society, the changes Mistress Isobel was implementing. Tormenting me. Robert. Hell, Kari asked Julie if both of us could come over sometime in January for a milking session on her husband! Julie readily agreed and the knowledge that I’d be there, riding that poor man through God only knows how many orgasms, made me desperately wet. So wet that Julie’s finger was starting to have an effect on me. I was mewling quietly, my hips rocking as she rubbed.
 
    
 
   “Do you need to cum?” Kari asked at one point, noticing my breathing. My head bobbed up and down urgently.
 
    
 
   “Yes mistress,” I whispered, my body tense. Julie’s finger suddenly start wriggling between my legs, digging deeper, along the edge of the Husky dildo still buried in my slit. She’d left her hand between my legs for most of the meal, slipped into the front of my panties, rubbing my clit and petals, even trying to wiggle the Husky dildo still stuck inside me. I gasped, stiffening, my hips beginning to thrust back and forth as need washed over me. A low moan came from my mouth and I hear Kari say, “I think now would be a good time.”
 
    
 
   Julie’s finger continued working between my legs and I began to bounce, trying to get the Husky dildo to do something. Since I was jammed between Julie and the wall of the booth, I wasn’t worried about being seen unless the waitress came right back up to us. I slid my bottom forward so that my own weight wasn’t holding the phallus in.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Julie whispered in my ear. “Take it and pump it,” she urged.
 
    
 
   My hand went down between my legs and I pushed it into my panties, right next to hers, except I went a little lower. Even as her nails pinched my clit I grabbed the base of the Husky dildo, drew it out a few inches and then began to frantically ram it back in. My lace thong stretched and I wriggled my ass as Julie pushed it down my thighs. I felt the scratchy elastic against my bare bottom and then my panties were around my knees. The thick phallus came out almost all the way and then I pushed it back into myself hard, a soft sigh of absolute pleasure surging through me. The sensation of the pinching to both nipples finally melded into absolute sexual mayhem and I quivered as the pressure built inside me to almost explosive proportions.  Through half closed eyes I watched as Kari smiled wickedly across the table from me. Then she nodded.
 
    
 
   Julie turned up the TENS Unit to level five. The tight, sharp pinches that had been delivered to my breasts every second over the last fifty minutes suddenly became something else. Now it was spikes. Cold, hard spikes being driven through my nipples. The pain made me gasp and I almost cried out, surrounding be damned. My entire body shuddered as my loins tightened and then I felt Julie’s nails against my clit again and that was it. I couldn’t take it. I pumped the Husky dildo frantically, the full nine inches of thick rubber going deep.
 
    
 
   The explosion itself was somewhat anticlimactic, since I bit my left knuckle and muffled my own cries of pleasure until all that was left was the jelly between my ears, the gooey swamp between my legs and the agonizing bite of the electricity perforating the tips of my breasts every second. I started to fall forward, but Julie caught me.
 
    
 
   “Easy now,” she said, keeping me from a concussion. I groaned.
 
    
 
   “So, so sweet,” breathed Kari.
 
    
 
   “And she’ll been even better in an hour,” Julie said. “When she’s getting tortured.”
 
    
 
   I took a shuddering breath. Focus Bre. You can do it. Deny them they’re fun. You can make it.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “Absolutely.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, just one thing going through my mind. 
 
    
 
   Don’t let Kari and Julie win.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter27]Chapter 27: Desperation
 
    
 
   “I give up. Kari wins. Can’t take anymore,” I typed into the phone, sending the message off on my twitter feed. It was just fifteen minutes until three o’clock and the idea of level six on the TENS Unit was just too much. I think they knew this. But I was done. We’d gotten back from the restaurant just ten minutes before and Kari had again disappeared into her office. I sat down and burned.
 
    
 
   I stood up, trembling. It wasn’t a sexual need, that’s for damn sure. It was all about the pain. At the tips of my breasts I could still feel the agonizing jolt of electricity burning from one side of my nipples to the other and I needed a break. Carefully I padded back to Kari’s office to beg and discovered she wasn’t in there. Then I swung by her art room. It too was unoccupied. She wasn’t in the kitchen, so I ducked into the conference room. Where the hell was she?
 
    
 
   There was only one place left and with a growing sense of dread I went to the last door in the hall, the one that led to the small supply closet that had been cleaned out. I opened the door and there she was, waiting for me, a stony grin on her face. I blushed crimson as she smiled knowingly.
 
    
 
   “Strip,” she ordered immediately. I nodded, peeling off the mini-skirt and unbuttoning my shirt. I had to keep the canvas bag by me as well since the TENS Unit controller was in there, the white wires going up to my chest. I stood before her in nothing but my high heels, the black lace panties and matching bra, she held out the pair of black bondage cuffs. I held out my wrists obediently, since this wasn’t my first time riding Kari’s new “punishment” frame. Kari clipped the two cuffs together and then pushed me backward against the frame itself. Lifting my hands she attached it to the overhead clip, slipped her foot between my legs, and then began pumping the pedal. In seconds I was on tiptoe. Her hands came up and she yanked my panties downward, the lace curling in a roll as it was tugged earthward. The nine inch Husky Dildo came out immediately as well and she caught it, setting its wet length aside. We fought for just a moment as Kari removed my thong, pulling it free of my high heels. She brought up the spreaders, two foam padded steel bars that caught me mid-thigh and forced me into the splits, knees bent, the toes of my feet almost hitting the wall on either side of me.
 
    
 
   I groaned as she ran a finger through my exposed pussy, pinching, pulling and playing with my dripping petals and I had to admit that if she’d been doing this to me from the moment we’d gotten back, I might have been willing to hold on longer. The problem was I still had the TENS Unit attached to my boobs. Shooting pains came from the tips of my breasts, leaving me in panting agony. She stroked and caressed the sweet pink softness between my legs until my chest heaved and the need for another orgasm began to overwhelm me.
 
    
 
   “Please Kari!” I whispered. She grinned, eyes bright, mouth parted open. She nodded at my writhing body and then plucked one of the vibrating clamps off the shelf. She attached it to my clit and turned it on. I gasped, hips twitching violently. Kari took a step back and to my astonishment I watched as she unzipped the side of her skirt. It fell and she stepped out of it, revealing a pair of purple colored panties that looked similar to mine; all lace and mesh. I could see she that her actually sex was shaved and a small, well-trimmed triangle rested above her clit.
 
    
 
   “Oh Bre,” Kari hummed. “This is how I love you,” she whispered. Her fingers slid into her panties and I watched, twitching with pain and need, as she began rubbing herself. Her sweet hips began grinding and I saw her petals glisten. Kari panted, moaning as she fingered herself and as I grit my teeth and suffered, her eyes locked onto my breasts, still enduring the burning cruelty of level six, hot needles being constantly stuck through my nipples. Her fingers swirled and then she pushed one in deep and that was enough. Her mouth opened in a soundless cry and Kari Anders, dominatrix, sex goddess, beauty, lover and boss, exploded wetly.
 
    
 
   My breasts hurt. My clit throbbed from the vibrating clamp that hung from it. One shoe had fallen off, leaving my right sole exposed. Kari straightened slowly, the look of exquisite satisfaction on her face. I’d worn that expression any number of times myself. In fact, I needed it right then and there.
 
    
 
   “Please, Kari?” I begged her. “Please?”
 
    
 
   She glanced down at her watch. She sighed in satisfaction. Her hand came out and stroked my face. “Do you know what I love more than watching you cum?” She asked quietly.
 
    
 
   I whimpered, shaking on the punishment frame. I shook my head, tears beading up in my eyes.
 
    
 
   She leaned forward and kissed me hard on the mouth, her hand sliding down my body, coming to rest between my legs, twisting the clit clamp back and forth like a dial, sending shocks up through me. I cried out, lifting myself up, tensing, wanting, needing. Then she let go and stepped back, leaning against the wall, arms crossing with a self-satisfied smirk on her face.
 
    
 
   “Watching you suffer.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter28]Chapter 28: The Society of the Golden Rose
 
    
 
   Julie parked her car in the lot and gave me an eager grin, her eyes going down to the flash of bare skin where my duster hadn’t closed. She reached over and put her hand in my lap, fingers digging in between my thighs. I groaned as she touched my petals, nails grazing the soft folds until she found the wire that led to the vibroballs, two plastic encased motors that were, at that very moment, rumbling around inside me.
 
    
 
   “You look fantastic!” She complimented me.
 
    
 
   I gave her one of those disbelieving looks. “I’m wearing stripper shoes, black leather bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles, a matching collar and belt, clover clamps with a chain on my nipples, and a blue denim duster, making me look like a flasher,” I replied succinctly. “And you’ve made me keep the coat open on the entire drive here.” I remembered the look of appreciation given by this one truck driver who had then tried to wreck his rig while trying to take a picture of the exposed bondage slut in the car driving next to him.
 
    
 
   “Yep!” She immediately agreed. “You look great!” She climbed out of the car and came around to my side. She opened the door and I felt a blast of cool air. I knew better than to close my coat though. Instead I took her offered hand and felt her pull me out. The duster settled around me, my front exposed. The controller to the vibroballs was stuck into my inside pocket and the wires grazed my hip.
 
    
 
   Julie took my arm and led me forward toward the warehouse. We were in the industrial area just south of downtown Houston proper, near Rice Village. The Society of the Golden Rose had rented one of the smaller expanses and I climbed up a set of concrete steps to a glass door, which was unlocked. The tiny lobby was reminiscent of Kari’s office. A small desk stood in one corner and sitting there was a beautiful woman with brunette hair, wearing a turtleneck sweater and black skirt.
 
    
 
   “Hello, Julie!” She exclaimed with delight, then her eyes swept up and down my body, enjoying the sight of the steel clover clamps hanging from my nipples, taking in the moist petals of my shaven sex. “And our self-proclaimed nympho humiliation pain slut. Good evening, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I bowed my head respectfully. “Good evening Mistress Lucille.” I don’t care for Lucille very much. She was one of the hold overs from the early days of the Society, when Kari and I had wrested it away from a sadistic bitch named Mistress Ellen. Lucille had come over with the rest, but she’d always been sympathetic to the old school. Kari had always kept an eye on Lucille and I presumed Mistress Isobel was now doing it.
 
    
 
   “Guard duty?” Julie asked sympathetically. Lucille nodded, but then shrugged. 
 
   “Someone has to do it.” She waved us on and Julie, who was friends with everyone, pulled me down the hall. On my right we passed the small kitchenette, and then the bathroom. The hall ended in a massive room, easily big enough to fit a hundred or so people. It was lit with industrial fluorescent lights and the walls were concrete blocks. You’d expect the floor to match, but instead thick carpet had been laid. 
 
    
 
   The closest area of the room had been set up in stations and there were women everywhere. Half of them were dressed in the most elaborate costumes one could imagine, from fancy dresses to black leather. The only thing consistent across the spectrum was that each well-dressed woman had another girl beside her, naked, wearing practically the same thing I was, minus the coat of course, kneeling in submissive obedience.
 
    
 
   Welcome to the Society of the Golden Rose, Houston’s premier lesbian social club. Membership is by invitation only, the dues are outrageous and you must already have your very own submissive on a chain. One you’re willing to share.
 
    
 
   I shrugged out of my coat and Julie took it from me, hanging it up on the coat rack stationed by the entryway. The moment we got on the carpet and I was deprived of the single article of clothing I’d been allowed, Julie helped me remove the vibroballs, making me lick them clean before tucking them away in one of my duster’s pockets. The clover clamps that I’d worn on the way over were removed and Julie put them in her purse. She motioned me down and I got on my knees, crawling after her obediently, like a little puppy dog.
 
    
 
   The ladies of the Society are all well-to-do women. Half of it is social networking, helping others get ahead. Sort of like one of those secret men’s societies; the Masons, or Skull and Bones. The other half is perverted orgy, mostly lesbian orgy. During meetings men are not allowed and while I’d say that most of the women are strict lesbians, there are a few - mostly the submissives like me, who are bi-sexual. 
 
    
 
   The place was already humming. 
 
    
 
   Beside the bondage cuffs, high heels, and collars, there was one other thing that I shared in common with the other submissives. You could see it on each one of us as we greeted each other. Every girl had at least one piercing; the right nipple. A solid gold hoop had been pushed through each submissive’s right teat, a decent hanger for the small, charm-sized padlock that was the mark of the Society. My own had been given to me by Kari before she’d married Robert. It had been a very big change in my life, going from occasional submissive to dedicated sexual slave, though Kari had changed that when she took over the society. Three years later, right before she’d married Robert she’d given the Society to Isobel, a personal friend, as matron and I’d been released from servitude, only to offer myself up to Julie. Talk about an emotional night!
 
    
 
   Julie took me out onto the floor and she made a beeline for one of the few Mistresses that wasn’t deep in conversation. I struggled to keep my face impassive. Margaret and her submissive Lisa are at the very fringe of the Society, their emphasis on puppy play. As usual Lisa was panting and barking, a full sized furry tail waving above her ass. I knew that it was connected to an uncomfortably thick anal plug, but Lisa never complained. In fact, Lisa didn’t talk. Unless you had a tail in your ass too, and were down on all fours with her, pretending to be a fellow bitch, the best you’d get from her was a welcoming whine. 
 
    
 
   It also precluded the normal greeting procedure between submissives at Society meetings. Lisa barked once with a big smile and then crawled over to me, sniffing at my shoulder before circling around to my backside. I braced myself as she stuck her nose up between my buttocks.
 
    
 
   Julie giggled. “Lean forward like a good girl, Bre. Let Lisa have a little taste.” 
 
    
 
   I stifled my protest and instead took a deep breath. Tipping forward I went down on my elbows and stuck my bottom up high. Sure enough Lisa pushed her face in between my thighs and I felt her tongue lap at my pussy. Admittedly it felt good, but I still felt sort of disconcerted. Lisa is tough to deal with because I don’t understand her fascination with the whole puppy dog play thing. 
 
    
 
   “Good evening, Julie,” Margaret said, her normal glass of wine clutched in fingers. “Breanne is looking fine.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” Julie replied. “I appreciate that. Actually I needed to talk to you about setting up something of a play date. One of the Breanne’s online doms is pushing for a trip to the kennel, and you know what that means…” her voice trailed off as Margaret shrugged. 
 
    
 
   “I can ask David Keller to call you if you’d like.”
 
    
 
   Julie nodded. “Yes. This will be full service of course. Breeding and everything.”
 
    
 
   My ears burned. Damn. I thought she’d forgotten about that little punishment. I sighed as Lisa continued to lick at my sex. Her tongue found my clit and I gasped, raising my bottom up just a little more. 
 
    
 
   “I think Breanne is well-suited to it. You know Lisa is going three days a week now, right?”
 
    
 
   I moaned, quivering as Lisa slurped my clit into her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Really? Three days? My goodness. Aren’t you missing her?”
 
    
 
   Margaret laughed. “Hardly. I drop her off on my way to work and pick her up again on my way home.”
 
    
 
   Julie smiled. “Well, that just means it will be easy to get the girls together for this. We’ll have to sit down and hammer out the details. Maybe a lunch date sometime?”
 
    
 
   Margaret waved and took another sip of her beverage. “Of course, dear. Anytime.”
 
    
 
   And then Julie moved on. For a second I didn’t follow, too wrapped up in Lisa’s pleasuring, but a snap from Julie’s fingers forced me to pull away from the puppy girl licking me and I looked back to see her wet cheeks glistening under bright and happy eyes.
 
    
 
   Weirdo.
 
    
 
   Our next stop was Mistress Sara, another old time friend of Kari’s. Sara is an attorney and the only other redhead in the Society, though she is also dedicated lesbian and dominatrix. It had been to Sara that Kari and I had taken Alissa, a twenty something year old girl who’d been abused by one of the former mistresses of the Society. Again, long story and one I’ve told before, but while it had been intended to be a temporary thing, Sara and Alissa had bound and now I crawled straight up to the stunning, long haired girl who knelt naked next to her mistress. Alissa’s hair was straight and a light brown, the sides done up in braids and bound behind her head. Her ears and right nipple were pierced and gold glinted from all three spots. Her flanks and breasts were speckled with tiny white scars that looked like starbursts, the remnants of a cruel whip with barbed spikes. I’d been happy to see that thing disappear. 
 
    
 
   “Breanne!” Alissa gushed and moved forward. Our lips met sweetly and I lowered my hands down between her legs. She was just as wet as I was and I pushed two fingers into her slit, pumping softly even as I felt her own hand slip into the folds of my sex. We moved together for a moment, caressing and kissing, working each other into a froth. I wasn’t trying to make her cum, so the moment she gasped with need I pulled my hand free and raised it to my mouth, sucking her cream from my fingers. 
 
    
 
   Now that was the traditional greeting for submissives of the Society.
 
    
 
   Alissa grinned at me. “I’ve been reading your book, Bre. I need to be in it more.”
 
 
   I laughed, ignoring Julie and Sara’s conversation above us. “Well, I keep telling Julie we need to have you over,” I said.
 
    
 
   Alissa smiled. “I’d like that. Think we can get Nick or Zach involved? Or Mike? I like Mike,” she said eagerly and I shook my head.
 
    
 
   “Is Sara still denying you cock?” I asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   “Mistress Sara!” Alissa chided me for not using the title. “You know the rules. They’ll punish you!” she said, but then frowned. “Except you actually like that, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “Sorry. Mistress Sara,” I said emphasizing the title. “I’m just still used to Kari, and Julie isn’t as strict about it….”
 
    
 
   “As she should be,” Mistress Sara suddenly interrupted, looking down at me. “I know you’re incorrigible Breanne, but you should show some respect.”
 
    
 
   I smiled up at Sara, eyes bright. “I do respect you Mistress Sara,” I said sincerely, but then I laughed. “But I love you more!”
 
    
 
   Sara’s stern look softened and she sighed. “We love you too, Bre. You are perhaps one of the most popular subs in the Society. Everyone likes to torture you.”
 
    
 
   Alissa rolled her eyes but Sara didn’t see it. 
 
    
 
   “In any event, I want you two to come with me. We have a new inductee.”
 
    
 
   “What?” Julie exclaimed. “Isobel didn’t tell me!”
 
    
 
   Sara laughed. “Isobel is enjoying her position I think. Still, it suits her and she’s running things with about the same skill as Kari was. So I have no objections.” She started walking and Julie immediately followed while Alissa and I crawled along on the ground behind them.
 
    
 
   “The new mistress is named Amanda,” Sara explained. “But her submissive is a darling. She’ll give even Breanne a run for her money.”
 
    
 
   We rounded a small grouping of chairs, each with one of the other mistresses of the Society, along with their naked submissive, but I didn’t have the chance to go and greet any of them. Instead we made our way to the back of the room where Isobel usually held “court” as it were. Sure enough the matron of the Society was quietly conversing with a well-dressed brunette who stood confidently beside her. Madeline, Isobel’s submissive, was dressed in the same cuffs as I was, but her breasts were encased in a sort of white fluffy thing that didn’t cover her as much as cushion her boobs. Around Madeline’s waist was a three inch tutu. It was black and went well with the whole “little French maid” persona that Madeline had adopted before she’d even become a submissive member of the Society.
 
    
 
   What can I say? We’re a bunch of perverts. Lisa is a dog, Madeline is a little French Maid and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   But as pretty as Madeline is, with her dark chocolate colored hair, my eyes turned to the woman standing next to Mistress Amanda. She was blond, perhaps thirty years old, with kind, soft eyes, wearing a short skirt, high heels, and a soft white blouse that revealed some rather large breasts for her size.
 
    
 
   Size. Right. She was… um… short.
 
    
 
   Like very short. 
 
    
 
   I was on my knees and my eyes were even with this woman’s chin. She smiled warmly at me and then Isobel made the introductions.
 
    
 
   “Ah, Julie and Sara, I’d like to introduce you to Amanda Turner and Gwendolyn,” Isobel said formally.
 
    
 
   Julie put on a huge smile and stuck out her hand. “Hi! I’m Julie Uterro,” she said warmly. “The redhead on her knees is Breanne.”
 
    
 
   Then Sara leaned in. “And I’m Sara and this is Alissa. Welcome to the Society.” 
 
    
 
   Mistress Amanda smiled back and shook both of the mistress’ hands. “Thank you, but I’ve been told technically I’m not in until Gwennie goes through the initiation rite. Something about a ‘gauntlet’?”
 
    
 
   I looked over at “Gwennie” who didn’t appear to be concerned at all. The little blond seemed eager almost. 
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “It’s just a formality. She should have no trouble with it.”
 
    
 
   “Really? I was told that it was a series of dildos that Gwen would have to take, followed by a forced orgasm on the sybian.”
 
    
 
   Sara nodded. “Yes, but there isn’t really a time limit. The only problem might be…” Sara’s voice trailed off and she glanced at Isobel. “Your Gwennie does seem a bit short.”
 
    
 
   Isobel snorted. “We’ve already adjusted the gauntlet. I had Mike out this morning.”
 
    
 
   Sara grinned. “I admit, that man is a treasure.” She turned to Julie. “I hope you reward him, frequently.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “Breanne and I take care of him.”
 
    
 
   Amanda’s eyes widened. “You aren’t lesbian?” She asked curiously.
 
    
 
   Julie shook her head. “No. Both of us are bi-sexual.”
 
    
 
   Amanda seemed shocked. “Oh. I hadn’t realized. I thought…” her voice trailed off. Isobel put a comforting hand on the woman’s wrist.
 
    
 
   “We don’t exclude members for being bi-sexual, we just ask that men are not included in any Society functions. Sara here is a strict lesbian.”
 
    
 
   Sara nodded. “I don’t hate men. I just don’t want them fucking me.” She paused momentarily. “But I have to admit that there are a few who are associated with the Society who have been very, very helpful. Even my Alissa is bi-sexual and I’ve allowed her to engage in sexual activities with a few of the gentlemen who have been of service. As long as everyone is willing, use protection, and follows the general rules of courtesy.”
 
    
 
   Amanda still looked skeptical. “I see.” She glanced at Gwendolyn whose expression hadn’t changed a whit. “Well we’re both lesbians.”
 
    
 
   For a second there was silence and then Isobel tapped Madeline on the shoulder. “Where are your manners, Madeline? Greet Breanne and Alissa please.”
 
    
 
   Madeline smiled and came straight at me. Once again I felt another woman’s fingers slip between my legs and Madeline’s mouth came down on mine, nibbling with eagerness. For a moment I tightened around her probing fingers and then felt another pressure as Alissa entered into the entanglement. Her mouth settled on Madeline’s un-pierced nipple, sucking on the tip with evident eagerness. Madeline’s head came back and I pushed my own hand down against her thigh, lifting up until I cupped the soft wet petals of her sex. Madeline groaned and I slid my two fingers into her slit, pressing my palm against her mound. 
 
    
 
   Amanda looked down at us in surprise at the mini-orgy. Gwen’s eyes widened and she watched with this intensity that belied her eagerness. Finally Julie tapped me on the shoulder and I pulled my gooey fingers out of Madeline. The little French maid gasped and whimpered, slumping down as Alissa finally let go of her nipple. I put my fingers in my mouth as my eyes found Gwen and I smiled, slurping Madeline’s cream from my hand.
 
    
 
   “Yes, well... welcome to the Society. I’m sure Gwennie will be great!” Julie said, her cheeks just a bit red. She turned toward Isobel. “Bre and I are going to go over and see Savannah and Kylie.” She nodded toward Sara and Amanda, then reached out and put a hand on Gwendolyn arm.
 
    
 
   “You’ll do great. Trust me!” she said.
 
    
 
   Gwen did this cute little curtsey. “Thank you, Mistress. I will try my very best.”
 
    
 
   Julie giggled. “I can’t wait to see you naked!”
 
    
 
   Gwen blushed and frankly, that was even cuter. Admittedly, I wanted to see her naked too. I resisted the urge to duck down and look up her skirt, but it would have been ridiculous obvious, not to mention uncomfortable. The woman was so damn short!
 
    
 
   Julie led me off and I waved goodbye to Alissa and Madeline. Maddy gave me a heated glower and mouthed the words “I’ll get you for that!” 
 
    
 
   I laughed.
 
    
 
   A moment later I was wrapped up in the arms of another brunette, this one with short, messy hair, a thin body with narrow hips, and breasts the size of grapefruit. The padlock of the Society dangled from her nipple and she slipped her fingers into me as I kissed her.
 
    
 
   “Hi Kylie,” I breathed a moment later, pulling my own hand out from between her legs. Giggling, we tasted each other and then looked up at our mistresses. Savannah, Kylie’s mistress was this gorgeous southern blonde who spoke as if she were still living on a plantation in the Deep South, farming cotton. Her accent was impeccable and I loved it when she spoke to me.
 
    
 
   “And a good evening to you as well, Breanne. Are you ready for tonight’s festivities?”
 
    
 
   I nodded eagerly. “Yes Mistress Savannah,” I replied. 
 
    
 
   “And how is your new position with Kari working out?” She asked. Kylie face betrayed her interest and she gave me a quizzical look. 
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “It’s been uh…” I paused. How much to admit? “It’s been intense. Kari is using me sexually as well as having me assist her with the design business.”
 
    
 
   Savannah laughed. “That was to be expected with a woman as sensual as Kari Anders. You’re quite lucky to have her, both as a friend and lover.” She glanced at Julie and her face softened. “In fact, you seem to be surrounded by exceptional people who love you.”
 
    
 
   Julie’s eyes widened and she looked away.  Savannah laid a hand on my head and ran her fingers through my hair. “I hope that you are satisfied with what Kari and Julie do to you.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes Mistress. I am. Thank you.”
 
    
 
   Before anyone could say anything else there was a loud ringing sound. We turned to look and Isobel stood next to the bell at the front of the room.
 
    
 
   “Ladies, it’s time to start our meeting. The door is locked and we will now begin.”
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter29]Chapter 29: Stations Galore
 
    
 
   Everyone moved toward the front of the room and started selecting seats.  There were about twenty different “spots” with all sorts of furniture, ranging from easy chairs to settees. Julie picked out a love seat and Savannah, who was wearing this adorable little black dress that matched Julie’s black leather pants and corset, sat next to her. Kylie and I knelt down in front of both women, trying to get comfortable while wearing six inch stilettos. What's the point of making us wear high heels if we’re supposed to be on our knees the whole time?
 
    
 
   Standing near Isobel was Mistress Amanda and the new girl Gwennie. I couldn’t help grinning as Madeline wheeled the gauntlet out into the center of the room. The extension cord trailed and I knew it was plugged in. 
 
    
 
   Almost a year before I myself had taken my second ride on the gauntlet.  This one wasn’t as bad as the first, since Kari had been required to have a new gauntlet made when she’d kicked out Mistress Ellen. Mike the Hardware Guy had been heavily involved and the new one wasn’t quite as cruel as the first, though it certainly wasn’t easy.
 
    
 
   There were eight dildos mounted on the thing and I was intimately familiar with each of them. I also immediately realized that the whole gauntlet had been shortened so that had I been the one having to straddle the device it might not have come up any higher than my kneecaps. I watched as Isobel nodded to Mistress Amanda and Gwendolyn was led into the center of the room.
 
    
 
   She was beautiful. The white blouse was removed and her exquisite breasts placed on display for all of us. Next Gwen lost the skirt, revealing a nicely shaped bottom, lined with a number of dark red welts that intrigued me. Madeline was positioned near the end of the gauntlet and Amanda led Gwen to the end. Isobel made a show of allowing Amanda to choose an implement to motivate Gwen and I was just a bit intrigued when the dark haired dominatrix choose a beater like cane made of a wicker handle and about two dozen individual strands of thin wood branching out. I watched as the petite blond rose up on tiptoe, her elegant gold colored heels twisting. Gwen was shaved and she sank down on the first phallus, this wicked looking screw like thing, a look of pained pleasure on her face.
 
    
 
   Immediately the screw began to turn and we all watched as Isobel explained the rules. Thirty seconds, legs up, on each dildo along with a ten second addition as punishment for screwing up. Or down. Or whatever. Legs. I remembered. Gwen nodded and she lifted her heels, letting her entire weight rest upon her clit, the edged ridge in front of the screw like dildo biting into her sex. I knew the screw was spinning inside her, and instead of feeling sorry for her, I felt a gush of wetness along with a surge of hot jealousy. Damn. What the fuck is wrong with me?
 
    
 
   Gwen handled the screw with ease and set her legs back down after Isobel nodded, holding the timer. Gwendolyn moved forward, heading toward the large pink dildo. I gritted my teeth, knowing she was in for a shock. That dildo was cold and I winced when Gwennie rose up and just impaled herself without checking to see if it was anything other than what it appeared.
 
    
 
   She cried out of course and began bucking, gasping and bouncing on her toes. Amanda began smacking her buttocks with the beater and a moment later Gwen settled down, her entire body shuddering as she lifted her legs. She almost lost it, but managed the full thirty seconds and I thought she was going to launch herself off when she was finally told to move onto the next dildo.
 
    
 
   Which was a four inch long hyper vibrator. I remembered it being the most intense motorized thing I’d ever had stuck up inside me. It came to life as Gwen sank down and the shuddering from the cold became the reverberations of the tremors rattling the little blonde to the bone. I whimpered in sympathetic pain and watched as she tried to ride it. Except this time she couldn’t manage and put her feet back down. A second attempt worked, but now she’d added an additional ten seconds to each run. And she still had five of the worst dildos to go.
 
    
 
   The next phallus was tall and narrow and she rode it easily enough, though the next one, which was unusually close was jammed against her clit. Forty seconds was no problem for her, but then she struggled to mount the dildo that had just been digging into her sex. I almost laughed. She must not be into anal because she tried every which way to avoid having to put the tall and narrow cock into her ass. But I knew that it was inevitable and she finally figured it out, groaning as the tall and narrow plug slid in deep as she impaled herself.
 
    
 
   The sixth dildo was exactly the opposite. Taller and thicker than the one in her ass, I loved every second of it as she tried to slide herself down on the massive cock. She’d actually had to bend it over to side to get on and once mounted, her toes didn’t even touch. She sat there groaning, quivering as Amanda stayed by her side. Two more to go…
 
    
 
   The heated dildo, hot pink silicon and six inches long didn’t faze her and when she finally slid down the electrified dildo, getting the repeated shocks flashing inside her, she held her own with aplomb. I was actually impressed as I watched her jerking around. The forty seconds passed and then Mistress Amanda was helping her off. 
 
    
 
   The sybian came next and I watched as Isobel, Amanda and Madeline put her on it, the swollen nub of Gwen’s clit rubbing hard against the rapidly vibrating rubber attachment. Arms secured behind her, Isobel swabbed Gwen’s right nipple and got out the piercing tool. Madeline had the cart ready and we all watched as Gwendolyn was pierced. A half minute later she was bouncing on the sybian, head thrown back, a small gold padlock hanging from her nipple, as she exploded.
 
    
 
   She was one of us.
 
    
 
   It took another twenty minutes for everything with Gwendolyn to finish up and by that time I was ready for some sexual excitement. Isobel took us through the normal meeting stages at that point, asking if anyone needed to be publicly punished. I watched with a grin as Brooke got her cute little ass paddled, trying not to move as the large egg shaped vibrator roared inside her.  And then Morgan had to stand for her magnificent and very large breasts being flogged while a vibrator clamp was hung on her clit. I wondered if Julie was going to do anything to me, but then felt both a sense of relief and a bit of disappointment when Isobel asked for volunteers to help Madeline set up the “stations”. It wasn’t until Julie had pushed me forward and sent me to the back of the room to help roll out the various pieces of restraint and torment furniture that I started to feel the eagerness come back and the wetness between my legs surge.
 
    
 
   One nice thing about having the meetings in the warehouse is that we’re able to store all of the various “devices” and restraints in the back, covered simply with white cloths. I remember pushing a set of stocks forward while Madeline got a thick, heavy wooden horse that was similar to the one in Kari’s condo. Alissa pulled out a horizontal X frame. There was a pillar similar to the one Julie had at her place (though with less functionality, let me assure you!) and eventually a number of restraint chairs and/or tables were spaced evenly around the room. 
 
    
 
   “Ladies, if you will all send your submissives to the front?” Isobel called, holding a large glass bowl filled with folded papers. I knew what was going on. On each piece of paper would be the number for one of the stations. I crawled forward and Isobel went down the row, giving each girl a chance to draw. Even Gwendolyn got to pick one, though for her sake, I hoped that her breasts would avoid any torment. Her freshly pierced nipple looked raw!
 
    
 
   I got eleven and when I took the note back to Julie she led me across the room to a simple wooden table. It was just a little lower than comfortable and was about even with the tops of my thighs. Two steel pipes had been secured in brackets near the end and a cross piece about three feet up capped the two risers. Essentially it looked like someone had made a doorframe sized for an elf, out of steel tubing, and then put it down on one of the table. I looked up at Julie. There were a number of things she could do to me on this thing. I’d seen girls cuffed to it, or kneeling with their boobs tied to the crossbar.
 
    
 
   “How do you want me?” I asked. She put her finger on chin, eyes narrowed.
 
    
 
   “On your back, face up, I think. I like the height of this thing,” she replied. “And take off your shoes before you sit down.” I shrugged and slipped out of my shoes, then climbed up, grabbing hold of the steel tubing. It didn’t take me long and when I’d gotten myself horizontal Julie lost no time in making sure that my wrists were bound above my head to a bracket. I watched her curiously as she lifted my legs, stood on tiptoe, and secured my ankles to the crossbar, bending me in half so I could see my toes. Julie disappeared from view, but a moment later came back with a handful of leather straps, and a Hitachi massager. She plugged the Hitachi in using one of the fifteen foot extension cords and then laid it on my stomach.
 
    
 
   “What are you planning?” I asked curiously. Julie grinned and began wrapping one of the leather straps around my thighs, midway between my crotch and knees.
 
    
 
   “Wouldn’t you like to know?” She retorted. She picked up the massager and jammed it down between my legs so that the soft rubber bulb was pressed directly against my clit. She pulled the strap tight and my eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “Julie!” I hissed. “You can’t leave me like this!” I said, realizing that the Hitachi massager would be on for the entire hour and a half. “This will drive me bonkers!”
 
    
 
   She grinned. “Oh, it’s about to get worse too,” she assured me. A second strap went around my knees. Then the third just above my ankles. When she was finished I watched with growing alarm as she tied a long piece of black string to each of my big toes. Then she produced single clover clamps, attached them to my breasts, then tied the strings to them using slip knots. I groaned as she pulled the knots tight, forcing my breasts to be tugged upward into aching cones. Julie hummed pleasantly as she flicked her fingers against the strings, sending shards of pain into my boobs.
 
    
 
   “There now,” she said satisfactorily, flipping on the switch for the massager. It immediately started vibrating. My first instinct was to roll my hips, thrusting up against it, but I learned immediately that any movement on my part resulted in immediate pain being delivered to my boobs.
 
    
 
   “Owww,” I moaned.
 
    
 
   Julie grinned. “Be right back, princess. I have one more thing I need to get.”  She wandered off. I bit my lip and tried not to move, but Julie had turned the Hitachi wand to maximum and with it tightly pressed to my clitoris, unyielding intensity, there wasn’t much I could do my twitch and whimper. I looked to my left. A submissive named Wendy was on the horizontal table to my left, spread-eagled with the bandage like Velcro straps holding her down. Her wet slit was bright pink and a flogger was resting on her stomach. Mistress Jillian, Wendy’s dominatrix, was naked from the waist down and was straddling the pretty little brunette’s face, eyes closed, grinding her sex down on Wendy’s open mouth.
 
    
 
   In the other direction I saw Madeline. She was mounted on one of the Society’s two wooden ponies. This one was the crueler one and I know because I speak from experience. The edge was saw toothed. Not enough to cut of course, but it was definite agony after your legs finally gave out. The “teeth” were large too, an inch wide and pointed like a four sided pyramid. I’d watched when Mike the Hardware Guy had made it. Each “tooth” was separately made and then pinned into place, which was why the angles were all fucked up. As bad as I knew my torment was going to be, Madeline was going to be in worse shape when she was done.
 
    
 
   “Your five minutes starts now!” Isobel called out. “Either finish securing your submissive or begin the torment. Switch at the sound of the bell.” I heard rustling and then a few, whimpering cries flittered through the meeting room. I heard the crack of a whip, or possible a paddle, and there was a definite yelp. Do you have any idea what it sounds like when you have a room full of over a dozen women, all of them bound, all of them being sexually tortured? Any clue? Imagine playing the soundtrack of a dozen different BDSM porn shoots at the same time. It’s… well… to be honest, it’s fucking incredible; a real turn on. Me? Oh I was making noise too. You have no idea what it felt like to have my legs secured like that, pressing the massager against my clit, while every little jerk of my toes sent shards of agony down to my tightly clamped and pulled upon breasts.
 
    
 
   Julie reappeared and she set something down underneath the table I was mounted on. 
 
    
 
   “What did you bring?” I asked breathlessly, still dealing with the intense stimulation. Julie grinned. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, just some things for the other mistresses to use on you. I don’t want you getting bored,” she replied with a wink. She looked over at Jillian using Wendy’s mouth and she chuckled. “Looks like I’ll be getting some satisfaction in just a moment anyway.” She moved around to my bottom end and bent down out of sight.
 
    
 
   “Julie?” I said in concern. She popped back up a second later.
 
    
 
   “I’m here, princess. Just wanted to get this bottle.” She held up a small bottle and then uncapped it. I felt something slick fall directly on my petals. Then she touched me, rubbing the oil into my folds, driving her fingers into my depths, her thumb spreading the viscous fluid over my bottom. She pushed her forefinger and middle finger into my pussy and then pressed her pinkie against my bottom. A second later she was pumping, sending me straight for orgasmic climax as her hand combined with the massager, sending spirals of ecstasy through me.
 
    
 
   Of course the movement also made me jerk. This made my toes curl, which pulled harder on my breasts, the pain of which just echoed back and made what Julie was doing to me that much more intense. I let out a cry and was this close to cumming when I heard the bell.
 
    
 
   “Oh. Too bad,” Julie said, pulling her hand out of my pussy and wiping it off on my leg. “I hope Isobel is nice to you.”  Then she moved away, already taking off her pants as she approached Wendy. My gaze darted to the other side and I saw Mistress Isobel approach.
 
    
 
   Isobel Peters is a Mediterranean girl. She has long, chocolate colored hair, dark olive colored skin that is more gold than any other hue, has exotic almond shaped eyes and if you really need to know what she looks like, go watch the James Bond film “The Spy Who Loved Me.” The villainess in the film, who tries to kill Bond at one point, is named “Naomi” and played by Caroline Munro. Isobel looks an awful like Munro. She’s also even colder than Kari when it comes to the treatment of submissives, but I admit that Madeline adores her. It was Isobel who gave Julie a new job, getting my current mistress out of the junk jewelry store she was managing. And it was to Isobel that Kari had given the matronship of the Society almost a year before. The pro temp position had been made permanent by February.
 
    
 
   Isobel smiled as she loomed over me. She’s much taller than Julie. “Well, I must say that Julie’s creativity is very alluring,” she said, running her hands down my legs and up my side, all the way to my right breast where she began squeezing and kneading. Her other hand slid across my stomach and she played with my clamped boobs for a good minute. I whimpered because she wasn’t gentle and it hurt.
 
    
 
   “Now let’s see what Julie left in that box,” Isobel said, letting go off my breasts. She moved around to the back of the table, on the other side of my legs and dropped down out of sight. When she came back up she held two items, neither of which made me feel more confident. The first was a massive, black dildo, easily as long as my nine inch Husky, but much thicker. It also had a pair of massive black balls, meaning that Isobel had a nice handle per se. Her other hand held a thin, plastic cane and my eyes widened only a second before she placed the tip of the dildo against my swollen petals and pushed.
 
    
 
   Getting impaled, or penetrated, or whatever you want to call it, when you’re bent in half, subjected to non-stop vibration directly to your clitoris, and bound with your toes tied to your tits, is the sort of thing that completely affects you. First of all I was insanely aroused. My hips were churning desperately even before Isobel drove the dildo into my soft wetness. This of course made my legs move, even though it was just a little bit. But my real problem was that I had to keep my feet perfectly still. Or at least, I should have been keeping my feet perfectly still. Since the big toe on either foot was tied to the corresponding nipple (thank God Julie hadn’t crossed the lines!”) I couldn’t roll my ankles, bend or curl my toes, or even try to stretch the arch. Now imagine the physical response of having someone shove a nine inch long, three inch thick cock into your pussy when you’re already so desperate that you’d be more than willing to fuck just about anything.
 
    
 
   You twitch and jerk. That’s what.
 
    
 
   And Isobel didn’t just push the dildo into me. She pumped it. Hard. Violently even. It’s like she knew I was right there, on the edge. Forget the girl four stations away who was screaming as someone electrocuted her nipples and clit with the TENS Unit. Forget the girl squealing as hot wax was poured onto her well-oiled tits and clitoris. Forget poor Brooke, who was bent over getting the crap spanked out of her. I made the most noise as Isobel fucked my brains out so hard my toes curled.
 
    
 
   Oops. The strings went taut, threatening to rip my nipples right off my chest. And then, left handed, her right pumping the thick phallus through my pussy, Isobel lifted the cane and began striking the pulled and tortured flesh of my boobs. I cried out, thrashing as the pain of the cane striking first the underside, then the top of my breasts hurt like the dickens. Isobel then hit me across the front of my thighs. She pulled the cane out from under the line, swung it overhead, and laid a scorching line of fire across the bottoms of both feet, right on the arch. I went quickly and loudly nuts.
 
    
 
   And exploded.
 
    
 
   Isobel made a nice cooing noise as I splattered her hand, but my lengthy and impressive orgasm made little difference to her. She continued to pump and hit me, and of course she was hardly going to turn down the massager. Of course not.
 
    
 
   I was thinking of pleading with her to spare me, the waves of orgasmic ecstasy interspersed with more surges of overwhelming need as my body tried to juggle the opposing forces of continued sexual torment and the need to just collapse in an exhausted heap and swirl in the bliss of sexual euphoria. Then the bell rang. Isobel pulled the dildo out of me, tossed it back in the box, and put away the cane. She bent over once and kissed me on the forehead.
 
    
 
   “I love torturing you. I’ll have to ask Julie to let me have you one day,” she said softly. “Or maybe I’ll have Kari decorate my apartment?” She laughed, raised her hand, and flicked her finger hard against the string going from my left foot to the corresponding nipple.
 
    
 
   Ow.
 
    
 
   “Bye,” she whispered. I twisted my head and watched her move to Wendy and pick up the flogger. The multi-headed whip swung and Wendy’s bottom came up off the horizontal X frame, her mouth opening up in a whimpering groan. But by then, I had my own problems to worry about.
 
    
 
   I don’t intend to describe every single thing that all of the dominatrixes did to me. There were thirteen of them there, each with five minutes to do whatever they wished with me. I can start off with the commonality. None of them released my legs. None of them turned off the massager or turned it down, and none of them untied my tits from my toes. But from there, it was a different experience with each of them. 
 
    
 
   After Isobel came the southern belle, Mistress Savannah, who took personal delight in pushing a narrow tipped vibrator into my ass while tickling the bottoms of my feet. This was followed by Mistress Margaret, Lisa the puppy girl’s mistress, who used some sort of Q-tip like thing to stroke just my perineum and bottom. Then came Mistress Haley who ran a Wartenberg pinwheel all over my buttocks, across my pussy, up to my feet, across the soles, then back down my legs to my sides, ending up at my breasts. I jiggled like jelly, going mad. Mistress Tiffany followed Haley, using a vibrator on my ass and pussy at the same time, trying to get me to explode a third time. Then I endured Mistress Lisa’s torment. She put about half a dozen clothespins on my petals and used the cane to knock them off, all while pushing her oiled fingers into both holes at unexpected moments. The new mistress, Amanda, was focused on my breasts, spanking them and twisting them, even pulling on Julie’s slip knot to shorten the distance between my toes and my nipples. Sara of course took a cane to my tits, leaving real welts while Mistress Lynda forced one hand through my bound legs and pushed down on the massager, all while jamming another vibrator into my sex. Lucille? A flogger to my buttocks, making me jump and squeal, followed by Wendy’s mistress Jillian. Jillian, this adorable blonde with huge smile and appealing personality, actually knelt down at the foot of the table, stuck her face between my buttocks, and proceeded to give me both a rimjob and oral sex. I just wish my clit had been under her tongue instead of under the massager! 
 
    
 
   And then finally, after a full hour of sexual torment, four orgasms, and having been sexually used by a dozen women, Julie reappeared. She was still naked from the waist down and her sex looked sauced and well used. I whimpered as she glided up to me.
 
    
 
   “And how is my favorite nympho humiliation slut?” Julie asked, laying a hand on my belly.
 
    
 
   I blubbered something to her. She smiled warmly and leaned down. “I know, princess. I know,” she said. Her hands released the clover clamps clinging to my nipples and I let out a choked sob as the blood rushed back into crushed tips. Her fingers slid across my skin, untying the string from my toes, then unbuckled the straps. Lastly she pulled the massager away from my clit. I looked down. My nub was bright red, swollen, and so incredibly sensitive that when Julie laid a soft finger against I cried out.
 
    
 
   “Nice. Very nice,” she whispered and kissed me.
 
    
 
   The rest of the evening was a mix of soft lesbian orgy, socializing, and eventually I ended up falling asleep on a mat, curled up with Alissa, Gwendolyn, and Kylie, soaked in oil, perspiration, and girl goo, with Alissa’s fingers in my pussy, my head cushioned on Kylie’s thigh with my nose not even an inch away from her slit, and Gwendolyn’s tiny form wedged between the three of us, her mouth sleepily teasing Alissa’s breasts. Our mistresses sat around us talking late until finally I was roused by Julie’s little hand on my shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Breanne. Wake up. Time to go,” she said softly. Her eyes were bright. I blinked groggily and looked around. There were only a few left. Isobel and Madeline, ostensibly cleaning up. Poor Madeline was back in her little French maid outfit, except now she had a motorized dildo churning away inside her as she pushed all of the various equipment to the back of the warehouse. Sara and Alissa were still there, off in a corner, Sara supervising Alissa getting dressed. Talk about a good match. There might have been a twenty year age difference between the two, but I could already see that if they weren’t in love before, they were now. I watched them kiss as Alissa put on warm garments and they waved to us before they left.
 
    
 
   Finally Julie led me toward the lobby. My coat was in the kitchen, on the table and I donned it easily, wrapping the denim duster around my body, buttoning up the front. Julie didn’t say a word. She shouted out to Isobel, who assured us that she and Madeline were just about done and that they’d lock up. 
 
    
 
   “So, have a good time?” Julie asked me as I slid into the seat beside her. 
 
    
 
   I smiled. “Yeah. That was intense, but fun also. If you count the orgasm you gave me in the car, plus the one I had during the greeting, and the ones when I was tied up, I think…” I screwed up my face. “I must have had seven orgasms?”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “You beat me by four tonight. Did you see what Margaret did to Lisa during ‘Stations’?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. 
 
    
 
   “She tied that poor girl against a stool so that whoever sat down would get licked,” Julie said. “Talk about popular. Lisa ate pussy for a solid hour. At least.
 
    
 
   I screwed up my face. “I almost think that would have been preferable to what you did to me!” I said it playfully, jokingly and Julie laughed.
 
    
 
   “Hardly. You loved it. How’s your clit by the way?”
 
    
 
   I unbuttoned the front of the coat. The heater was on so it wasn’t bad. I looked down, spreading my legs just a bit. I slipped my hand between my legs. “Tender,” I told her. “You did this on purpose too. This is the week you and Kari are just going to torment my clit. You wanted me sensitized.”
 
    
 
   Julie smiled. “Of course. That was my plan all along.” She eyed me. “Though Sara and Isobel sure did a number on your tits. You look like a sunburned zebra.”
 
    
 
   I winced and ran my hands over my breasts. Julie was right. I was sore there too. I sighed. Julie grinned and patted my leg. “Come on. Let’s go home,” she said, turning the car and heading it toward her apartment. “And when we get there I’ll do something soft and sweet to you.”
 
    
 
   My eyebrow went up. “Really?”
 
    
 
   She laughed, flashed her mischief filled eyes at me and winked. “Hell no. I’m taking you to my bed to grind another orgasm out of you.”
 
    
 
   I let out an exasperated breath. “Julie, I just spent three hours getting sexually tortured!”
 
    
 
   “Are you telling me that you can’t take any more?” The tone of her voice made it clear what my answer needed to be. I bit my lip. “No, Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Are you asking for a medical out?” She asked.
 
    
 
   “No Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Who are you?” She urged, starting the mantra.
 
    
 
   “Breanne Erickson,” I replied woodenly.
 
    
 
   “And what’s your purpose?” Julie demanded.
 
    
 
   “To sexually please others by letting them abuse and use my body for their personal pleasure,” I replied sourly. “Even when it means letting a sadistic little girl take me to her bed for further torment.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “Just for that I’m going to tie you spread-eagled to the bed, put Stinging O on your swollen, tender little clitty, and then spank your pussy with my sap.”
 
    
 
   I felt a sudden, inexplicable, wetness surge through my slit and I blushed crimson.
 
    
 
   “And what are you, Bre?” Julie whispered, putting her hand on my thigh and pushing her fingers between my legs. Her nails grazed my clit and worked lower as I spread my legs, moaning. She delved deeper, pushing her fingers into my wetness and I thrust my hips forward, just once. It was all she needed, two fingers buried inside me, wriggling, twisting, swirling as we drove along.
 
    
 
   “I’m…” I gasped. “I’m a….” I moaned in sweet, sexual bliss.
 
    
 
   Julie’s thumb suddenly pressed hard on my clit, grinding it in sharp, painful circles. “You’re a fucking nympho humiliation pain slut, princess. And you’re mine.”
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter30]Chapter 30: Both Ends
 
    
 
   The phone rang as I walked down the gravel drive. The bright yellow school bus that I’d just loaded my daughter on was nothing but a dwindling spot on the road that ran past the southern border of the farm. I felt the cold chill that was only marginally related to the pre-Christmas weather as I looked down at the screen of the smartphone. Kari. Of course. For a second I thought about not answering. Sorry Kari, I was in the bathroom. Or… sorry Kari, I was in the barn masturbating. Or maybe even… sorry Kari, I was trying to explain to my mother why I’m dressing like a professional prostitute instead of as a secretary.
 
    
 
   I sighed. As if.
 
    
 
   “Hello?” I said waspishly into the device. As expected, I heard my best friend, lover, boss, and yes… sadistic mistress, greet me back.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Breanne. Have you already dressed for the day?”
 
    
 
   I resisted the urge to say something impolite, but my mouth didn’t get the message until well after I’d already started speaking.  “Hardly,” I said contemptuously. “Considering every outfit you bought me makes me look like a tramp, and I don’t want to explain to my mother why I’m heading to your place dressed like a hooker instead of a secretary. I don’t get ‘dressed for the day’ until I’m in the lobby bathroom there at the office.” It may have come out sounding a bit harsh.
 
    
 
   “Oh. Excellent,” commented Kari as if I hadn’t just been incredibly rude to her. She sounded relieved, almost pleased. “Then I’d like you to wear your normal ‘farm’ attire to work today. Blue jeans, panties, and one of those nice button-up over shirts you like to wear. You know, something comfortable.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Then my jaw fell off my face, landed in the dust, and I bent over and picked it up. “Really?” I asked, suspicion overwhelming shock as I manage to put my teeth back.
 
    
 
   “Really. We’re doing a tear down today and I want you with me.”
 
    
 
   Oh. A teardown. A demolition. Demo day. D-day. That I understood. I just hadn’t known we were doing it that Friday. I wondered how this would affect things, how I’d be treated, or even what my role would be. This would be the first tear down I’d gotten to see. Still, it made sense that I’d wear my usual work clothes. I mean, my former work clothes. A tear down meant smashing drywall and cabinetry, tearing out stucco and brick, and just generally being destructive. It sounded like fun actually.
 
    
 
   “Um. Okay,” I agreed, still feeling as if there were a truck heading right for me in the darkness, lights off.
 
    
 
   “Good. I’ll see you when you get here,” she said brightly. And that was that.
 
    
 
   The good thing was that I didn’t even have to change. I was already dressed in tube socks, boots, blue jeans, a pair of simple panties, not to mention a rather utilitarian bra, a tee shirt, and one of my patented button-up, long sleeve shirts. My duster was wrapped around my torso keeping me warm and I’d even bought a cowgirl hat to keep my crimson locks in order. The idea of being able to work around Kari, dressed conservatively for a change, meant a great deal.
 
    
 
   Of course, I’d still have to deal with the “toy of the day,” but I could handle that, right?
 
    
 
   Beneath the button of my jeans, tucked under my panties, and strapped to my waist, was a small, purple plastic butterfly. Nestled above my clit, it lay in silence, waiting for someone (probably me under orders) to flip the tiny switch which would activate a mini electric motor, setting the entire device fluttering. Those vibrations would translate directly into the soft and sensitive nub of my clitoris, which would in turn send me into spirals of sexual pleasure until I was cumming in wild abandon. My butterfly stimulator was one of those toys that had a tendency to overload me if used to extremes.
 
    
 
   And I’m all about extremes. Especially when I haven’t come in four days.
 
    
 
   It had all started on Saturday, when I’d suffered not only the normal torments of a Society of the Golden Rose meeting, but Julie’s sadistic late night playfulness. Monday I’d been stuffed with one of Kari’s vibrating eggs and she’d only turned it on a minute or two every hour. It had been almost relaxing, especially since Kari had told me to go commando. Without even panties rubbing against my nubbin I’d gone the entire day in a swell of sweet softness, only having to worry if I was flashing other diners at the restaurant we went to for lunch.
 
    
 
   On Tuesday, I was starting to feel the need to let go. I sort of wanted a little torment by then. So Julie ordered me to slide my double dildo in, and Kari agreed, leaving me sitting at my desk, going through email, answering phone calls, and filling out invoices all while impaled on two thick pillars of rubber. Not my idea of a fun way to spend the day, especially when you’re wearing a skirt so short that it won’t cover your ass when you’re sitting down. The rubber base of the double dildo had gotten a little damp and kept wanting to stick to my chair and that created all sorts of problems every time I tried to stand up.
 
    
 
   Wednesday had been even worse. Another day of denial accompanied by both my inflatable dildo and the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating plug had set me on edge. Do you have any idea what it feels like to be “uncomfortably stuffed” front and back? And that doesn’t even take into account having two black rubber “bulbs” bounding around my knees! The worst part was the fact that they still left my clit alone. No cumming. No rubbing. No clamping. Nothing. Kari took great pains to give the little bulbs squeezes whenever I looked like I was close to begging. Talk about being driven mad.
 
    
 
   And Thursday? Duct tape. No toy. I was empty. Desperate and so wanton that when Kari got there she made me go to the conference room, hike up my short little flared skirt, and spread my legs so that could lay about ten straps of DUCT TAPE on my sex, sealing me shut and locking my wanton little nub away. Later that day she’d done some awful things to my breasts and I’d ended up driving home with the front of my little blue blouse open and both tightly bound boobs hanging out, wrapped with bright red ribbons, complete with bows on top.
 
    
 
   Admittedly it had felt odd not to have anything inside me. NHPS Rule #1 stated that I was to always have something inside me, readying me at a moment’s notice for sexual intercourse. But Kari and Julie had been diabolical, using ulterior methods to keep me wet and accepting. And now, on that Friday morning, the butterfly was no different. It would do the job, leaving me wanting and desperate. Presuming I was even allowed to turn it on.
 
    
 
   Frustrated and just a little grumpy, (I get that way when I haven’t cum in days,) I headed toward my truck. Since I didn’t need any office clothes I left my bag inside the house and just drove, a feeling of intense sexual need simmering between my thighs and the faint unease of expectation. Kari had made it clear that I was heading for something big on Friday, so I couldn’t help wondering what she had in mind. All I knew was that she meant to sexually torture me.
 
    
 
   Thank God.
 
    
 
   Forty-five minutes later I arrived and was surprised to see her convertible parked in her assigned spot. Usually I beat her in by at least thirty minutes, or at least that’s the way it had been since I’d started. I had my own key to her office and would get the lights turned on and half the night’s emails answered before she even arrived, precisely at 9am, every morning. And that was after I’d head to the women’s restroom to change out of my blue jeans and put on her preferred “office attire”. But not this Friday. This Friday she was here already, the office and lobby illuminated, the glass door unlocked and welcoming. When I walked in she was on the phone, sitting in her office and she leaned over a bit to look through the open door. Her eyes glittered with mischief when she saw me and she gestured for me to come to her office.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely Mr. Johnson. We’ll be there to supervise. Yes. I’m sure it will. Thank you,” she said pleasantly into the phone as I leaned against the doorframe of her office, arms crossed. A suspicious and wary look was on my face. Kari hung up the phone and looked at me.
 
    
 
   “What?” She asked curiously.
 
    
 
   “You’re planning something,” I accused. The light, silvery laugh filled the small room.
 
    
 
   “Of course I’m planning something, Bre. I’m always planning something,” she replied. She stood up and came around the desk. “Please come with me to the conference room. I have something for you.” She pushed past me and headed down the hall. I turned and followed, admiring the sweet curve of her back, the long wheat colored locks of her hair. She was wearing khaki pants, leather boots (fashionable rather than work boots like mine) and a button up shirt that looked rough but was actually made to imply one worked, rather than to cover you when you actually did. Sort of like buying safari clothes when you weren’t going on safari. You just wanted to look like you were.
 
    
 
   She turned right and I felt a little wave of relief. One day during the previous week I’d been marched past the conference room to the small supply closet at the end of the hall, where I’d been stripped naked and hung from the wrists, forced to sit with my legs obscenely spread, my weight on two padded steel poles, while Kari tormented me with a Wartenberg Pinwheel run across my clit and up and down my petals, along with a vibrator clamp. After all the clitoral abuse I’d begged her to stop, or at least let me cum. She’d granted me the later, three times, just enough to make sure that after work, when I’d gone to Julie’s place, I was really tender.
 
    
 
   I put all of this out of my mind as I stepped into the conference room. There was a package lying on the mahogany conference table along with a small bowl and a bottle of Kari’s favorite mineral oil. As I entered and got closer I felt my stomach tighten as I realized two green colored orchid clamps waited inside the small ceramic container. Kari went to the other side of the table and nodded toward a sort of thick, padded, overly large envelope.
 
    
 
   “Open it,” she said whimsically, as if she couldn’t imagine what lay inside. There was a shipping label with my name on it, but the return address meant nothing to me. Slowly I tore one end of the shipping envelope. Something purple was inside and I reached in, pulling it out. I gasped, obviously shocked, but I recognized it immediately. It was a double ended dildo, something called a Jelly Double Dong or some other similarly ridiculous moniker. This one was eighteen inches long, floppy, and at least two inches thick.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” I said. “Oh my.”
 
    
 
   I have to state for the record that this was a gift from one of my online doms, Master Fred. I had no idea when it was going to come though, but since I’d had it shipped to Kari’s office, it sort of made sense that she had it. It must have come after I’d left the office sometime earlier that week.
 
    
 
   “Well,” I said, with a deep breath, holding up the massive, floppy dildo. It felt like a cool wet noodle in my hand. “This is… um…” I glanced up at her anxiously.  I didn’t know what to say.
 
    
 
   “Fortunate,” Kari filled in. She stood up and came around to my side. “Please get up on the table, on your knees, and pull your pants down.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “What?”
 
    
 
   “You heard me, Bre. On the table. On your knees. With your jeans and panties around your lower thighs.” For a moment I stared at her. Then she sighed. 
 
    
 
   “Now.”
 
    
 
   I climbed up on the table. You have to understand the force of personality Kari has. Julie too. They’re peas in a pod. And me? I’m soup. Wobbly. I have a spine that is about as firm as the purple jelly dong I was holding. Shout an order at me and I’ll generally go weak kneed and do it, just because. So a moment later I found myself on top of her mahogany table, unbuckling my pants and pushing the blue denim material downward. Kari decided she couldn’t wait and began helping me and in the end I let her, going down on all fours, trying to maintain my balance as the blond goddess behind me exposed my derriere. I felt her nails graze my skin as she yanked down my rather utilitarian, bikini cut panties and at that point the only thing left was the butterfly clittoral vibrator.
 
    
 
   No surprise she left that still sitting silently above my clit.
 
    
 
   I had my eyes closed but I heard the snap of the pop top on the small bottle of mineral oil and a moment later the cool wetness began at the bottom of my spine and slid down between my buttocks. It wasn’t much, just a few drops, maybe a quarter teaspoon worth, but Kari then put her finger in the crack of my ass and began rubbing from the top of my bottom to my perineum. I purred, moaning, spreading myself a little wider, wishing my jeans weren’t as restrictive to the concept of opening up more, especially when her finger slid into my pussy. I groaned and pushed back but Kari merely went back up to my bottom and let her fingertip glide across the sensitive little star.
 
    
 
   I know I’ve stated how much I dislike anal sex, but honestly, if every time someone jammed something up my butt, it started like this, I’d probably be more open to the idea. Kari caressed me. She teased me. She moved back down to my pussy and slid a finger in. When I was panting, half way to the orgasmic edge itself, she finally penetrated, slipping her forefinger into my bottom, but just up to the first knuckle. She began pumping it in and out and I opened up, especially when her middle finger dipped into my sex. My hips rolled and I made a series of incredibly sexy whimpering sounds as one knuckle became two and eventually I was bucking hard against her hand, fucking myself in both holes.
 
    
 
   And then, right before I got to the point of no return, she pulled her hand out. I whined, wanton and desperate, only to gasp a moment later as something soft but firm, thick but flexible, pressed against my bottom. I was already open and Kari slid one end of the eighteen-inch-long purple-colored jelly dong into my bottom. It was much thicker than her finger and after maybe three inches I started to tighten up. Kari was having none of it and kept working until I began to make a few noises indicating discomfort. I felt a strange pressure, as if she were trying to remove the plug in my ass sideways, but then she slid the other end of the massive sex toy into my pussy, bending it somewhere in the middle. I moaned, pleasure exploding through me once more as she began fucking me with the dong, sliding it in and out between my petals, leaving me a quivering, panting, fuckslut kneeling on her table. My chest heaved and I was getting close, I opened my mouth and began begging.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, Kari! Please! Please let me cum!” I pleaded.
 
    
 
   She only laughed. And stopped. I groaned.
 
    
 
   “Please Kari!” I whimpered.
 
    
 
   Instead my dominatrix grabbed hold of my panties and yanked them up. The cotton caught the thick dong as it began to press outward. It was a distinctly odd feeling, like I’d just pooped in my pants or something. Then Kari dragged my jeans upward and I suddenly realized what you had probably anticipated minutes before. She was going to stuff me and leave me to suffer in my jeans. I groaned as the crotch of my blue jeans pressed up against the panties, driving the jelly dong deeper into both holes. I straightened up as she pulled my jeans up and into place. The last thing she did was jam her hand down the front of my pants, her fingers sliding underneath my cotton bottoms to flip the tiny switch that activated the butterfly. The low level vibrations started up and any suddenly the orgasm she’d denied me not a minute before was right there again, threatening to overwhelm me. A stray thought went through my mind. If Kari didn’t want me to cum, this was not the way to treat me. She suddenly touched me, my breast, right through my shirt and bra, her thumb on my nipple.
 
    
 
   “Yes sweetie, I want you to cum. Cum as much as you want,” Kari said softly, eagerly. “And every orgasm you have today you will either clamp a nipple with one of these orchid clamps, or find a cock to suck, swallowing every last drop. For every orgasm.”
 
    
 
   A thousand images and needs swam through my mind as her words percolated through my sex-soaked gray matter. Blowjobs, clamping. Oh my god. Yes. Oh the vibrations. My stuffed bottom! And if I pumped, rocking my hips. Oh YES. I could almost fuck myself! No. Strike that. I was fucking myself. In both holes.
 
    
 
   Pop.
 
    
 
   I exploded wetly enough that a few moments later there was a damp spot at the front of my jeans. Kari sat down in one of the conference room chairs and watched with a smile of wicked delight as I shuddered through the climax, mouth open, panting hard, my entire body twitching as adrenaline blasted through every vein and a mixture of endorphins and oxytocin saturated my brain, exciting the pleasure centers and ensuring that I got my usual “fix.” Being addicted to sex can be a wild, wonderful thing.
 
    
 
   Can I have more please?
 
    
 
   Slowly I became aware of the fact that I was still a centerpiece. The small bowl of orchid clamps sat in front of me. The butterfly continued to buzz between my legs, nestled atop the sensitive bud of my clitoris. Kari was watching me expectantly. I began unbuttoning my shirt. Then I pulled up my bra, exposing both tender breasts. My nipples were soft and I reached down, picking up one of the horrible little clamps. Orchid clamps are green with three tines, meant to secure the stem of an orchid flower to a support post. They grip hard, but because the tines aren’t close together, the clamp itself can’t lock down on your nipple properly, meaning that it doesn’t cut off circulation like the clover clamps do. That means you never go numb. Instead you get this invidious pain as the blood is pushed through the tip of your breast. They are perhaps, the cruelest clamp I’ve ever had to wear long term.
 
    
 
   I let one close on my left nipple.
 
    
 
   Kari patted my rump. “If the clamps become too much, you can remove one of them with a blowjob. But if both nipples are clamped, you’re out of luck. Find a cock to suck.” Then she turned and headed to the door, leaving me trembling from an overload of sensation. “Better hurry, dearheart. We’ve got a tear down to do!”
 
    
 
   Tear down? Tear down what? My inhibitions? I let out a slow shuddering sigh and then gingerly climbed down from the table. The jelly dong inside me moved and slithered with each step, my jeans holding it in. The butterfly buzzed against my clit and my left nipple pulsed with hard, painful throbs of heat. I buckled my belt and then, with small steps, followed my mistress.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter31]Chapter 31: Exposure
 
    
 
   Bryant Johnson’s house was amazing. It had eight bedrooms, five bathrooms, three dens, a study, a kitchen big enough to host a catering staff, and this amazing living room with a sunken floor, massive stonework fireplace, and floor to ceiling windows looking out on a manicured lawn that could have doubled as a golf course.
 
    
 
   And I mean all eighteen holes, not including mine.
 
    
 
   Kari was in the middle of supervising the enlargement of the dining room, incorporating it into the living room area, which meant the demolition of one entire wall, with brick and stone work, as well as an expensive teak cabinet system that I can’t even begin to articulate the cost. And we just threw it away.
 
    
 
   Rich people. They kill me sometime.
 
    
 
   The nice thing was that the Johnsons weren’t there, leaving us to our designs and hard work. I’d discovered this really amazing closet just off the foyer. It had heavy shag carpet and was out of the way enough that when I dragged the first of Hector’s crew into it no one even knew we’d gone. I’d done it intelligently too, ignoring the throbbing pain at the tip of both breasts, the orchid clamps biting into both nipples. I didn’t even know the young man’s name, sheepishly asking him in broken Spanish if he could help me with a special project. I led him away to the closet, followed him, and when he turned in confusion, attacked him physically, my fingers scrabbling at his pants, while begging him to let me suck his cock.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately I hadn’t been able to remove the orchid clamps after the first blow job. I’d already come three times that morning and Kari had been rather insistent that each and every time I exploded I needed to either have someone’s dick in my mouth or the endure the incessant throbbing of a freshly applied clamp to my nipples. So right after I was done with the first guy I’d had to go looking for another construction worker to peel away from the organized destruction that seemed to swirl around my boss.
 
    
 
   Finding and approaching men on Hector’s crew wasn’t my real problem though, and neither was the jelly dong moving inside me. With over a dozen men working in the room, carting material away and going in and out, no one knew exactly where everyone was at all times, though I think Hector began to suspect sometime after lunch that I was poaching. Still he was easy enough to silence when it was his turn in the closet and I fell to my knees, slurping on his thick shaft like good little chaquita. The jelly dong was horribly distracting too, moving inside me with every step and seeming to thrust and pump and swell as I walked. At one point Kari handed me a sledgehammer and you should have seen me knocking that wall down until my brow glistened with perspiration and I couldn’t keep my hips still. I’m not sure what swung more, my pumping loins or my shoulders. Every man there knew I was in the midst of another orgasm. They watched it happen with silly grins. It was embarrassing.
 
    
 
   The butterfly vibrator resting on my clit was the really problem. Set to low and going non-stop it just buzzed incessantly, leaving me feeling heady, breathless, and on edge. Even after an orgasm I felt like I was just coasting until I got to the next incline, pumping furiously as I struggled to reach the approaching climax. I came a fourth time and was just about to drag another one of the guys off when Kari grabbed my shirt.
 
    
 
   “Bre,” she said softly. “Lose the tee and bra.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “What?” I demanded. “That will just leave my button up!”
 
    
 
   She snorted. “You should be sucking cock with your tits out anyway. In fact, I think I should keep track of how many blowjobs you’ve given already.” She paused, looking at me speculatively. Her finger came up and touched the hollow of my throat and then slid down. My shirt had the top two buttons loose, which was entirely respectable and didn’t show a bit of my cleavage. Even better, I’d managed to get both orchid clamps off, so they were in my pocket.
 
    
 
   “A button a blowjob,” she declared. “When I see you again you better be playing nice or there will be serious repercussions.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard. “Like?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She shrugged. “Chastity belt for a week, no orgasms, all while Julie and I play with the parts that are showing.”
 
    
 
   Yeah. That sounded like fun. Not. Sigh. I nodded, already defeated. I turned tail went down the hall. Marko was coming in and I snagged him by the elbow. His grin of delight made it clear that the secret of Kari’s redheaded assistant was no longer hush hush. He followed me obediently into the hall and then into the closet.
 
    
 
   There were few spoken words as I stood in front of him and began unbuttoning my shirt. He watched with widening eyes and a look of astonishment as I undressed, removing the over shirt, then the tee. In just my bra I gave him a wicked grin and then took off the last little bit of clothing covering my top and tossed it aside. His hands came up and I grabbed his wrists as if I were going to stop him. We stared at each other for a split second and then I brought him to me, putting his hands on my boobs.
 
    
 
   I admit that it felt wonderful. I’ve always like a little bit of breast massage and my nipples are nicely sensitive. I’ve never had trouble tolerating pinching, twisting, or clamps, at least when applied in reasonable amounts. I groaned and moaned, letting him knead and clench my bosom for several minutes as the butterfly continued to stimulate my poor little clitty and the jelly dong seemed to move back and forth between my bottom and pussy.
 
    
 
   Finally Marko wanted more than just tits and when he let go I sank down to my knees and began the process of getting him out of his jeans. His cock was thick and ready and slipped into my mouth with ease as I licked and slurped on the swollen tip. I bobbed my head as my nails gently teased his scrotum and I pushed him back against the wall, getting more energetic with each moan of pleasure I extracted from him.
 
    
 
   I like men who make noises when I’m sucking them. It tells me what they really like and I can do more of it. Marko did just that and so even though I had him in my mouth for over fifteen minutes, the orgasm that I sucked out through his straw was a powerful one and I knelt there, draining his balls dry as he pumped with frantic need, desperate to expel every little drop of crème de la blanca down my throat.
 
    
 
   He smiled lazily as I stood up, wiping the back of my wrist across my face. He watched me as I put just my over shirt back on. That’s when I remembered Kari’s request. Buttons. Right. I started at the top and counted down. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Great. There were only seven buttons to begin with. Without any options I left the top five open, securing the bottom two. This left my boobs half exposed, the creamy white valley of my cleavage showing between them. Maybe, just maybe, the guys would think I was hot or something.
 
    
 
   Marko and I came out of the closet and that’s when Hector confronted me. His English was accented but excellent.
 
    
 
   “Are you using my men, senorita?” Hector asked. “Distracting them from their work?”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened as Marko hurried off. “Me?” I asked in shock, putting one hand to my open collar. I might have accidently had a bit of a nipple slip at that particular moment. Accidently, mind you. Hector’s eyes went down to my chest and I took a nice, big, deep breath. The nipple slip became a bit more of an issue as my breasts emerged from between the half opened folds of my shirt.
 
    
 
   “Necessito ayundar con un proyecto especial,” I replied easily, grinning. “Me ayudarás?”
 
    
 
   “Your Spanish is good,” he admitted, a big smile on his face.
 
    
 
   I laughed and took his hand. “No. Me Espanol is muy mal!” There might have been a little bit of innuendo there on the end of that last sentence. I pulled him into the closet. “Just like me.”
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter32]Chapter 32: A Normal Day for a N.H.P.S.
 
    
 
   Darkness. I wake up, groaning. It’s too bloody early and the previous evening’s torment at the hands of my sadistic mistress Julie is fresh in both my mind and body. Small aches and pains, various welts, the incidental bruise, nipples still throbbing with remembered discomfort, I thrash through my sheets to turn, staring at the clock. It’s only five in the morning. I don’t have to be up until almost seven. I shake my head. Years of waking up before the crack of dawn, working the farm, has made me used to it. I roll back over and close my eyes. There’s only a fifty-fifty chance of getting back to sleep, predicated on the previous day’s toy.
 
    
 
   This morning it won’t work. I’m stuffed to the brim with my Husky dildo, a nine-inch-long rubber cock that is being held inside me with just a pair of cute, pink colored, bikini cut panties. My cut-off t-shirt, which barely covers my breasts, leaves my belly exposed. Already my pussy is contracting around the thick and rigid phallus, tightening in rhythmic pulses that will definitely keep me awake regardless of how badly I need or want sleep. Other physical requirements have been awakened. The sexual kind. Eyes closed I slip my hands downward, grazing my nipples, shocked to find them taut and hard. A soft flick followed by a delicate pinch just makes those freshly roused needs that much more insistent, driving me onward.
 
    
 
   I slip a hand down between my legs, underneath the cotton, finding the thick rubber base of the Husky dildo. I want to pump, thrusting it in and out, desperate for satisfaction. I push my panties down, almost frantic. I don’t like them around my ankles either. I like having my legs spread during sex, of any kind, widely, achingly open. It’s a fetish perhaps. With my feet hanging off opposite sides of the bed, I draw the dildo almost all the way out and drive it back in. A surge of adrenaline hits my system and just as I’m about to thrust the toy in again, I realize I haven’t checked for my toy of the day. The new one. I snarl an oath and roll back over, snatching my phone off the nightstand. It comes halfway, still connected to the charging wire, and jumps out of my hand to drop directly toward me, smacking me sharply on the nose. I yelp, twisting. The dildo slips out of my sodden slit.
 
    
 
   The light is piercing as I scroll through the email. There it is. Julie this time. Sometimes it’s Kari, but usually it’s Julie. I suspect conspiracy; late night calls discussing my daily torment but I’m not sure. 
 
    
 
   Today I’m to wear Kari’s vibrating egg, a vibrator the size of my fist that will fit snuggly inside me. I let out an exasperated sigh. It means Kari will be fucking with the controls all day. No panties either. So I might be allowed orgasm. Or not. Still, Julie never said I couldn’t cum. Nor did she present a cost per orgasm. So that means I’ve got carte blanche. At least for now.
 
    
 
   My hand goes for the Husky dildo and I immediately slide it back into the grasping wetness between my legs. It feels amazing, lifting, lightening and my mind goes back to the previous night. Julie stands in front of me, hand raised, slapping my breasts back and forth, my hands bound above my head, legs spread wide as the biting ridge of her wooden pony digs into the softness between my legs. My toes can barely touch the floor and the arches of each foot burn as I struggle to keep myself up. The pony itself is slick, both from my wetness and the oil she’d made me rub into the wood with my breasts. I can’t help thrusting, slinging my hips back and forth as the pain of her palm against my boobs swirls through me into my loins, forcing me to fuck the very thing hurting me between my legs. I shudder, gasping, whining, whimpering, until…
 
    
 
   I force my legs wide in the bed and I push a knuckle into my mouth, gnawing on it to stifle the cries of pleasure as my body convulses around the Husky dildo. The orgasm itself is strong. Not as powerful as the ones I had with Julie, but satisfactory nonetheless. I know the blast of chemicals that have just been pumped through my brain will only last so long, and then I’ll need another fix, a more powerful one. But that can wait. 
 
    
 
   Can’t it?
 
    
 
   I climb out of bed, one hand, my thighs, and the sheets wet. The room smells of sex and I pull the dildo out of my slick depths and pad toward the door. A quick glance in both directions ensures that everyone is still asleep and I skirt across the hall to the bathroom. The dildo is dumped in the sink as I start the shower. I wash it thoroughly, then sterilized with rubbing alcohol. The water is warm enough. I get in.
 
    
 
   I wash myself everywhere. I have a special douche I use practically on a daily basis. I even give myself a mini-enema, getting my bottom clean on the off chance that someone plans on using my backdoor. Finally I’m done. My hair is clean and smelling of strawberries. My vanilla body wash has left a vaguely shortcake scent upon me. This I heighten after drying off with body lotion, leaving my skin silky smooth. It’s a sweet scent, as if I’m some sort of dessert, destined to be devoured. I brush my teeth and comb my hair. Finally I pull the tiny bottle of grapeseed oil from the cabinet. A tiny eyedropper serves and I suck up maybe a quarter teaspoons worth of oil. Gingerly I bend over and push the eyedropper into my bottom, squirting the contents deep. Oil seeps from my rump as I wash the eyedropper. A small square of tissue handles any extra, but most of it works its way in deeper.
 
    
 
   I wrap the towel around me. Others are awake. I go to my room, the Husky dildo hidden beneath the towel and against my belly. In private it is time to dress and that begins with the freshly assigned toy of the day. I go to my closet, standing on tiptoe as the towel falls off my naked body and I grab hold of the toy box. It is steel, almost a chest, and I drag it down off the top shelf to set it on the bed. I open it. Inside are all the things I want so much. Cuffs and vibrators, clamps and dildos. I rummage through, putting the Husky away. Some pieces are broken. Some frighten me. Some I want. Some I hate. I find the egg. It seems huge in my hand. I pull it out, closing the box and I settle on the bed, spreading my legs, bringing my feet up. Putting it in is not easy, even still wet and aroused as I am.
 
    
 
   I let out a soft groan as I take the large egg shaped object. My fingers are naughty, rubbing my clit and bringing me back to a low level froth, an underlying desire stronger than thirst. I want to pump and thrust and fuck, but all I get is an unsatisfying fullness, a slight sensation of rolling sweetness, and the overwhelming urge to beg someone to fuck me stupid. Yes. That is what I am. A fuck slut with no purpose other than to please others. I dress; socks, blue jeans, and panties. A shirt. Then I go to the kitchen. Help make breakfast. Then I don my duster, and still stuffed and wanting, walk to the end of the gravel drive to help Rachel meet the bus. 
 
    
 
   When I get back to the house I go to my room. I push on the clothing in the closet, revealing my choices. There isn’t much. Four dresses, suitable only for the first dance at a strip club, hang in a row. The rest are skirts and blouses, each with flaws making them unsuitable for practically any business environment. Some are transparent. Some cut too low, showing too much cleavage. Some too high, baring a midriff. Some with plunging necklines. Some with no necklines. Every one of them would raise the eyebrows of my mother. And I still have to pair them with a skirt. Flared or mini? Everything below mid-thigh will be exposed whether I want it or not. The flared skirts are too short, riding up so that my bare or panty clad bottom sits directly on the chair. The minis aren’t much better, but at least they conform to my body as I sit. Still, I have to keep my knees tightly together to keep them from rolling up.
 
    
 
   I grab the chosen outfit for the day. Sometimes Kari specifies, but more often than not I’m given free rein to choose from the “uniforms”. I jam it all into a canvas bag, hurry downstairs to my car and head to work.
 
    
 
   I get there before eight-thirty and hurry to the restroom. Jose waves at me, our day porter. He’s noticed my routine transformation, the caterpillar turning into the butterfly. I go in dressed like any South Texas cowgirl and emerge looking like…
 
    
 
   …a tramp. A whore. Kari’s personal assistant.
 
    
 
   In the bathroom I change. The jeans and panties go and I pull on the flared skirt. It is so short that when I bend down to slip on the high heels I can feel the breath of air slip past my brazen derriere. My shaved pussy is dripping, even though the egg inside me isn’t purring. I resist the urge to finger my clit to orgasm and instead finish tucking my boobs into the blouse. There isn’t a need for a bra. The soft cotton clings to my shape, holding me close, and making the piercing on my right nipple twice as obvious. The gold is literally visible right through the thin material. The collar, if you can call it that, plunges down between my breasts, ties off in a knot beneath them, and then opens back up to expose my navel. It’s juvenile and humiliating. What office professional lets others see her belly button?
 
    
 
   Jose admires me as I walk to Kari’s office. I can feel his eyes on me. I don’t mind. Not really. Not one on one like this. It takes a crowd to set the butterflies in my stomach awing. He smiles at me and says “muy bonita, senorita!” and I smile. I open the door and head in. The small lobby where I sit feels comfortable now and I move through the office flipping on the lights. I pass Kari’s office and the kitchen, then the art room and finally the conference room. I avoid the supply closet at the end of the hall. I see it too often as it is.
 
    
 
   I head back to my desk. Emails first. Then scheduling. Kari is insanely busy and I’m now part of that craziness. Lunch meetings are common, but she’s out of the office at least three mornings out of five. She’ll show up, give me instructions, or take me with her. Most days I go with her, taking notes and pictures, trying to pay attention while following along. Mostly I’m a distraction to those she is with, who can’t take their eyes off me. And occasionally… sometimes... I’m let off the leash. The sex is always good even if I’m humiliated horrifically.
 
    
 
   But not today. She arrives at nine, just like every morning. She is as precise as clockwork. Kari comes in all gold and silver and blue and looking like I wish I looked. I’m the office slut. She’s the queen. Jose stares, but not lustfully, like he stares at me. He gazes at Kari with amazement, respect, and wishful thinking. She stops for small talk before going back to her office, asking how I am feeling, the status of her schedule, perhaps an invoice or purchase. Then she kisses me deeply, on the lips, her hands slipping into my shirt to cup a breast, her fingers tweaking a nipple. I gasp and breathe her in. She smells of lilac and lavender. I resist the urge to beg her to use me, knowing that if she were to order me to the supply closet I’d willing do whatever she asked. To suffer any indignation, discomfort, or pleasure. I am hers to use.
 
    
 
   She goes back to her office and I brace myself. I know what is about to happen and I’m right. The egg inside me comes to life, purring and trembling through my slit with dancing revolutions. It feels amazing and brings me right back to the edge of need. My sex tightens rhythmically around the egg, squeezing and pulping it. For thirty minutes I am able to resist, but eventually my hips become mobilized and I rock in my seat. The purring between my thighs gets worse and eventually I’m having trouble even thinking straight much less typing. I get to my feet and head back toward Kari. She’s in her art room. I go in and sit on the stool she keeps to the side of her art area. It is not a good stool for me, especially with the flared skirt. The only way to sit in it is to spread my legs, exposing my clit and slit for her eyes. The heels of my shoes lock onto the support bar and my hips continue the lewd thrusting movements in response to her meddling with the egg controls.
 
    
 
   Kari sees how desperate I am. “No cumming,” she says flippantly, then pulls a clothespin out of a drawer. This she slips beneath the loose hem of my skirt and a second later I gasp in alarm as it closes down on my clitoris. “No cumming,” is now no longer an option. It will be impossible to hold off. I sit there, getting closer and closer and then, just as I’m about to beg her for permission, she pushes her hand beneath my skirt and swats downward, striking the wooden peg hard, sending an agonizing shard of pain up through me. It forces me down from the edge just enough that I curl up, legs closing. She looks up. “You don’t want to cum right now, trust me.”
 
    
 
   She’s wrong. I definitely want to cum right now. I’m desperate for it. I’d do anything. Accept anything. I whimper. She frowns. “Anal plug. Number three. Maybe that will focus you.”
 
    
 
   I let out a little sob. I’m not crying, but I know what I have to do now. I go back to my desk, the clothespin still wiggling and bobbing on my clit with every excruciating step. I open the bottom drawer and pull out the box. Five plugs rest in the foam padding. Number three is of medium length and width and admittedly things could be worse. She could have said “number five.” I pull it out, fully aware that only an eight by ten length of glass wall and door separate me and people walking through the lobby. I move cautiously, making sure no one is in view before I stand up. I lube the plug by running it up and down across my drenched petals, smearing the very moisture that the egg has been stimulating across the rubber surface of the black anal toy. I don’t want to do this, but know I have no choice. I set the thing behind me and press it to my ass. Thank God I oiled myself this morning. I push until the first inch is penetrating, then I sit. The plug drives in like a punch and a deep seated ache blossoms in my ass as my innards are thrust aside for the plug. I clench hard, my body trembling.
 
    
 
   The phone rings. I try to answer it, beaming smile, wondering if they know that the girl they’re talking to is a nympho humiliation pain slut masquerading as a secretary. Do they wonder if the tremor in my voice is caused by a sex toy vibrating in my pussy? I play a mental game as I answer questions. What do they look like? Can I use my tongue on them? I search for opportunities to drop a hint that if they were to come in, my personal service would be rather deep…
 
    
 
   I transfer to Kari, wondering if I’ve gone too far. The plug aches in my ass and the vibrator is still buzzing. I can’t take it much longer. Then Kari appears, eyes flashing and the egg goes silent.
 
    
 
   “Come on. We’re going to lunch.”
 
    
 
   I am a doll, a plaything. I follow along, smiling and chipper as we meet a client or a supplier. I don’t know which. Eyes are focused on me of course. My breasts are practically hanging out and my belly button is like an attractant, begging people to eye fuck me. Honestly, I’m more focused on the lingering discomfort of the plug in my ass and the light wiggling of the peg on my clit. Halfway through the meal the egg starts back up and by the time we approach dessert I’m clinging to sanity by my fingernails. Kari can see I’m close to cumming and she loves seeing me stressed to the breaking point. I don’t know how I will explain it. What will this man think of me, of Kari, if I’m panting and moaning, eyes closed in an apparent “When Harry Met Sally” moment?
 
    
 
   Lunch ends and the only thing that has prevented me from cumming is Kari turning off the vibe. I’m shaking and respond with a gasp when the farewell handshake includes a sensual palm stroke. I long to follow and take him in his car, like a lioness. But Kari is strong willed and senses my needs. She takes my elbow and leads me back to the car. I want the vibrator back on. I want to cum. The moment the door shuts on me the vibrator comes back to life and as Kari climbs in I’m thrashing beneath the seat belt, hips going nuts as I explode. She watches silently, a wicked smile on her face as I sit there in a daze, the vibrator still purring inside me, my bottom clenched around the plug, my clit throbbing in the bite of the clothespin. We get back to the office. I feel strained, not sure if I’m cumming or going and as she puts her purse down in her office I hear the words I’ve both dreaded and wanted.
 
    
 
   “Supply Closet, Bre. You know you aren’t supposed to cum.”
 
    
 
   I move resolutely forward. I knew this was going to happen. Sometimes sooner, sometimes later. Sometimes not at all. But still, often enough. I pull off the shirt as I move down the hall. By the time I reach the supply closet door my flared skirt is falling around my ankles. I am naked. Kari is right behind me, eyes bright with need and I open the supply closet door. There, inside the darkness, is the punishment frame.
 
    
 
   It is steel and I turn around, backing up to it. Two metal posts, perpendicular to my thighs, stick out from between my legs. Kari buckles on the leather bondage cuffs, wrapping them around my wrists with deft fingers. I stretched up on tiptoe and she secures me to the top of the frame. Her foot comes out and begins pumping on a metal pedal to my left. I rise. Then she pumps the other side and the two pins between my legs spread, rising up. Soon I’m straddling them. Then I’m braced against them, toes pointed. My weight pulls on my arms as my legs are drawn up and outward. My pussy is dripping, vibrating insanely from the egg, the clothespin jumping up and down as her foot continues to drive the hydraulic pump forcing me open.
 
    
 
   Next comes the gag. I hate it. I don’t want it. I promise to be quiet, even though I know that I won’t be. The hard rubber makes my jaw ache and worse, I tend to drool through it. I don’t like that and she knows it. Doesn’t care. I mewl and shake my head but there is nothing I can do to stop her. Now all that is left is finding out which tool she is to use upon me. They’re all there, hanging in a line. Will it be the cane, leaving dark red welts across my bosom? The flogger, heating me up and flushing my skin? The sap? Biting into my sex and stinging my nipples?
 
    
 
   She opts for clothespins first. There is an entire bag of them hanging from a hook. Kari plucks them out and starts putting them on me. My nipples are first, followed by my labia. Up and down she goes, placing them on my breasts in a circle, then my abdomen. It hurts. I hate it. And the vibrator is still going nuts inside me. The anal plug aches and I’m squeezing it too hard.
 
    
 
   Finally she is done. She lifts the flogger from its place and I tense. She’s going to hit me. I know it and she does. Once across my boobs. Clothespins go flying, but not the two on my nipples. Or a couple of others. So she hits me again, and again, and again until the clothespins are knocked off. My skin is hot and flushed and I just want to cum. My hips are going wild, the pegs on my pussy jiggling as I jerk. The flogger goes to my open crotch, smashing into the clothespins on my labia. It takes ten or fifteen strokes, I don’t know which, to clear them. Then Kari drops to her knees and puts her mouth on my swollen clitoris.
 
    
 
   And I cum. Again. My god… another punishment. She is laughing with my sensitive bits in her mouth, swirling against her tongue. She licks and licks and then, when I’m keening with immediate need, she comes back up, standing. A new clamp flashes in the light. Metal this time. She puts it on my clit and slides the restraining ring higher, until the two slivers of metal press sharply against my nubbin. I’m squealing into the gag now and then two more tweezer clamps are set on my nipples, a chain obnoxiously dangling between them. She bends down and picks up the clothespins, tucking them away as I suffer.
 
    
 
   I am so desperate right now. I want it. My entire body is writhing, not to escape the punishment frame, but with the motions of a girl who wants more. You can’t possibly understand it. I want Kari to hurt me now. I want her mouth on my breasts, her teeth tearing at my nipples. I want her fingers squeezing and pinching me, pushing up into me, twisting my clit. I want the whip, or better yet, the leather sap, slapping wetly against my cunt, driving me into a perverted spiral of wanton ecstasy that has only one ending.
 
    
 
   The vibrations stop and I sag. Kari is unbuckling my wrists as my high heels touch the floor again. I sag against her, shuddering. This is not the ending I wanted, or needed, but it is the ending I have. Kari kisses me, knowing that what she does is torment. She turns and leaves me to get dressed again. Except now the tweezer clamps adorn my nipples and clit. I pull on my blouse, the strange outline of the clamps obvious underneath the tight material. My clit throbs gently as I set the flared skirt in place. Slowly, my body still shaken by the onslaught of sensations, I make my way back to my desk.
 
    
 
   Just in time. As I sit down JT comes in. He is a handsome black man in his late thirties, wearing that familiar brown uniform. He smiles at me, his eyes lingering on my clamped nipples, obvious under my shirt. A sudden urge to pull my blouse down, letting my boobs pop out, surges through my mind, but then JT is making me sign and the moment is passed. He appreciates the scenery but has never wanted to sample. Or does he and I just don’t know? Before I can beg him to take me somewhere and fuck my brains out he’s gone, leaving me with a handful of small packages.
 
    
 
   I open each one, categorizing it. Most are material samples. Curtains. Stone. Clay. Carpet. I place everything into a basket and take it back to the art room. Kari takes it, puts it all away. I check the time. Just ten more minutes.
 
    
 
   The vibrator goes back on as I sit down at my desk and I groan. It is Kari, being Kari. She’s tormenting me now, knowing I’m going to leave soon. The minutes grind by and just as I’m ready to rise up and head to the kitchen the vibrator goes off again, leaving me breathless, irritable, and desperate. She’s toying with me. I know it.
 
    
 
   In the kitchen I drop my skirt to the floor. This is a requirement. My bare bottom exposed as I pull the plug out of my ass, bending over to wash it in the sink. It’s humiliating. Then I remove the clamp off my clit. I resist the urge to masturbate. Then I peel off my blouse. Again, this is every day. I take the clamps back to the supply closet and put them in the correct bin. Then, gathering my clothes, I hurry past her office, naked. I scramble to my desk in the lobby, hurrying to put the anal plug in the drawer, in its box, in the assigned spot. Only then am I allowed to jump back into my clothing.
 
    
 
   Relief. No one saw me, though I suspect that Jose will figure out what I do each afternoon eventually. At least the days when we aren’t out doing a consultation. Dressed, my ass empty, my nipples and clit free of clamps, stuffed only with the silent vibrating egg, I stop by Kari’s office. Her goodbye is sweet. A kiss. A hug. A soft grope. Then I am sent on my way. I stop at the restroom and get dressed in my blue jeans and tee shirt.
 
    
 
   I get home in time to get Rachel off the bus. Homework. Dinner with mom and dad. Bath. A phone call. It’s Julie. She wants to see me. To love me. To hurt me. I hurry over to Julie’s place. It is eight by the time I get there. I take off my tee shirt, standing half-naked in front of her door, frightened someone else will walk by, my nipples hard and raised from the cold air. I knock and she lets me in. I know what’s coming. She spanks my breasts back and forth, up and down, until my chest is heaving. Then she lets me pick a set of clamps to put on myself. This is always a hard choice. They mean different things. Today I go for the clothespins. Do to me as you will.
 
    
 
   Her will is my bottom. I am stripped and told to kneel, bottom up in the air. Julie removes her clothes, her nails grazing my rump. She stands me up, ties my wrists to a hook in the ceiling. Again she slaps my already well flushed breasts. Then she gets the flogger and begins on my bottom. I twist left and right. She pulls the vibrating egg from me and uses her fingers, wrapping her arms around me. I smell jasmine and cucumber. In seconds I am gasping, all of the torment inflicted by Kari upon my person fresh in my mind.
 
    
 
   “Ooooh,” Julie coos. “I’m so going to make you cum.” I shudder in delight. I want it. I’m asking for it.
 
    
 
   “But first you’re going to suffer,” she finishes, bringing up the flogger, pushing the handle into my sex. I groan. I whimper. I suffer.
 
    
 
   An hour later, skin flushed, nipples and clit throbbing, I cum.
 
    
 
   There isn’t much left. I drive home feeling wrung out, exhausted. Inside me the vibrating egg is quiet. It won’t come back on. I know that. I’ll sleep with it in. I park and creep into the house. Everyone else is asleep. I take off my clothes. I smell like sex, of strawberries and vanilla, lilac and lavender, jasmine and cucumber. I throw my clothes in the basket. No panties tonight. I don’t need them. I fall into bed naked, closing my eyes, running my hands a final time down my body, over my tingling nipples, down between my legs. I feel the wetness. My final thoughts; my god, I’m still wet. I still want. I still need.
 
    
 
   Asleep.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter33]Chapter 33: Up & Down
 
    
 
   I caught my reflection in the window and hesitated only momentarily as I considered the girl who stared back at me. The first thing that went through my mind was “damn, I’ll bet she’s a good fuck,” followed by the awful, sinking feeling that everyone else would have the exact same thought. I grimaced. The girl was dressed in a pair of slip on high heels. Not the sort you’d find a professional looking woman wearing. No, these were platforms, each boasting thick soles and a nine inch spike at the back. The arch of each foot was bent dramatically and I knew from experience that while it looked amazing, it meant she’d need a foot massage and some aspirin later. The girl in the reflection had red painted toenails which matched her hair, which curled and fell in locks down her shoulders.
 
    
 
   Her blouse was borderline decent, and by borderline I mean on the wrong side of the border. It was white, translucent, and did very little to keep the pink, silver dollar circles of her nipples making it clear that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Of course the fact that the gold hoop piercing on her right nipple, along with the tiny gold padlock that hung from it, easily seen through the shirt as well, just made looking at her ample bosom that much more interesting. The shirt was tight too, so she filled it out impressively. And just in case you hadn’t noticed that you could see her tits through the material, the cut was daring. Her collar plunged low to a few almost meaningless buttons at the front and did more to reveal her breasts than the thinness of the cloth.
 
    
 
   The skirt was tight, black, and ridiculously short. It barely covered her bottom and the only good news was that at least it actually did cover her bottom. A simple twist of the hips made sure of that and while it molded like paint to her sculpted butt, it was sort of hard not to look at her legs.
 
    
 
   So yeah, she was definitely “fuckable.” I sighed, turning away from the window, resigned to looking like a nympho humiliation pain slut out for another assignment. Because in truth, I was.
 
    
 
   It was Saturday morning and I’d been careful to pick the day because I didn’t exactly want a crowd around as I struggled to complete Master Brandon’s assignment. Julie had kindly presented it to me in the middle of the week, even lobbying to have me do it on a work day. Kari had initially been in favor of the idea, at least until she’d read the details of what Brandon had in mind. Then she’d called Julie, argued a bit, then suggested Saturday. She even provided a location, which was why I was about to go into a building with only fifteen stories, instead of the tallest skyscraper in Houston.
 
    
 
   As far as office buildings went, the concrete, steel, and glass construction wasn’t the most impressive of the buildings in the greater Houston area, but it was new and fresh and only half occupied. Master Brandon had specified I select the highest office building in Houston, but Kari had squashed that idea, pointing out that anything over twenty stories would have elevators dedicated for groups of floors, rather than one that went from top to bottom. For me, I was sort of glad Kari had gotten involved. We had both visited the building a number of times over the last few weeks dealing with a client remodeling their penthouse office. I’d accompanied her to take pictures, notes, and eventually just to distract the living hell out of the company CFO, a nice looking man named George Padilla who had been annoying Kari by following her around like a lost puppy. Once I’d sauntered in looking, well… much the same as I did that Saturday morning, he’d payed way more attention to me than to what Kari was doing. It allowed her to work unimpeded. He had especially liked the fuck me shoes I’d been wearing. Had I sat down in his office and put my feet up on his desk, flashing my legs and probably a bit more at him, he’d have gladly let Kari go off on her own while he explored my finances. Deeply.
 
    
 
   On Saturday the place wasn’t exactly busy but I was able to get in with a minimal of fuss. My attire caught a wide-eyed grin from the security officer at the front desk, but then I was past him and stepped into the elevator alcove and pressed the button. There were five elevators and each one stopped on every floor. I took a deep breath, my boobs once again threatening to pop out of my top. Finally the door to one of the elevators slid open and I stepped in, alone.
 
    
 
   I pressed the button for the fifteenth floor and as the elevator started to rise I fished the pink control box out of my waistband. There were two sliders on it, along with double rows of unilluminated red LEDs and a matching pink wire disappeared into my skirt. I didn’t waste any time. I used my thumb on both sliders simultaneously, pushing them upward even as the elevator began to climb. All twelve lights came on and the cheap music being piped out of the elevator’s speakers did nothing to mute the sudden hum of two powerful, electric motors that emanated from under my skirt.
 
    
 
   My physical reaction was much more dramatic. I gasped and my knees knocked together as my thighs pressed hard against each other, my bottom wiggling as my body tried to cope with the intense and very disruptive sexual stimulation being applied both internally and externally. Had anyone cared to peek up my skirt they might have been less than surprised to see what looked like a pink colored plastic butterfly sitting over my clit. The thing’s nose, or more accurately - its proboscis, was pressed against my clit, vibrating like an angry hornet and the little sensitive nub was reacting predictably by swelling, ripening, and making my pussy inordinately wet. I could feel the fluids already gushing between my petals and I groaned.
 
    
 
   Of course the butterfly on my sex had a little surprise. This one had a stinger. Or maybe a better description would be a rather specialized protuberance, which extended four inches outward from the underside of its body. Like the rest of the thing, this smallish phallic probe vibrated in time with the rest of the plastic bug, but there was a second motor, one embedded in the butterfly’s body that made the whole four inch cock churn inside me like corkscrew being driven into an unopened bottle of wine.
 
    
 
   By the time I made it to the fifteenth floor and doors opened I was well on my way to an orgasm. I’d deliberately held off that morning, hoping that my libido would respond adequately to the stimuli. Trust me, when you’re doing naughty things in a public building, if even you’re alone, you want to get done as fast as possible. I stared down the hall, my body tensing and trembling, dreading the thought of someone seeing me. My chest began heaving as my hips rolled and waves of pleasure just seemed to wash up against me like waves on a beach. I let out a little whimper as the elevator doors closed, leaving me in privacy again.
 
    
 
   I expected the elevator to move, to head back down, but it stayed right where it was and that just helped. I leaned against the wall, getting closer and closer to orgasm, and only Master Brandon’s prohibition on touching myself kept me from doing something stupid. I had to cum from the RVP only. No touching, right? Then, just as I was about to pop, to take the gift provided by circumstances, the elevator began moving. Unfortunately it had only one way to go and with a whine of frustration I turned the RVP all the way off.
 
    
 
   My body, specifically my pussy, really, really didn’t like that but no amount of thrusting of hips was going to fix it. Instead I stood there in my high heels, leaning against the wall, wondering what was going to happen next. My nerves were frayed and my pussy was dripping so much that my thighs were wet. The elevator stopped somewhere in the middle of the building and stayed there, leaving me in sexual limbo as my lower half kept tightening around the four inch plastic, unmoving, non-vibrating cock.
 
    
 
   Those eight minutes were probably the most frustrating of my life. It was torture. True, evil, sadistic torture. The elevator just sat there. And like the elevator, the RVP didn’t go up or down.
 
    
 
   The elevator began moving again, this time going up and I quickly turned the RVP back on. I had to cum. And quickly. The elevator rose and a moment later the bell dinged and the doors opened. I was on the thirteenth floor. A woman appeared, gave me a confused look, and stepped up next to me. I glanced at her and I could tell that she was very, very curious about the sounds coming from my bottom half. I understood. Even with the music playing in the elevator you could hear the buzz of the vibrator and stir stick whipping my pussy into a froth.
 
    
 
   “Are you going down?” She asked me a moment later when she realized that none of the interior buttons had been pressed.
 
    
 
   My mouth moved before my brain, but I don’t really blame myself for that. If you think about it, I’m not exactly Miss Stability. I mean honestly, what sort of girl dresses like a fuck slut and stands in an office building elevator screwing with the settings on a sex toy in time with whether the elevator goes up or down?
 
    
 
   “God, I hope not,” I said breathlessly, even as I saw her hit the lobby button. I stifled a groan as the elevator started to drop again and I shut the RVP down, the silence sudden and even more incriminating. The woman looked at me oddly but didn’t say anything. We rode together in silence as I shifted back and forth, my hips still churning and working at the unmoving plastic cock inside me. The doors opened and she hurried out, casting a backward glance at me. As the doors closed and she disappeared from view I knew I looked even weirder not getting out of the elevator.
 
    
 
   Then, the elevator suddenly went back up. I let out a frustrated groan, turned the RVP back up to full, and then we stopped on the seventh floor.
 
    
 
   And stayed there, doors shut. I lasted two more minutes before I popped.
 
    
 
   When I came it was like fireworks going off. I let out a hoarse cry of satisfaction as my pussy contracted and fluttered around the RVP. The spinning felt amazing and the vibrations were more than enough to push me over the edge. I wanted to put my hand between my legs but I knew I couldn’t, especially since I wasn’t supposed to. I breathed out through my nose and just enjoyed the private moment where I was able to really just let it go. But as the sexual smoke in my brain cleared I realized that the honeymoon was over, even as the RVP kept up the buzzing swirl that worked between my legs.
 
    
 
   One orgasm? That was it? Of course not! Master Brandon would never be so stingy. So I reached into my little purse and brought out the two clothespins he’d instructed me to bring. This was where things got dicey and I was inordinately grateful that no one was in the elevator cab with me. Hurriedly I unbuttoned the front of my shirt and without a moment’s hesitation I put both clothespins on my nipples. I came at them from underneath, so that the wooden clamp hung from the tip of my breasts and as I buttoned back up, my shirt… well… I was about to say “concealed” the pegs, but in all honesty you could easily see them. At least my breasts weren’t exposed with the clothespins sticking straight out. If someone got on I’d at least have a fighting chance to avoid the questioning glances.
 
    
 
   Presuming the RVP ever stopped. I wasn’t allowed to turn it off unless the elevator went down, and since we had risen to level seven and stayed there, the doors unopened, the only thing I could do was slowly but surely go quietly crazy with desperation as my private bits were subjected to about ten more minutes of intense stimulation.
 
    
 
   Then the elevator moved downward again and I turned off the RVP. It stopped at the third floor and a man got on, his eyes going just a bit wide when he took in my appearance, though I had both my arms wrapped around my breasts. The clothespins dug into my nipples sending a number of rather intense, but not totally unpleasant feelings through my chest and I gave him a small, tense smile as he pressed the lobby button. He then tried very, very hard not stare at me. I didn’t mind. I was trying very, very hard not turn the RVP back on.
 
    
 
   “After you?” He said generously when we got to the ground floor and I smiled softly.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, but I have to go back up,” I explained.
 
    
 
   “Oh. Okay. Have a good day,” he said politely, then left the elevator. The doors closed behind him and I suspect that my sexualized appearance made the disparity of what I was doing in the elevator something of an inconsequential. I love people who don’t connect the dots. It saves me from humiliating situations.
 
    
 
   Then the elevator went back up as did my RVP, leaving me reeling.
 
    
 
   It took me close to forty minutes to cum the second time and multiple trips on the elevator. Twice more I had to endure passengers. The first one was a woman wearing jogging attire and her eyes tracked in on my breasts as she got on in the lobby and then rode with me to the eleventh floor, the RVP buzzing loudly. The second was a man who did something similar, but only to five. Each left me barely sane and as the elevator settled again, closed and waiting for the next command I shuddered as the RVP tore into my lower half, leaving me a whimpering blob of girl who exploded just twenty seconds later. I fell over, leaning against the walls of my makeshift orgasmic prison and felt the elevator sink back down. With a whine I turned off the RVP and just barely had the presence of mind to stand up straight as the elevator doors opened. Two men stood out front and waited for me to get out. I shook my head, and with a trembling voice told them I had to head back up. They pressed the button for fourteen, and ignoring me standing in the corner, we rose upward.
 
    
 
   This left me in something of a bind. With the elevator moving upward I was supposed to turn the RVP back up to full power. But I’d also been told to take off the clothespins and exchange them with something a bit more intensive. I bit my lip as the elevator took off and opted for the RVP. I turned it back up to full, even though I was starting to get just a tiny bit tender. I gasped and one of my companions looked at me as the hum of the motors filled the little cab.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes sir. Thank you for asking,” I managed to say, though the tension in my voice must have been immediately apparent. They exchanged glances as I put a hand on the handicap railing.
 
    
 
   “Are those clothespins?” The other man asked.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened in sudden horror and my arm snapped back up across my breasts as my cheeks suddenly went scarlet.
 
    
 
   The other man started laughing. “That explains the hum,” he said with a snicker.
 
    
 
   I was mortified and turned away, my lip caught in my bottom teeth. The two men didn’t say another word to me, but instead turned and stared at me.
 
    
 
   As they got out one of them, the one who asked if I was okay, leaned back in. “Have fun!” He said to me and then the doors closed. The elevator didn’t move. So while the RVP buzzed and agitated my sweet slit I struggled to unbutton my shirt a second time. I got the clothespins off and then drew the two weighted clover clamps out of my purse.
 
    
 
   If you’ve never worn Japanese clover clamps before, or seen them, the design is relatively simple. It’s a mechanism in which any kind of tugging on the clamp itself causes the pincers to squeeze tighter. On a normal set this would result in some intense sensation, but eventually the clamp would slip off. Mine however have been filed into a series of uncomfortable, somewhat sharp ridges that prevent anything remotely resembling slippage. Hanging from each of the clover clamps is a two inch long spring, followed by a one pound weight, to which a small silver bell is attached. So with my breasts hanging out I clipped each of these clamps to my nipples, gasped in agony as the weight and bouncing tightened the pincers. And then, as I struggled to catch my breath and maybe consider buttoning up my shirt, the elevator cab started to move. Downward.
 
    
 
   I didn’t know if this was a position adjustment or whether someone had hit a button. All I knew was that we were moving. I left the front of my shirt flapping as I quickly turned off the RVP. I’d just barely managed to grab hold of the open flaps of my blouse when the elevator stopped at six and the doors opened.
 
    
 
   Not enough time.
 
    
 
   I wrapped my arms around my chest instantly but it wasn’t soon enough. The man who stood there, dressed in a polo shirt and blue jeans looked at me with wide eyes, undoubtedly unsure of what he’d just seen. Then his eyes narrowed and as he looked at my arms, crossed tightly across my chest, my shirt obviously open beneath my crossed arms. A smile appeared on his face. I bit my lip and looked away. I was so on edge. Sure, the RVP was now off. But my God… I needed to cum. Again. My nipples were throbbing. My shirt was unbuttoned and the only thing keeping the man standing at the elevator door from seeing my clamped and exposed boobs were my arms.
 
    
 
   He stepped in slowly. His eyes went up and down my body and felt as if my clothes were being mentally shredded.
 
    
 
   “Going down?” He asked courteously.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes sir. Thank you,” I replied. I swallowed hard, looking up at the floor indicator, wishing it would hurry. He pressed the lobby button and then looked over at me as we started to descend.  
 
    
 
   “That’s a novel outfit,” he said with admiration.
 
    
 
   I blushed crimson and I’m almost positive that the flush went down to my clamped nipples, though honestly I didn’t check. I swallowed. “Thank you, sir.”
 
    
 
   The elevator dinged and the doors opened. He gestured for me to proceed him out into the lobby, but I cleared my throat. “Ahem, actually sir, I’m going to head back up,” I stammered. He gave me a curious look and then nodded. He went to step out of the elevator, but then hesitated. He turned, looked at me and then moved back in. My eyes widened in alarm as the doors shut with both of us in the elevator. He gave me a huge grin. “I forgot something too,” he said. “What floor are you going to?”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Oh my God. Up meant…
 
    
 
   “Fifteen sir,” I stammered.
 
    
 
   He nodded and pressed the button for fifteen. He didn’t press any other buttons. The elevator went up and I realized I was truly screwed. I closed my eyes, let go of my shirt with my right arm, brought my hand back to the control box to the RVP, and pushed both sliders back up to maximum. The probe inside me began to seethe and I could feel the vibrations shoot through me. And of course the loud hum of the vibrators made things a lot more obvious.
 
    
 
   I glanced over at him, realizing a moment too late that while my actual nipples were still nicely covered, the two dangling weights, complete with bells, were totally visible underneath my left forearm.
 
    
 
   He grinned at me. “I knew I liked your outfit,” he said eagerly. I let out a whimper and my entire lower half began writhing. Oh my God I needed to cum. My pussy tightened and I let out a gasp as the vibrations and stirring made my insides ferment. I was ready. Oh God I was so ready!
 
    
 
   The elevator bell dinged and the fifteenth floor opened up before me. He looked at me expectantly but I just stood there leaning against the wall, trembling. He turned toward me, one foot in the doorway, keeping the elevator open and stuck on the 15th floor and his hand came up. He grabbed hold of my wrist, not hard mind you, but firmly and he gently pulled.
 
    
 
   Without my arm across my chest my shirt flapped open. Both breasts, clamped and throbbing, the weighted clover clamps dangling sweetly from my nipple were in full view. And it was more than I could take. I cried out and brought my knuckle up to my mouth, gnawing on it as the orgasm hit me like a brick. He reached out and started playing with the clamps and the elevator doors shut. For a long moment the elevator didn’t move and I was just lost there in nirvana, my breasts throbbing and hurting and touched, while my pussy did yoga, wrapped around the four inch spinning cock of the RVP. I was so lost in the sensation that even when the elevator dropped I didn’t turn down the RVP. The orgasm was that overwhelming.
 
    
 
   He had hit the button for the ninth floor and he pulled gently on the clamp. I was lost in waves of pain and pleasure, more of the latter than the former and when the doors opened and he led me out I was beyond caring. Somewhere in the back of my mind someone was saying, “wait! You’re supposed to turn off the RVP! And here! Put on these alligator clamps!”
 
    
 
   He led me to an office, unlocking a glass door with a key. I followed him in, the RVP still going at full power and I was clearly just along for the ride. Then he pulled me down another hall, through the darkened interior of the suite until we got to another office. He opened the door and pushed me inside. Then his hands went to his pants and a moment later he pushed me to my knees. I opened my mouth and took him into my mouth, my breasts still caught in the cruel bite of the weighted clamps even as the RVP continued to send me spiraling back up into another loop of sexual ecstasy.
 
    
 
   The blowjob itself went on for about fifteen minutes before he pulled me to my feet, a look of matching desperation in his eye. I’d had the RVP on full blast the entire time and the only reason I hadn’t popped again was because it was just too soon. He pulled it away from my body and turned it off, tossing it to the ground. I managed to get him a condom out of my purse and he put it on with a snarl. Then he pushed me over the desk with my rump in the air. I gasped in relief as the wooden surface took the weight of the clamps hanging off my nipples, but then he considered things, pulled me back up, and instead made me stand bent over one of the guest chairs, my hands on the arm rests, the back of the chair digging up into my tummy. I didn’t even realize why that made a difference until he tugged up my skirt and entered me from behind. It was a brutal, strong fuck and my entire body rocked as he used me. Immediately the weighted clamps on my tits began swinging violently back and forth and the pain increased dramatically. I cried out as he began slapping my bottom with every thrust, my nipples quickly becoming the epicenter of agony that affected me. The bells rang as he banged me and the pendulum pull of the weights sent what felt like shards of hot glass deep into my chest.
 
    
 
   All I can say was thank God he came quickly. I was bent over for less than five minutes and then he pulled his cock out, stripped off the condom, and rubbed himself until he shot a massive stream of cum across my back and buttocks. I felt it dripping down. He let go of me and I looked around his office for some tissue or something. Nothing. Men. Sheesh.
 
    
 
   “Do you, uh… have something I could use to clean up?” I asked softly. My nipples still throbbed painfully as I hung over the chair.
 
    
 
   He looked at me with an amused expression. Then he shrugged, walked around his desk and came out with a few napkins obviously left over from a meal or snack. I used them delicately, scrubbing my back because he wasn’t considerate enough to come back around and clean me himself. I watched as he got dressed and I slowly straightened and began buttoning up my shirt.
 
    
 
   “You going to leave those on?” He asked me as I wrapped the white material of my shirt over the heavy clover clamps. I nodded and picked up the RVP.
 
    
 
   “Yes sir. It’s a requirement,” I explained as I strapped the RVP back onto my lower half. Slipping the four inch cock back into my hole felt unreasonably good. Then, dressed and ready, I gave him a look. He was sitting in his chair, a huge smile on his face.
 
    
 
   “Well, you’re a decent fuck. I’ll give you that,” he said. “If you’d like to earn some extra money, be here at five thirty on Friday. Same outfit or something similar. Wear the clamps and expect to stay out late.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “I’m not a prostitute.” The words came out seriously hollow.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “All women are prostitutes. They’re all selling. It’s just finding out how much it costs.”
 
    
 
   For a second I wanted to invite him to come and meet Kari, just so she could wipe that smug expression off his smarmy face.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, then picked up my purse. “Thank you for an…” I paused, trying to think of something nice to say because my breasts still really hurt. “Energetic time.”  Then I headed for the door.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” He called out, getting up from his chair. “That’s it? Will you be here on Friday or not?”
 
    
 
   I gave him an uncertain look. “I’m not sure.”
 
    
 
   His eyebrow went up. “Five hundred dollars,” he said.
 
    
 
   I gave him a steady look. “I have a feeling that what you plan on doing to me is worth much more than that.”
 
    
 
   His expression changed a bit. “Oh, so you like it rough, huh?”
 
    
 
   My mouth curled up. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain…” my voice trailed off as I realized that sluts don’t get paid. “Whore.” I amended. “My limits are no blood, no scat or pee play, and no mutilation.”
 
    
 
   He laughed. “That’s it? My god. I’ll destroy you.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “Isn’t that enough?”
 
    
 
   “What are you going to cost me?” He asked.
 
    
 
   “For Friday night? From five thirty in the afternoon until Midnight?” I asked. He nodded. I sighed. I wanted to price myself out of his range so I upped the amount. “Fifteen hundred. Anything you want within my limits, regardless of how much it hurts, or how many players are involved.”
 
    
 
   For a second he looked like the price may have been beyond him. “And I’m incredibly flexible,” I said softly. Then, just for kicks, I began opening my shirt back up.
 
    
 
   He suddenly laughed. “You want another fuck?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “Just showing you how deviant I am,” I replied.
 
    
 
   He nodded. “Five thirty. But expect a rough night. You probably won’t be able to walk afterward.”
 
    
 
   I suddenly realized that I wanted a rough night. “Yes sir. I’ll be here.”
 
    
 
   He let me go and I walked out of the office, totally terrified, totally dismayed at my behavior. My God, Bre. You’re not a whore! Are you?
 
    
 
   I stumbled to the women’s bathroom and found a stall. Immediately I removed the clover clamps and sobbed as my heart pushed blood back through the crushed and pulled tips. I stayed like that for almost twenty minutes, just sitting on the toilet, giving my breasts a chance to recuperate. Then I tried not to think about Friday night. Instead I thought about the assignment. I still had one more orgasm to go on the elevator. The good news was that I could retire the clover clamps. The bad news was that I had to wear the last set of nipple clamps I’d brought, my pair of alligator clamps, connected on a steel chain. I fished them out of my purse as I put away the clover clamps and then, with my shirt wide open, I put on the metal toothed alligators.
 
    
 
   Honestly? They didn’t hurt as much as the clovers had, but that may have been because of the weights and being bent over a chair for a rather vicious fucking. I took a shuddering breath and buttoned my shirt back up. Then I turned on the RVP, just to low, and I emerged from the bathroom feeling better. I made my way to the elevator and pressed the up button, my mind going back over Master Brandon’s requirements. A fourth orgasm, wearing the alligator clamps. Then I had to go to the top floor and walk it once, the whole thing, with the RVP on full power.
 
    
 
   Oddly enough, I’d already sort of done the punishment for cumming a fifth time. I was supposed to find someone to fuck. Of course since I hadn’t cum while getting my pussy reamed I should have been able to take the alligator clamps and RVP off and leave the building. Except… I was all out of order. Did I try for another orgasm? And if I did would I have to do the walk along the top floor?
 
    
 
   I sighed. This was too confusing. I hate it when I fuck up an assignment like this. For a second I toyed with calling Julie and asking for an out, but then sighed. I could hear in my head Julie’s voice asking “are you medically incapable of finishing the assignment?”
 
    
 
   And that would be that.
 
    
 
   The elevator doors opened and thankfully the cab was empty. I climbed on and hit the button for the fifteenth floor. I was already on nine, so I hurriedly pushed the sliders of my RVP up to full power as the elevator rose. My pussy contracted tightly around the RVP and I let out a little moan, my hips wiggling as the vibrations and swirling sensation once more began tormenting me. The cab came to a stop and the doors opened on the now familiar landing at the top of the building. I stayed in the cab, my heartbeat slowly increasing. The alligator clamps on my nipples suddenly began tingling and I realized that I was feeling the pain of them now. I tried to focus, but thoughts of Friday night, of actually showing up, of being used and taken and tortured, filled to the brim, kept me swirling in a dizzying haze of need.
 
    
 
   The elevator just sat there. Minute by minute. I felt a shudder go from my toe to chest. The RVP was doing exactly what it was supposed to and even multiple orgasms in. With the discomfort of the alligator clamps, my pussy was quickly fermenting and becoming a froth. Then I blinked. I could do it. I could cum. That would be number four. And then, because I was already here on the fifteenth floor I could just walk it quickly and be done!
 
    
 
   And so I grabbed my breasts right through my shirt and began tapping the alligator clamps. In seconds I’d turned the heat up from hot to boiling and my hips began frantically pumping. I leaned into the corner of the elevator and moaned as the waves of acute pleasure washed over me. I was so close, so damn close, when the elevator sank.
 
    
 
   “Nooooo!” I whined, my hand going down to the sliders. I turned the RVP off, my chest heaving with need, wetness soaking my thighs. The elevator stopped on the sixth floor but the doors didn’t open. So I stood there, slowly backing down from the orgasm. Oh my God… it was so frustrating! I waited another ten minutes before the damn elevator moved again, this time going down to three. Once more the doors didn’t open and I waited another eight or so minutes before I finally ended up on the lobby level. The doors opened and an older gentlemen wearing a black sweater vest got into the elevator. He looked at me with an appraising eye, and then took a deep breath and let out a sigh. He looked away from me.
 
    
 
   I was no longer close to cumming by that point and so I stood quietly.
 
    
 
   “What floor are you going to?” He asked as he pressed the button for seven. The elevator started to rise and I turned on the RVP, to full power, as I answered.
 
    
 
   “Um… I haven’t quite decided yet,” I said honestly.
 
    
 
   He glanced at me in suspicious bewilderment, his eyes tracing my body. I’m absolutely sure he could see the metal outlines of the alligator clamps on my nipples and let’s be honest - short mini-skirt, fuck me heels with red painted toe nails, and a white blouse straining to stay closed across my bosom? Hell, all I needed to do was put my hair up in pigtails.
 
    
 
   He nodded. “Riding for fun. Gotcha.” He smiled. “That’s very loud,” he told me.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Um. What is?” I asked nervously.
 
    
 
   “Your vibrator,” he said.
 
    
 
   I turned crimson, which was a neat trick since I was already blushing. The elevator stopped at seven and the door opened. He gave me a sweet smile and got out. Then the doors closed, leaving me alone.
 
    
 
   With the RVP on.
 
    
 
   This time the wait wasn’t unbearable. In minutes I was frantic, my loins grinding against the RVP and before the elevator even moved again I cried out in solitary bliss as the orgasm rushed through me. I started laughing as the tension inside me broke and I hit the button for the fifteenth floor. I got off the elevator with a smile, the buzzing and churning of the RVP still going, but now just an ancillary stimulation. All I had to do was walk the top floor once. I’d been there a number of times. It was the penthouse floor, where Kari’s client had their offices. I turned to the right and began walking hurriedly, focused on completing a single circuit. If I managed then that was it. All I had to do then was get back down stairs and out to my car before exploding a fifth… or… technically, now a sixth time. My feet ached in the heels but I didn’t let that slow me down as I felt the growing sensitivity of a clit that’s had just a bit too much excitement. I gritted my teeth and walked. Door after door passed me and I approached the suite Kari was decorating. Everything was dark. I passed it by and headed down the hall. When I got to the last door I turned tail and headed back toward the elevators. Walking with the RVP going full blast inside you is much more difficult than standing still. Brandon knew that. That’s why I was doing laps.
 
    
 
   Still, I made it. I did the whole floor. I hit the down button and stood there waiting for almost thirty more seconds as the elevator finally got to me. The doors opened and it was empty. Yes. Perfect. I stepped into the cab, the RVP humming loudly and I closed my eyes. All of it was coming down on me. The alligator clamps were chewing on my nipples as my breathing became more labored. My clit was stinging as the little butterfly proboscis of the RVP’s base continued the direct vibrations, the four inch probe inside me spun and stirred me and a hundred other little aches just added to the tension. Was I about to explode? No, I don’t think so. I had time. I only had to make it to the car. The elevator didn’t stop even once on the way down to the lobby and my pussy tightened rhythmically around the RVP as I stepped out on the ground floor.
 
    
 
   Sunlight flashed and I smiled as the home stretch appeared before me. All I had to do was walk through the lobby, out the doors, and then to the parking lot immediately adjacent. My silver Saturn sedan was parked right up front, waiting for me. I took a deep breath, trying to control the jerking of my hips, and headed straight for the door.
 
    
 
   Had I not been suffering the strain of sexual arousal, had there not been a motorized phallus twisting inside me, had my nipples not been caught in the tight grip of toothed metal clamps, I might have recognized the man that came in through the door just before I got there. I might have turned away, headed to the bathroom or something. He was a gentleman of course, and held it open for me, but then he spoke in surprise.
 
    
 
   “Ms. Erickson! What are you doing here on a Saturday?” George Padilla, the Chief Financial Officer of Kari’s client asked me in shock.
 
    
 
   I blinked and looked up, the words “Oh, shit!” going through my mind. I froze, a wooden smile on my face as I turned to look at Mr. Padilla.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Padilla!” I said tightly. My lower half was going nuts as my pussy tried to still the buzzing, corkscrew stimulation caused by the rocketing “Rotating Venus Penis” by squeezing it as tightly as possible. It didn’t work. At all. “Uh… um… Kari asked me come by and take a picture of a piece of art in the office so she could match colors. But your office was closed,” I said, realizing my lie was so incredibly stupid that I should have been dragged out behind the barn and paddled until my ass burned.
 
    
 
   George Padilla, who was already busily admiring my outfit, grinned. “Well you can come up with me. I’ll let you in and you can take that picture. No one is usually here on a Saturday, so you’re lucky you caught me!”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and I shifted my hips, resisting the urge to thrust and pump lewdly. “uh... well uh… If I could just have a second to go to my car,” I said, my voice strained.
 
    
 
   George Padilla laughed. “Well, I wasn’t planning on being here long. It will only take a moment.” He grabbed my elbow and then I was facing the wrong way. As we got to the elevator and he hit the up button he cocked his head to the side. “Do you hear that buzzing noise?” He asked curiously.
 
    
 
   I went scarlet and he looked down at my lower half. A dawning look of realization crossed his face and our eyes met. I thought about the rest of Master Brandon’s assignment. Then I took a deep breath, faced the opening elevator doors, and stepped into the cab. Mr. Padilla followed and we went to the tenth floor. I followed Mr. Padilla into the office and…
 
    
 
   well…
 
    
 
   I went up and down.
 
    
 
   Breanne, for your assignment today I would like you to wear something visually stimulating. It should be short in the skirt area, low in the collar, and leave more of you exposed than covered. I’m guessing any of the outfits Kari purchased for you would work. Make sure you wear a pair of fuck me heels too, just to make sure you are appropriately attired.
 
    
 
   At the beginning of your assignment you will need several items. The first will be your RVP. Insert the probe into your slit, strap the thing on, and make sure the controller is easily available to you. You may run the wire up inside your clothing instead of outside your skirt. I would also like you to bring three sets of nipple clamps with you. The first should be a simple set of clothespins. The second should be your weighted clover clamps and the third should be your alligator clamps.
 
    
 
   Once you are appropriately attired, stuffed, and have the clamps in your purse, you will find a high rise building, preferably one with more than twenty flours. You will go into the building with the RVP set to low and make your way to the elevators. Get on the elevator and select the top floor. The moment the elevator begins to rise you will turn your RVP, both functions up to maximum. Once the elevator arrives at the highest level stay in the elevator. It will move from floor to floor on its own, or as other people call it for use. Whenever the elevator goes down turn the RVP off. Whenever it goes up, turn the RVP to high.
 
    
 
   You will ride the elevator until you have cum four times, via only the stimulation of the RVP. Except after each orgasm you will apply the clamps in order (clothespins, clovers, and lastly alligator clamps) to your nipples. After you have cum the fourth time you will turn the RVP to maximum, both functions, and walk the top floor once before proceeding back down and out to your vehicle. However, if you cum a fifth time you will remain, continuing to ride the elevator with your nipples caught in the alligator clamps, going up and down, adjusting the RVP accordingly, until you find someone willing to fuck your brains out. Once you are in the process of getting screwed stupid you may remove the RVP, and after your partner has cum you may remove the clamps. If you managed not to cum during the sex then you may remove the alligator clamps and while carrying the RVP out in your hand, leave the building. If you came (again? really?) you will put the RVP back in, turn it to high, and leave the building with your breasts bared and your nipples caught in the alligator clamps. Yes. Everyone will be able to see your boobs.
 
    
 
   Have fun!
 
    
 
   Master Brandon
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter34]Chapter 34: Ground Floor
 
    
 
   It was late. The sun had gone down and a quick glance out the glass window from the fifteenth floor had assured me that the parking lot was mostly empty. It meant I had a good chance of leaving without being an instant spectacle. I turned and walked back over to George. He was laying on the couch in his office, dozing happily and I knelt down next to him. I put my hand on his limp manhood and then bent down to give him a soft kiss. He murmured something and then opened his eyes.
 
    
 
   “Leaving?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I laughed. “Yes. I’ve got to get home. Responsibilities,” I said.
 
    
 
   He nodded. “If you’ll wait I’ll walk you out.”
 
    
 
   I smiled, but then shook my head. “No, you have a reputation and I kind of messed up my assignment.”
 
    
 
   He blinked. “Assignment? Oh right.”
 
    
 
   I’d explained my attire to him, and what I was really doing after we were naked in his office and he got a good look at the alligator clamps on my breasts.
 
    
 
   I stood back up and he watched as I went to his desk. I picked the RVP back up and slid it into my pussy, moaning softly as the four inch cock went in easily. I strapped the butterfly base on and settled the RVP quietly, only to pick up the control box and push both sliders all the way to maximum. The dull roar filled George’s office and I closed my eyes and concentrated on breathing for a moment. I was satisfied now. Very satisfied. George was too, twice and I felt just a tad bit smug. I stepped into my mini-skirt, my pussy already fluttering around the oscillating screw I was getting. Then I faced him, my bare breasts pushed out as I put the alligator clamps back on.
 
    
 
   “Don’t those hurt?” George asked again. I nodded, wincing as the toothed jaws closed on the tender tips of each breast.
 
    
 
   “Yes. That’s the point,” I assured him. He sighed and stood up, reaching to the floor to pick up my blouse. He held it out to me and I swallowed hard.
 
    
 
   “I uh… I’m not allowed to wear it,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   George blinked. “You’re going to walk out of the building with your nipples clamped, bare breasted, with no shirt on, while your pussy gets vibrated and stirred?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “It's the punishment for cumming again,” I said, giving him a look.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “So that’s why you were resisting,” he said. “Sorry. I like a woman who has a good time. It’s only fair.”
 
    
 
   I gave him a wan smile. “And so…” I gestured at my chest. “I’m going to head out.” I grabbed my purse and he started to put on his pants.
 
    
 
   “I’ll walk you to the elevator at least,” he said. It didn’t take him long to get dressed and then I followed him through the empty suite and out to the hall. I glanced both ways before stepping through the door and then I hurried down to the elevator, my boobs bouncing freely. George followed along, shaking his head.
 
    
 
   “You are an amazing woman, you know that?” He said, his eyes on my clamped breasts.
 
    
 
   I smiled. “Thank you, sir.”
 
    
 
   His eyes lifted from my boobs to my face. “Will I see you again?”
 
    
 
   I laughed as the elevator door opened. No one was inside. “Of course. I will be with Kari next time though.”
 
    
 
   He grabbed my wrist as I stepped into the cab. “Are you going to tell her?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t keep secrets from Kari Anders,” I said seriously.
 
    
 
   He gave me a speculative look and then smiled. “No. I don’t suppose you do. She’s quite a woman, isn’t she?”
 
    
 
   I nodded and he let go. “Yes she is,” I said as the doors closed. He waved and then I lost sight of him. I hit the lobby button and prayed there wouldn’t be any stops. The elevator sank and sank and then I was there, on the ground floor. The doors opened and I peeked out. No one. Even the guard desk was empty. I ran for it, my arms wrapped around my bare bosom, pressing the alligator clamps hard into my boobs. I got to my car, fumbled the key, and then climbed in frantically. I jammed the key into the ignition and as I backed out of the parking space I turned off the RVP, even as my pussy let out a little quiver.
 
    
 
   I paused. And just for a moment, considered going back in. Riding the elevator? Yeah. Well… that was kind of fun.
 
    
 
   Up and down...
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter35]Chapter 35: Points
 
    
 
   I looked up from my desk as the door opened and the blond sex goddess I worship walked in. At five foot eight inches, Kari towered over me and despite the fact that there was a four inch difference between her sexy, expensive, but sensible four inch heels and my stripper style “please fuck me before I topple over” shoes, our height difference remained similar to our sexual positioning. She was on top. I was on bottom.
 
    
 
   This particular morning she looked exceptionally good. A pair of exquisitely cut black trousers enveloped her long and pretty legs and it was matched by a tight fitting jacket that belted in the front with a rectangular gold clip. Underneath was a red, white, and blue striped blouse, the colors canted on both sides into an angle, straight toward her cleavage. It was certainly sexy, especially with all the skin showing from her thin and delicate neck down to this darkening crevasse that my face would have loved to get lost in.
 
    
 
   For jewelry she wore the huge hunk of pressurized carbon on her left hand, a ring with a diamond so big it needed its own zip code. A necklace of 24 karat gold hung from around her neck, and another rock that sparkled was positioned halfway down her chest, which just made looking at her almost exposed bosom that much more enjoyable.
 
    
 
   This was in direct contrast to me, her secretary, personal assistant, friend, lover, and sexual submissive, since I was wearing a mini skirt that barely covered my bottom and a white stretch blouse that oddly enough was cut similarly to Kari’s shirt, except while her’s covered everything, my breasts were in immediate danger of falling out.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” I said, looking up at her, my hips still grinding despite the interruption. “You look amazing!”
 
    
 
   Kari looked down at me, no doubt immediately noticing my flushed face, the gentle rhythm of my moving rump, and the satisfied look on my face. She smiled warmly, then bent down and kissed me, right on the mouth. Her tongue probed and a moment later we were French kissing. The pressure and intensity of it pushed me back in my chair and I felt her hand on my left breast, kneading and touching me right through the thin material of my shirt. Her fingers slipped beneath and cupped the bare curve, finding my nipple and rolling it hard between her fingers. I gasped, stiffening, my hips beginning to piston now that additional stimulation had been applied. I shivered and then she let me come up for air, though she kept her hand inside my blouse.
 
    
 
   “Have you cum already this morning?” She asked wickedly, a knowing smile on her face.
 
    
 
   I nodded frantically as she squeezed and teased the tip of my left breast. Yes, I’d already exploded and a second orgasm was going to be on its way if she didn’t stop that. But I didn’t dare say that out loud, or grab her wrist. I had to take it. To endure it. And so the delicious, light pinching of Kari’s hand sent a pulse of sexualized sweetness straight down to my pussy, which was already fluttering and squeezing the four inch rotating, grinding, churning phallus that I’d been ordered to put inside me that morning.
 
    
 
   The Rotating Venus Penis is one of the most diabolical toys I own and when Julie, my other mistress, had casually ordered me to wear it, and to keep at least one of the two functions on at all times, I’d trembled in both pleasurable expectation and abject fear. The RVP is one of the few toys I can’t stand very long, giving in to orgasmic pressure like a balloon in a cactus garden. While I could stand the phallic probe swirling in my pussy at low speed for maybe an hour tops, adding the vibration function, which would shake not only the synthetic cock inside me, but the entire base which was pressed to my labia and clit, my resistance could be measured in minutes. Julie had said one function. I’d sort of switched between the two, trying to keep my cool. Still, it hadn’t mattered. I’d gotten to work, turned the thing on again, and within oh… maybe twenty minutes at my desk I’d gasped, clutched the work surface, shook violently, whimpered softly, and proceeded to soak the back of my mini skirt and a good portion of my new, leather office chair.
 
    
 
   Yeah. Well done Bre. Score? One for the RVP. Zero for my resistance. On the flip side, this was a battle I didn’t mind losing. The orgasm was sweet and simple and felt amazing. And clearly I wasn’t the only one who was happy I’d cum. Kari was grinning like a Cheshire cat, leaning back, crossing her arms, appreciating my body. “I’m so glad. You’ll be cumming a lot today I suspect.”
 
    
 
   I laughed and gave her a naughty smile, my eyes brightening. “Really? That sounds wonderful. What did I do to deserve this?” I asked playfully.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed, “Oh sweetie. That’s the funny part. You haven’t paid for it yet.”
 
    
 
   My smile froze and I blinked. “Excuse me?” I asked. The tremor was there already. Payment. Oh. Oh crap.
 
    
 
   She gave my nipple a hard pinch and I gasped, but then she pulled her hand out of my blouse. “Go to the conference room and remove your shirt. Then turn on both functions.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. The conference room? Shirt? Both functions?
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard and stood up. She glanced down at my chair and I followed her gaze. A thin band of moisture had formed in a straight line, with a little “V” shaped ending. Oh God, how embarrassing. Kari leaned over, ran her finger through it, then held it up to my mouth. I opened wide and the taste of my own juice filled my mouth. I sucked on her finger and then Kari pulled it slowly out of me.
 
    
 
   “Conference room. Now. I’ll join you in a minute.” She turned and walked down the hall, avoiding her office as she turned the corner.
 
    
 
   I hurried after her, glancing down the hall. She’d bypassed her office, and her art room, and the kitchenette and then when she walked passed the conference room my heart began to thud in my chest. There was only one more door down that direction and that was to the supply closet. I went into the conference room, not daring to watch the selection process. My thumb flipped up the pair of sliders that controlled the RVP and I felt the swirl of the cock inside me get added to the buzzing function. My pussy quivered around the sex toy instantly. Then, like a good little employee who is accustomed to sexual abuse, I grabbed the hem of my blouse and tugged it off over my head.
 
    
 
   My boobs are large for my frame and I’m a 36c. Now that I’ve gotten older I’m a girl that really needs a bra, or at least a blouse that holds them up. But despite that they’re still impressive. The left one is soft, curvy, and the silver dollar sized nipple is fun to suck on. The right side however is a fucking hardware store. A gold piercing intersects my right nipple, forming a hoop, to which a small, gold padlock is attached. A black-enameled rose can be seen on the side of the lock and it’s lighter than it appears. Except for a pair of gold, red glass fitted studs in my ears, this is my only jewelry. No big rocks for Breanne. That’s for sure.
 
    
 
   My breasts were creamy white, soft, and had pretty much healed from the last bit of sadistic torment inflicted upon them. I wrapped my arms around myself, cushioning my boobs, and waited. At least she didn’t keep me standing there, wrapped in knots, waiting for the axe to fall. Instead she reappeared about thirty seconds later. In her hand was a black crop and I felt both relief and a surge of fear. The crop meant that in just a moment my breasts were going to get a series of sharp, hard strokes, right on the nipples, and that the pain would be impressive. On the flip side, Kari could have brought a cane. That would have been worse. A cane usually leaves bruises and welts. I’d have been hurting for days.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled warmly as she stepped up to me. “Please lean backward against the table, your palms on the wood.” She leaned a bit closer. “And I hope I don’t have to tell you to spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed. Was I going to be whipped between the legs too? Sorta hard when your pussy is covered with a plastic sex toy. I took a deep breath and turned my back to the conference table. This was a position I was acutely familiar with, since it was one of Kari’s favorites to put me in. I leaned backward and supported myself with my arms, my palms flat on the tabletop. Then I widened my stance. This lifted my breasts, presented them perfectly, and also caused my mini skirt to lift up enough for Kari to see the RVP nestled in my bare slit. Her eyes studied my skirt for a moment and then she slipped her hand along my side and to the small of my back. I gasped, even though I knew what she was looking for. She tugged the small battery pack and control box out of the waistband from the small of my back and grinned.
 
    
 
   “For this, I think vibrations would be appropriate,” she said sweetly, pushing the one slider up a few notches. The entire contraption strapped to my sex went from just minor tremors to full blown earthquake. I let out a moan and my toes curled in my open toed platform heels.
 
    
 
   Kari put the remote down on the table and took up a position to my side. The crop came up and even as my hips began rocking in response to the intensity of the RVP, she placed the little flexible flap of leather over my left breast. Then, to make things even harder for me, she didn’t hit me. She rubbed.
 
    
 
   Oh my fucking God.
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes and tilted my head back. It was… it was too much. Too intense. I bit my lip and tightened up. I could feel the sexual pressure in me building and building. I concentrated on trying really hard not to explode with orgasmic need.
 
    
 
   “Kari!” I gasped. My mistress responded predictably. The crop stopped teasing my nipple, moved away from it, then slammed back down with a solid sounding impact. I let out a sharp hiss, the sting of the stroke radiating out from my nipple. Then a wave of heat hit me and I sucked in a breath. Admittedly she could have swatted me harder. Or softer. As it was, she hit me just the right amount. My impending jump off the cliffs of orgasm was diabolically halted as my body tried to adjust to the new sensation of having a boob beaten.
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t wait around either. She moved the end of the crop over to my right breast, tapped the padlock once, and then delivered another measured stroke to my opposite side. Pain flared in my pierced nipple and I’m sure the expression on my face reflected that. Kari went back to the left. Tap. Then slap. Back and forth. Two, three, four, five times. I kept count as my chest began to heave, my hips churning under the onslaught of being both shaken and stirred at the same time.
 
    
 
   All in all Kari hit me maybe fifteen times on each breast, turning my bosom a nice rose color. When she was done I was trembling and she put down her crop, leaned over, and suckled my left nipple into her mouth while her left hand came up, cupped my right side, and just lightly squeezed, playing with me. I went weak at the knees, especially when her leg came up between mine, pressing hard against the RVP. I quivered again. Suddenly my march toward orgasm started up once more and her suckling mouth let go of me just in time to leave me panting and breathless, desperate for relief.
 
    
 
   Bitch.
 
    
 
   “There now,” she said sweetly, her eyes gauging how close I was and evidently liking the situation. “Now, please go and cum again while I decide what I’m going to do to your tits next.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Go. And cum again? What? I stared at her, the awful realization dawning on me. It was punishment. Oh sure, I could cum again as much as I wanted, but she was going to hurt me each time. And evidently today my breasts were the target. I pushed myself up off the table, the RVP sending sweet waves of mind-numbing pleasure through my body. I picked up the controller and started to turn it back down, but Kari stopped me.
 
    
 
   “No,” she said softly. “Both functions, but set to low. And if you cum again, we’ll have to start turning them up.”
 
    
 
   A thrill of both fear and animal lust rushed through me and I stared at her. Finally I nodded and tucked the glowing control box back into the waistband of my mini-skirt. As Kari left I pulled my blouse back on, wondering just how much time Kari would have, thinking about what to do next to me.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter36]Chapter 36: Puddles
 
    
 
   Twenty-one minutes. I lasted just twenty-one minutes before I couldn’t take it anymore and stiffened in my seat, my teeth clenched to keep from making an obscene amount of noise as my thighs tightened, my pussy contracted, and my entire body quivered with the hormonal cocktail of adrenaline, dopamine, endorphins, and oxytocin being shot into my bloodstream. The RVP continued its unholy, evil, totally hedonistic dance between my legs and when I finally managed to force my way back to the surface for a breath, recognizing my surroundings and taking stock, my first instinct was to groan.
 
    
 
   My skirt was soaked. Sheesh.
 
    
 
   Slowly I got to my feet. I looked down at my leather chair and rolled my eyes. There was a puddle. A goddamned puddle in the center, the shoreline in the shape of my pussy. I grabbed a tissue off the desk and scrubbed at my chair. It reeked of sex. I rolled my eyes, frustrated with myself. When I straightened and turned around I looked down the hall. Kari was leaning over, her phone up to her ear, but she was looking down the hall, this huge smile on her face. I blinked, at first figuring that she knew I’d just popped, but then I thought about the angles.
 
    
 
   Crap. When I bent over I must have flashed my bare bottom straight at her! I blushed crimson, tossed the tissue, and headed back toward Kari.
 
    
 
   “Esteban, you know damn well I’m interested,” she said sincerely into the phone, giving me a knowing wink as I moved into her personal domain. I settled against the wall with my arms crossed over my breasts, trying to ignore the incessant stimulation of the RVP. It wasn’t easy, but at least the immediate pressure, the need to orgasm, was gone. Still, I knew that I’d just earned myself additional attention from a sadistic dominatrix.
 
    
 
   “The question is whether I’m available,” she said honestly, turning toward her computer. I was pleasantly surprised. She’d finally learned to check her schedule. She studied the screen for half a moment, then smiled. “As a matter of fact, I am free to today. Do you have any preference?” She let out a silver laugh. “You’re kidding!” She smiled again. “It’s a bit out of my way, but how can I refuse!” She listened for a moment and then glanced up at me. “Two? Well, I suppose I might be able to accomplish that.” There was another long pause and she nodded “You really think so?” She paused, listening to the voice on the other end. “Oh I’m positive she would. In fact, I’m certain of it.” The glint in her eye was particularly disturbing. A little voice inside my head went “uh oh.”
 
    
 
   “All right, Esteban. Good bye.”
 
    
 
   My eyebrow shot up. “Esteban? Your supplier?” I asked curiously. “The guy who fucked me on the mattress in his warehouse after watching me suffer your clothespins through two masturbations?” There might have been a slightly irritated tone in my voice.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded as she put down the phone. “The same. He wants to take us out to lunch and then show us a new acquisition he picked up in the Philippines.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. Last time I’d seen Esteban he’d pinned me to a mattress in his furniture warehouse after watching me suffer through a number of masturbations with clothespins on my nipples and clit. I felt a little quiver down below, but that might have just been the RVP.
 
    
 
   Kari put her hands on the desk and stood up. “So, you had another orgasm.” She said it firmly, a smirk on her face. “Please go to the conference room and bare your breasts. I’ll be along momentarily. I have a call to make.”
 
    
 
   I struggled to control my breathing and as I turned and headed down the hall I couldn’t help wondering what Kari was up to. I lingered a moment to eavesdrop and heard her greet Savannah, one of the other mistresses of the Society of the Golden Rose. I hesitated. If Kari caught me the punishment would be much, much worse. So I continued down to the conference room where I pulled off my shirt for a second time. My breasts still sported the light shading of blush from the cropping she’d given me. I lifted my tits up, looking at them. The nipples were a bit tender, but none the worse for wear. I stood there waiting, my eyes on the door, wondering what was coming next.
 
    
 
   I totally expected to see her walk past the conference room on her way to the supply closet at the end of the hall, where a number of cruel implements hung. There were canes, floggers, switches, and quirts, and it was where the crop had been waiting. But instead she came directly into the conference room. I let out a sigh of relief, at least until I saw what was in her hands.
 
    
 
   The first was a small bottle I immediately recognized. A few years before I used to routinely make a homemade brew of grapeseed oil, mint or cinnamon oils, and a touch of pepper oil. The result was a caustic fluid that was totally (kinda) safe for application on the skin, but that tingled and heated up like muscle cream (which is not safe for internal use.) I’d found a nice, over the counter replacement for those moments when Kari or Julie wanted to inflict a bit more torment on me, but there were a few bottles of what I called “Stinging O” still floating around. You didn’t need a lot of it.
 
    
 
   Kari was also holding a set of clothespins. She put everything down on the table and gave me a warm look. “Are you ready?”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard and nodded, not willing to let her hear my voice crack with an audible response.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled and gestured at the table. “Well, assume the position. Again.”
 
    
 
   And so a moment later I was standing with my butt toward the table, bent over backward, my soft, creamy, rose capped bosom once more presented for Kari’s delight, while the RVP both churned and shook inside and against me.
 
    
 
   Kari produced a paint brush, the small kind you find in a kid’s art kit, except softer. With a wicked gleam in her eye she shook the bottle of Stinging O, opened it and dipped the brush in. Then as I stared resolutely ahead, bracing myself for what was coming, she began to delicately apply the oil to my left nipple.
 
    
 
   At first it was icy and the scent of cinnamon filled my nose. But that sensation only lasted about ten seconds, just long enough for Kari to paint the entire silver dollar sized expanse. Then, just as the tingling cold began to heat up she moved to the other nipple and dabbed the oil around and under my piercing, even lifting my little padlock to get the underside of my areola. By this time it felt like my left tit had been dipped in hot water and the heat was getting worse. Then the cold faded on my right breast and the heat began. As I began panting, my body attempting to deal with the chemical stimulation, Kari sealed up the bottle, put it down, and then reached behind me. I felt the controller of the RVP come out of my waistband and without even a word of sympathy, she turned up the rotation function by one level. I felt the increase in speed and my sex contracted around the four inch long probe instantly, even as my hips began the same grind as before. I gasped, eyes wide as Kari brought her knee up between my legs, pushing on the RVP, making the rumbling base press hard against my clit and petals.
 
    
 
   Then came the clothespins. She put them on easily, straight on so that they stuck out horizontally. I groaned and the pain of having the tips of my already burning nipples crushed between the wooden jaws of the pegs melded into a hurt that I can’t really describe. I let out a choked sob and tears filled my eyes but that was as far as I let it go. Then the pressure of Kari’s leg lightened and she flipped up the front of my skirt. She slid her finger underneath the RVP, along and over my clit, into the wetness, only to bring it back up to my clit, rubbing in soft light circles.
 
    
 
   And I realized my break from sexual pressure was definitely over.
 
    
 
   There is one thing about Kari I have always admired. She knows how to use me. Or play me. Or… something. She knows my limits, how to excite me, how to stop me and how to make me cum. In this case, with just a few touches she changed the pain of the Stinging O into something that just set me off again. And while the burn would fade, the chewing discomfort of the clothespins wouldn’t. And that pain, shooting down from the tips of my breasts, would just exacerbate the stimulation between my legs. Honestly, what surprised me was that she didn’t put Stinging O on my clit.
 
    
 
   Hell, if I’d been in her position, I would have.
 
    
 
   She pulled her hand out from between my legs and her finger was replaced by the agitation of the RVP. The probe inside me swirled as if a mad chef were busily stirring cupcake batter and as I straightened I let out a groan, realizing that she’d primed the damn pump again. I wasn’t exactly close to cumming, but I knew, without a doubt, that I’d be doing it again soon enough. Thirty minutes? Forty? An hour? I had no idea. I just knew that it was inescapable. I’d pop before our lunch date. And what would that mean?
 
    
 
   “How do you feel?” She asked a moment later. I sucked in a breath and looked down at my boobs. Both of them burned and ached and my nipples were throbbing. The clothespins dangled and wiggled, moving with each breath. My mind tried to wrap itself around a decent response, but it came out mumbled and strained.
 
    
 
   “I’m… a… I… feels… hurts… cumming,” I breathed.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Well, you can put on your shirt now and get back to work. We won’t be leaving until eleven, so you’ve got a bit of time.”
 
    
 
   My thoughts finally crystallized. “Time for what?” I asked painfully.
 
    
 
   Her eyebrows went up. “Why, to cum again!” She leaned forward with a smile. “I’m looking forward to it. I know exactly what I’m going to do to your breasts next.”
 
    
 
   My heart fell, smashed its way through my stomach and lower intestines, and then settled like a rock right behind my throbbing and convulsing sex. I watched as Kari turned back to the chair I’d draped my shirt over and she handed it to me, clearly wanting to watch me go through the next torment.
 
    
 
   I took it, the clothespins jiggling as I moved. Slowly I pulled it down over my head, and then with a whimper, stretched the blouse out as far as I could so I could get it down over both my boobs and the clothespins. I failed and snagged both pegs, pushing them down for a moment, gasping as the pain shot up through my jugs and deep into my chest. When my head emerged, Kari was grinning, a look of intense arousal on her face, and I could tell that my pain was making her wet.
 
    
 
   As the blouse came down I used one hand to snag the front. I pulled down on the collar and both of my breasts emerged with the stretchy material bunched up under them, the clothespins sticking straight out. Of course this caused both my breasts to sort of puff up and the pegs stuck out like freaking toggle switches.
 
    
 
   Kari put her hand over her mouth and laughed. “I’m sorry!” She said a moment later, still chuckling. “But I’m trying to imagine you sitting at the desk like that.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. I hadn’t even considered the fact that I was going to have to head back out to my desk in a moment.
 
    
 
   “Please, Kari. Can’t you put them on from the bottom?” I begged. If she took the clothespins off and came from below, so that the wooden clip itself hung from my breasts instead of jutting out from the front, I could tolerate having my tight, elastic shirt covering them. As it was, I only had two choices Show off my burning, clamped chest, while trying to endure the RVP, or worse - bring the shirt down over the clothespins, forcing the pegs downward and literally bending both my nipples ninety degrees. That would be excruciating.
 
    
 
   “Well, I look forward to seeing your choice,” she said a second later. “Swing by my office so I can see!” She paused. “And I hope you cum soon because I’ve got another torment for your cute little titties and I know you’d hate to go to lunch with the clothespins on.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened as she sauntered out. Oh my fucking God. Lunch? Like this?
 
    
 
   I stood there flummoxed for a moment, the RVP swirling and vibrating between my legs as I considered my lack of options. Finally, I pulled up my shirt and let it push up on the clothespins. Pain, much worse than the still throbbing heat from the bite and burn of the Stinging O and pegs, shot through my nipples as the flesh was pulled and pointed upward. Gasping I let the material tighten and the pain was so bad that I could only stand it for about thirty seconds. As the tears formed in my eyes I yanked my shirt back down and the agonizing pain receded, slightly.
 
    
 
   I must have looked ridiculous. The stupid strap-on high heels, showing my bright red painted toe nails and the arch of each foot; my legs, bare all the way up to my upper thighs, both of which glistened with pussy juice; and now the white stretchy blouse pulled down enough to lift and cushion my breasts, both of which sported a wooden peg sticking straight out. My nipples were all puckered and hard because of the Stinging O and as I stepped into the hall my stomach churned into knots at the thought of me sitting at the desk all exposed like that.
 
    
 
   I stopped at Kari’s office, keeping my back to the hallway. What if someone came in? Or was already waiting? And the pain… oh my God it was still hurting. The heat, the throbbing agony of my nipples being clamped, all of it just tore at me. I stepped into her office and she looked up.
 
    
 
   “Oh. You’re out. Well, I suppose it's for the best. Now I’m kind of hoping you don’t cum before its time to go to lunch. I would love to put the top down and let the air blow across your tits!” Kari exclaimed. The look of enthusiasm in her eye left me feeling downright frightened. She couldn’t see it, but that idea had me shuddering. No way. I just stood there and stared at her.
 
    
 
   Kari waved her hand. “Okay. Go do some work before you cum again,” she said dismissively. So I turned, wrapped one arm above the clothespins, the other below them, and did the slut walk of shame down the hallway toward the glass door and wall of my little entrance room, right off the building lobby. My heart hammered, which just made the tips of my breasts throb even harder and I slid into my seat, trembling and hurting, wanting and circulating. The RVP did its thing as I settled in and adjusted the computer screen to hide my breasts, just on the off chance someone walked by and looked in. My sex tightened hard around the RVP and I let out a soft moan, closing my eyes as the hurt spread deeper and deeper. I knew it was just a matter of time…
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter37]Chapter 37: Kylie’s Tongue 
 
    
 
   When the door opened I was just a tad bit distracted. First of all, I was trying to type out an invoice, which was requiring quite a bit of mental focus since it meant transferring a bunch of numbers and descriptions from one spot to another. Second, I was dealing with the throbbing pain coming from my bosom as my heart labored to pump blood through the crushed tips of each breast. The burn of the Stinging O had mostly faded, but I could still feel a bit of the heat on my areola and that certainly wasn’t comfortable either. Each breath made the clothespins wiggle too. So arguably that might have been a better reason on why I didn’t notice the door opening.
 
    
 
   The reality however, was that I was distracted. The RVP was still going inside me. With the rotation function on level two, turning my insides into a frothy cream while the vibration operation of the base sent a pulsing resonance into all the nooks and crannies of my sex, it's not a surprise that I reacted a moment too late. I glanced up, my arms already flying toward my bosom, one above and one below the clothespins, desperate to hide my blatant nudity. But then I caught sight of Kylie’s face and I let out a groan.
 
    
 
   “Kylie! You scared me!” I said.
 
    
 
   Kyle stepped up to the desk as I let my arms down and her eyes went straight to my exposed and clamped bosom. “I scared you?” She asked curiously. “Or humiliated you?”
 
    
 
   I looked up at her in exasperation, my hips churning as my lower half continued to fuck the RVP right back. “Kari did that, trust me.”
 
    
 
   Kylie was something of a pixie. Short, adorably cute, with brown hair cut to just under her ears and framing her face, she had big brown eyes and a small, slightly upturned nose. Her mouth was big and her lips large, giving her a sort of lush expression. She wore minimal makeup and was dressed in a sexy but still totally appropriate business suit. The skirt was above the knee, but just barely and her blouse was not see-thru and she even got to wear a well cut jacket over it. She leaned forward with her hands on my desk and took a long look at my boobs and then cocked her head to the side, hearing the buzzing of the RVP.
 
    
 
   “I love your outfit. I wish I could be that daring,” she said with a grin. “Is that a vibrator?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “Rotating Venus Penis,” I told her.
 
    
 
   “That explains the flushed look on your face,” she said with a chuckle. “I can’t stand that thing longer than fifteen minutes.” Her eyebrow went up. “What levels?”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, which just sent fresh shards of agony through my tits. Stupid me. Stupid clothespins. “Rotation is on two. Vibration is on one.”
 
    
 
   She nodded sympathetically. “So you’re close,” she said. I nodded.
 
    
 
   “I might be able to hold off another ten or fifteen minutes,” I said depressingly. It was a realistic guess. I’d gone forty already. Part of my resistance was the fact that I’d already cum twice. I’m definitely multi-orgasmic, but the stimulation that pushes me into one-two-three orgasms crammed into fifteen minutes is a bit more intense. And it helps for me to be tied down. This? What Kari was doing to me was just plain cruel. And terribly erotic.
 
    
 
   “So what are you doing here?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Kylie shrugged. “Kari called Savannah and requested me. I’m here with instructions to follow all of Kari’s orders.” She reached out and put one finger on the clothespin hanging off my right nipple. I gasped as she gave it a light push downward, pain shooting up through my breast. “I hope she lets me hurt you and make you cum!”
 
    
 
   I let out a whimper. “Kylie…that hurts.”
 
    
 
   She laughed. “Of course it does.” Then she let up and the clothespin went back to the horizontal position.
 
    
 
   My shudder went from shoulder to hip and I reeled as the waves of pleasure and pain mixed. My pussy tightened on the spinning probe inside me and I bit my lip.
 
    
 
   “Why are you resisting?” She asked. “You clearly are ready to cum.”
 
    
 
   I gestured at my boobs. “Every time I do she does something worse to my breasts.”
 
    
 
   Kylie eyed my bosom again. “Oh. Okay, I can sort of see that as a good reason to try to hold off.” She shook her head in sympathy. “You’re going to fail though. You know that, right?”
 
    
 
   I nodded and stood up. “Yes. Come on. I’ll take you to her.” I took a step away from my desk and Kylie looked down at my chair. The expression on her face was amused. I looked back down, noticing immediately the puddle of pussy juice in my chair and I blushed crimson. We exchanged a knowing glance and then she took my arm and pulled me down the hall. The RVP moved rapidly inside me.
 
    
 
   Oh my God.
 
    
 
   “Hi Kari!” Kylie said as we got to my mistress’ office. Kari was sitting at her desk, browsing the internet and she looked up at Kylie.
 
    
 
   “Oh! Hello Kylie. How are you?” Kari asked with a smile.
 
    
 
   Kylie shrugged, still holding on to me. “Better than Bre, I think.” She leaned forward. “Have you seen what she’s done to her chair?”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “I know. I probably should give her a towel but I like the way it puddles in the center.”
 
    
 
   Yeah. Okay. Talk about embarrassing.
 
    
 
   Kari looked back at Kylie. “And what about you? Are you wet?”
 
    
 
   Now it was Kylie’s turn to blush. “Well, I’m not as aggressive about it as Breanne, but I’ve got a pair of ben-wa balls in me. I’ve been following NHPS Rule #1 as much as I can, but I don’t have the stamina. Mistress Savannah won’t leave anything that vibrates in me for very long. I can’t keep from cumming.”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “I completely understand. Very few of us could hope to match Breanne in depravity.” She motioned at me. “She can’t keep still. Look at her hips.” Kari sighed in satisfaction as I twitched. Then she looked back at Kylie. “We’ll be leaving for lunch in about twenty minutes, after which we will be heading to a warehouse in order for me to examine a new piece my supplier has found. I would prefer not to take Breanne out with clothespins hanging off her tits, so would you please take her to the conference room, strip her naked, remove the RVP, and then lick her clit until she cums? Then I can punish her before we go.”
 
    
 
   Kylie’s smile betrayed exactly how she felt about that and the eagerness in her voice was evident. “Of course Kari! I’d love to.” She moved her hand from my arm down to my fingers and gripped them tightly. “Come on, Bre!” She said to me. “I’m going to do you!”
 
    
 
   Kylie swished past me and I was unceremoniously dragged down the hall to the conference room. We’d barely gotten in the door when she turned to me and began pulling off my clothes. She was kind enough to pull the elastic shirt out far enough not to seriously bang the pegs on my nipples, but she almost tore the skirt she was so eager to get if off my bottom. Then she pushed me toward a chair as her fingers snagged the straps holding in the RVP. It came out and she turned it off, and then she shoved me down. I gasped as she grabbed my legs and lifted them up over the armrests, spreading me obscenely, the pink gash of my soaked slit wide open and accepting.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to enjoy this,” Kylie giggled as she sank down to her knees, using my clothes to cushion her knees.
 
    
 
   Kylie put both hands on my upper thighs and pushed lightly, bringing her face down to my moist cleft. She started at my swollen clit, licking it gently before running her tongue up and down my folds. She sucked my petals into her mouth and literally drank my juice before coming back up to the top of my slit. After the mechanical stimulation, having someone use their mouth on me was beyond the pale and within a minute I was gasping and pumping my hips, waves of pleasure blasting through me. Then, as she sucked my clit into her mouth, rolling it around with her tongue, she reached up with both hands, found the clothespins, and twisted them a half turn in opposite directions. Then she bit me.
 
    
 
   It was too much. I’d been on edge too long and the pleasure mixing with that sort of torment was more than my poor libido could take. I cried out, hands coming up to cup my breasts as she twisted the clothespins back and forth, still chewing on my clit. I shuddered and twitched and my hips jerked and Kylie just stayed right there with her face buried in my wetness, her nose pressed against my clit and her mouth open and her tongue inside me. I resisted the urge to put my hand on the back of her head and fuck her, mostly because I didn’t want her drowning.
 
    
 
   I slumped in my seat, blissfully lost in the soft sweetness of Kylie’s tongue. Oh my God could that girl lick pussy. Even after I exploded she was still licking and probing, sucking and giving playful little nips and if I hadn’t been on my third orgasm and feeling lost in the sweet bliss of the last climax, I think I’d have been headed for another one.
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes and sighed with the euphoric intoxication of sexual satisfaction. In fact, I was so out of it that I didn’t see Kari come in. Kylie was still licking me when Kari reached down and plucked the clothespins from my bosom. The pain of the blood rushing back into the crushed tips of my breasts cut through the fog. I bucked from the discomfort and Kylie wrapped her arms around my legs and kept going. I squealed as my clit was tongue lashed from side to side, all sorts of stimulating sensations exploding from it. As the pain faded from my nipples and Kylie’s tongue took precedence once more, I moaned and thrust my hips forward. Kylie took that as reason enough to blow cool air across my clit. Oh my God.
 
    
 
   Kari tossed the clothespins on the table. I was still lost in what was Kylie was doing to be cognizant of Kari beyond acknowledging her presence. At least until she pulled a thin chain out of her pocket. I felt her fingers against my padlocked and pierced nipple and then I gasped as something narrow and garrote like closed around the tip of my breast. I looked down. Kari had attached some sort of jewelry to me. It had a steel cable loop and some sort of sliding tightener. It… well… it didn’t exactly hurt, but by God I knew it was there. I moaned as Kari ran the chain through her fingers and a moment later attached the other end to my opposite breast. My nipples tingled but it certainly wasn’t as bad as it could have been. In fact, as far as “clamps” went, this was one of the nicest things I’d ever had hanging from my chest.
 
    
 
   Kari tapped Kylie on the face and the luscious and clearly hungry brunette between my legs came up. Her face was a gooey mess and Kari’s eyes widened. She gave Kyle a look and then went over to the small bar and rummaged around inside the cabinet, only to bring out a roll of paper towels. She didn’t tear a single sheet of the cylinder. She handed the whole thing to Kylie, who laughed sheepishly and began to clean herself off. She was wet from her nose all the way down to her cleavage and some of her nice white blouse was clearly moist.
 
    
 
   Kari gave her a critical look. “I think that blouse is a problem now,” Kari said. “Please take it off and you can wear just the coat.”
 
    
 
   Kylie’s eyes widened, but her mouth curled up into a smile. She shucked out of the jacket and I watched with lazy pleasure as she unbuttoned her shirt. She was wearing a light colored bra underneath, something pinkish and Kari murmured an appreciative comment.
 
    
 
   “Very nice. But that needs to come off too.”
 
    
 
   Kylie did as ordered and a moment her small but perky tits were dangling in front of me. She began to put the coat back on, but before she could button it up, Kari grabbed the clothespins off the conference table.
 
    
 
   “We might need these again, so I’d like you to hold on to them,” she said with a twinkle in her eye. Then, with Kylie’s widening eyes looking on, Kari clipped both pegs onto Kylie’s nipples, coming from below. A look of sweet pain flashed across Kylie’s face and then with a deep breath she closed up the coat.
 
    
 
   Wow. Now her cleavage was truly impressive and from the right angle you could see the clothespins hanging off her nipples. It was highly erotic and clearly Kylie liked it. I could see her hips rolling as she tried to work the ben-wa balls inside her.
 
    
 
   Then Kari turned back to me. She pulled a small clamp out of her coat pocket and I groaned as I saw the small pendant that hung from it. It was a vibrator clamp and I knew instantly where she wanted it. I almost reached for it but Kari decided she wanted to put it on me herself and a moment later I gasped as she positioned it over my clit and let the firm bite snag the soft and swollen nub at the top of my slit. Then she turned on the vibrator and tiny tremors began caressing my petals and insinuating themselves into my nervous system through the clamp and my clitoris. I was too satisfied to really care all that much, other than to acknowledge the fact that eventually I’d be cumming again.
 
    
 
   “Now Breanne, I’d like you to get dressed. We’ll be leaving in a moment,” Kari said softly.
 
    
 
   For the first time in fifteen minutes I closed my legs, pulling them down off the armrest of the chair. Slowly I got to my feet and I gave Kari a curious look. Her eyebrow went up as I cupped my bare breasts and jiggled the chain. I could feel it, the weight and awkwardness of it. But it didn’t hurt.
 
    
 
   “This is punishment?” I asked in bewilderment. There wasn’t any real pain.
 
    
 
   Kari let out a laugh. “Oh no sweetheart. This is preparation. Your punishment is still pending.” She put her hand on my cheek affectionately. “But don’t worry,” she said sincerely. “You’ll be begging me to relent right after lunch.”
 
    
 
   I gulped as Kari walked out of the conference room. Kylie and I exchanged a glance and she shrugged her shoulders. “Better you than me,” she said. Then she turned to me, her fingers gliding along the open collar of her coat, down to where the two wooden pegs were dangling. I noticed Kari had deliberately set her nipples right in the little wooden circle indentation, which made them pinch even less. Kylie was getting off easy.  “What do you think?” She asked. “Do they suit me?”
 
    
 
   I looked at her as I slipped my feet back into my mini-skirt, drawing it up. “The clothespins?”
 
    
 
   Kylie nodded. I grabbed my shirt and pulled it down over my head, my sore boobs, and the steel chain connected to my nipples. The vibrator pendant hanging off my clit bounced against my petals. I gave Kylie a warm smile, my eyes dipping down her cleavage and under the lapels of her collar. The clothespins were just barely visible, clinging to the little pink tips, one on bare flesh, the other behind a gold hoop piercing and a small padlock. Just like mine...
 
    
 
   “Absolutely!”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter38]Chapter 38: Lap Dance
 
    
 
   We took my car because there wasn’t enough room in Kari’s convertible for both Kylie and me and I let Kylie sit up front with Kari, who insisted on driving. I didn’t mind. Of course Kari ordered me to sit in the very middle of the back seat and to spread my legs to either side of the car. This made the mini-skirt ride up, but more importantly kept the buzzing pendant vibrator lightly resting against my labia as well as clamped to my clit. It was slowly driving me crazy.
 
    
 
   Kari stopped at the bank and actually went in, which surprised me, but it should have been a clue that I picked up on because she pulled up in front of one of the most affluent and luxurious strip clubs in North Houston about thirty minutes later.
 
    
 
   Kylie was a little wild-eyed as we climbed out of the car and the Valet took my Saturn away. I’d been in the place before, years before, but at least I knew what I was getting into. I took Kylie’s hand and we entered.
 
    
 
   As usual Kari didn’t have to pay a cover for us and instead we followed her into this amazing dining area. The room was huge and there were three stages along the far wall. A shower stall was placed above the main stage and a mostly naked girl, bare except for a transparent G-string, was strutting her stuff on stage, dancing.
 
    
 
   You have to understand that strippers don’t actually want to dance on the stage. They don’t make much money shaking their booty and usually are lucky to get fifteen or twenty bucks out of it. Strippers make the majority of their income on the three minute long lap dances they perform in out-of-the-way places and this particular club was good about their private rooms. There weren’t any doors, so interested cops could peek in if needed, but that rarely happened and the girls were usually pretty good about identifying vice units. I’d never danced here myself, but I’d spent a few weeks once during college on a stage, so I understood the environment. It was easy money, but I didn’t like the drugs and alcohol that went with it and I liked the exhibition of being on stage too much. The other girls didn’t like me. That and I sort of crossed a few lines on what was acceptable for the club. When you take a bucket of clothespins up on stage with you, pretending your body is a clothesline, there’s a certain amount of attention you get.
 
    
 
   Esteban was already waiting on us and Kari gave him a kiss on the cheek before introducing Kylie. He greeted Kylie with exceptional warmth, kissing her hand and looking down her jacket. Then he rose, came around to me and as he kissed my cheek he actually had the gall to grab my breast, and knead it firmly. Ah, the wonders of familiarity. I guess because I’d let him fuck me once meant it was open season on Breanne now. But Kari didn’t object so I kept my mouth shut.
 
    
 
   We sat down and ordered. I had a delicious shrimp salad and Kylie and I kept an eye on our surroundings as Kari and Esteban talked business. Honestly? It was boring. I was much more focused on the clip hanging off my clit and how the tiny vibrator was hanging down along my petals. It wasn’t technically driving me toward orgasm, but I sure as hell could feel it. The girls around us were beautiful, naked, and luscious. Esteban’s eyes were everywhere and we did get approached several times by girls wanting to see if we wanted lap dances. I declined, even when Esteban offered to pay for one. It’s not that I’m not attracted to women. Obviously I am. I’m bi-sexual. But I’ve always found the strip club scene to be… well… phony. You go and pay for some girl to rub her body against yours and she doesn’t care, probably isn’t aroused, and just wants to see Andrew Jackson’s face, multiple times. What’s the point?
 
    
 
   When someone rubs themselves against me, or I do the same to them, I want it to be because they want me. They need to want to touch me, taste me, spank me, whip me, slip themselves into every wanting hole, repeatedly. Strip clubs are about fake sensations. I want the real thing. If Kylie had stripped and given me a lap dance I’d have loved it because Kylie would be serious about touching me, using me, loving on me. She would enjoy it and do it because the feeling of her breasts against mine would be exquisite. Not because I was paying her.
 
    
 
   Am I making sense? I don’t know how men can do it. I know they’re visual and all, but don’t they see how incomplete the interaction is? Can’t they tell something is missing?
 
    
 
   As lunch wound down Esteban and Kari’s conversation became a bit clipped and a moment later Kari pointed at this stunning blond who had approached us early but been told by Kari to come back. The woman was about six years younger than me, but older than Kylie and she actually knelt next to Kari. Her white panties, garter belt, and matching bra were all of lace and underneath the panties I could see her white G-string cupping her shaved petals.
 
    
 
   Kari leaned over and began speaking quietly in her ear. I watched, curious as the blond glanced at me, her mouth curling up into a smile. Then she looked at Esteban. She nodded as Kari finished speaking and then she rose, her entire demeanor changing. Her eyes locked on to mine and she circled the table like a shark in chum infested waters. I felt the chill as she swirled around, hips swinging, right toward me.
 
    
 
   Gulp.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” she said seductively. “I’m Bambi.”
 
    
 
   Bambi? Christ. Was she serious?
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help it. My mouth moved before my brain had a chance to tell it to stop. I looked at Bambi, jabbed a thumb toward my chest and said “I’m Thumper and she’s Flower.” I finished by pointing at Kylie. Kari didn’t say anything but I saw a flicker of irritation in my mistress’ eyes. Bambi looked over at Kylie, but then came back to me. Then she suddenly sat down in my lap. The pressure made the vibrator pendent dig into my pussy and I gasped.
 
    
 
   “Your mistress says you’ve been a naughty girl,” Bambi whispered, her hand going to my throat and sliding down the front of my chest. I stiffened a little and then Bambi grabbed hold of my shirt and tugged it down, freeing my boobs and letting the steel chain Kari had attached to me out in the open. Bambi cooed and I gasped as she cupped my bosom and wiggled it back and forth. “My goodness those are so nice! No need to hide them!” She said with totally fake sincerity. She grabbed the chain and pulled, watching as my eyes narrowed with a little twinge of pain.
 
    
 
   “Open up sweetie,” Bambi said, putting her finger on my mouth. My eyes darted over to Kari who nodded and gave me one of “those” looks. I opened my mouth and she pulled the chain higher and draped it across my teeth. “Bite down. Pull those sweet udders upward.”
 
    
 
   Udders? Oh my God! Who the fuck calls them “udders”? I glared but bit down, the chain pulled taut and tugging my nipples upward so that little shards of discomfort went shooting through my breasts. This combined with the buzzing between my legs and I shifted my hips, trying to ignore the now increased sensitivity. This was not good.
 
    
 
   Then Bambi began slapping my breasts. It wasn’t hard, not really, but when your nipples are both caught in steel garottes and are pulled painfully upward, getting your boobs batted around like a cat’s ball of yarn is not exactly comfortable. And that’s when I realized that this, getting abused by this twenty-two year old twit with peroxide blond hair and a name like Bambi was actually my punishment.
 
    
 
   I was starting to attract some attention as I let out a soft whimper around the chain in my mouth and Bambi began grabbing my breasts. She spent about three or four minutes groping me, kneading my breasts and even pinching me. Then she looked over at Esteban, who was obviously entranced. “I think you should come with me and this naughty little girl to a private room,” Bambi cooed. “She’ll need something think, long and hard to sit on while I finish punishing her tits.”
 
    
 
   Yeah well, that was certainly sufficient motivation. Esteban grinned and stood as Bambi pulled the chain out of my mouth. Then she got up off my lap and pulled me up using the chain. Obviously I moved quickly, my hands coming up to my breasts as the pain shot through me. Esteban came up behind me and the next thing I know Bambi was prancing through the dining area, pulling me like a condemned prisoner to the private rooms, the chain attached to my nipples acting like a set of reins.
 
    
 
   The hall was dark and Bambi found an open room and pulled us in. It was relatively small. There was a plush chair with a wide seat and padded arm rests as well as a small trash can. The light was red, or maybe that was just the paint and carpet. Bambi pushed me toward the wall and turned toward Esteban.
 
    
 
   “Have a seat Romeo,” she said wickedly before looking back at me. “And you can get on your knees and get him nice and wet.”
 
    
 
   Yeah. Okay. I could relate to that. As Esteban sat down I went and kneeled, moving up toward his lap. A moment later the front of his trousers were open and my mouth was surrounding his member. He stiffened immediately, groaning as I bobbed and sucked and Bambi gave me about a minute to get him “wet”. Then she tapped my shoulder, pulled me up and off Esteban by the arm, and turned me around.
 
    
 
   “I hear you aren’t wearing panties, slut. So you just go ahead and give him a bit of a lap dance,” she whispered in my ear. Then she handed me a wrapped condom. I took a deep breath, opened it, slipped it over Esteban’s firm prick, then turned around. The vibrator pendant swung forward as I dropped down and my wet pussy took his pole in a quick, impaling maneuver. I sank down with the tell-tale expression of a girl who just got exactly what she wanted and Esteban groaned as he wrapped his hands around my body. With my back to him I couldn’t do much, but he didn’t seem to mind and while my hips swung in circles, my body bouncing gently, he held my waist with both hands.
 
    
 
   Then Bambi grabbed my wrists, pulled them up over my head and asked Esteban to hold my hands. His fingers tightened on me and my back arched as I bouncing on his shaft. Bambi stood in front of me and raised her hand. My eyes widened and she began to systematically slap my breasts, batting them back and forth. She wasn’t vicious about it. She just spanked my breasts with steady blows, peppering her strokes with hard pulls on the chain. Then, after a few minutes of Esteban pumping into me from below, the vibrator pendant still sending little tremors up through my clit, and Bambi slapping my breasts, she freed my nipples from the chain. Bambi grabbed both breasts and began twisting. It felt like she was trying to rip my nipples off and I pulled free of Esteban’s grip and grabbed her wrists as I squealed.
 
    
 
   Then, just when I thought I was going to have to bitch slap her, Esteban popped. I felt it. He stiffened inside me and I felt the final few thrusts before he pushed me off his lap. It surprised Bambi and she let go of me as I toppled over. Then to my surprise she grabbed my hand and helped me up.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” She asked, obviously concerned. I nodded and she looked at Esteban, who had this stupid smile on his face, looking at both of us.
 
    
 
   Bambi gave Esteban a disgusted look and shook her head. “Men. They’re such pigs,” she said. She handed me the chain that had been on my nipples with a smile. “Your mistress said you should still be wearing this when you come out.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Thanks,” I replied. She smiled and shrugged, then left Esteban and me alone. The curtain closed behind her and I stepped up to him.
 
    
 
   “Are you done with dessert?” I asked as I fitted the garrote-like nipple clamp on the end of the chain back over my padlock and the piercing. He watched me with a focused look and then smiled.
 
    
 
   “On the contrary, this was just an appetizer. The main course is coming up,” he said assuredly, standing. He stripped off the condom and threw it at the waist can. It would have been justice if he’d missed, but he didn’t and he tucked his cock back into his pants. He moved to my side and prevented me from pulling my shirt back up over my breasts.
 
    
 
   “Leave them out,” he said eagerly. “I like the look on you.”
 
    
 
   I sighed, but nodded and he took my hand and led me back out into the dining area. Kylie had been divested of her coat and the clothespins that had been clinging to her nipples were on the table. And she was getting a lap dance from another one of the dancers, their breasts rubbing together erotically. I felt a surge of jealousy.
 
    
 
   Esteban sat back down as I took my seat next to Kylie, pointedly ignoring the lesbian body rubbing fest next to me and Kari looked up. “I think, as soon as Kylie is finished, it’s time to go see Esteban’s new toy.”
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter39]Chapter 39: The Swing
 
    
 
   I looked around and felt the sense of familiarity as I climbed out of the back seat of my car, my bare but still chained breasts bobbing in the early afternoon sunlight. Kari looked up at the building and then glanced over at Kylie, for whom it was all fresh and new. Esteban’s Buick was parked in front by the little glass door and Kylie and I followed Kari as she marched resolutely forward. Kylie exchange a curious look with me and held back long enough to walk by me. While my bosom was on immediate display, Kari had allowed her to close up her jacket once we left the strip club.
 
    
 
   “How can you walk around like that, with your tits out? What if someone sees you?” She asked nervously.
 
    
 
   I looked around. We were in a warehouse district and there was literally no one around. There weren’t even other cars except for Esteban’s Buick.  “Who is going to see?” I asked skeptically. “Besides, it’s not against the law.”
 
    
 
   Kylie shook her head. “I just… I’m not sure I could do it like you.”
 
    
 
   I gave her soft smile. “Is anyone asking you to?”
 
    
 
   Kylie took a deep breath. “Sometimes Savannah feels that you are a role model I should be living up to.”
 
    
 
   That shocked me. My eyes widened in concern. “Really? That is totally messed up,” I said immediately. “No one should be using me as a role model. Only as inspiration.”
 
    
 
   “Inspiration?” Kylie asked as we followed Kari up the concrete stairs to the lobby door.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes. Inspiration. You can take a look at what I do, and what happens to me, but if it doesn’t move you, doesn’t excite you, doesn’t make you want to cum, then damn it, don’t do it, and don’t let others make you.” I was adamant about that and Kylie’s expression softened.
 
    
 
   “You don’t want competition?” She asked playfully?
 
    
 
   I snorted. “Competition? All those girls willing to bare it all and get tortured on those internet websites have me beat. They’re prettier, more daring, and make way more money than I do,” I said honestly. “There isn’t ANY competition. My only gig is making a few people very happy and writing it all out.” I paused, thinking I was being a bit hard on myself. “My writing is different than my sexuality,” I said. “I’m popular because I give my readers a glimpse into my head. At least I think that’s why I’m popular. It sure isn’t because I’m doing a Cherry Torn.”
 
    
 
   Kylie smiled. “Think Julie could tell Savannah to lighten up then?” She asked. “I don’t mind NHPS Rule one, but a couple of the others are a bit extreme for me.”
 
    
 
   I laughed and nodded.
 
    
 
   We entered the little lobby. The room was only about a hundred feet square and mostly consisted of a tiny desk, a filing cabinet, and a few chairs. Kari stopped and Kylie leaned close to my ear.
 
    
 
   “Do you know what’s going on?” she whispered.
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “No clue. Esteban ‘found’ something that supposedly will interest Kari. It may or may not involve us.”
 
    
 
   Kylie’s eyebrow went up. “Involve us how?” She asked as Kari went to the door at the opposite side of the room and glanced through the glass.
 
    
 
   I grimaced. “Beats me. Esteban is into furniture. Could be some sort of perverted sex chair or swing for all I know,” I replied with a shrug. “Last time I was here Kari was looking at bedroom sets and I got to masturbate twice on one of his plastic covered mattresses followed by Esteban screwing my brains out.”
 
    
 
   Kylie nodded. “So today wasn’t the first time?” She asked, referring to my penetrative lap dance at the strip club. I shook my head.
 
    
 
   “Nope.”
 
    
 
   “Was he good?” She asked. I leveled a steady stare at her and she blushed. Then she changed the subject. Sort of. “You don’t mind?” She asked curiously. “Kari just has you randomly fucking people?”
 
    
 
   I gave her a disbelieving look. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. I can’t exactly be picky.” I pursued my lips. “And it's sort of true I’ll fuck just about anyone or anything provided the person isn’t disgusting or it violates my limits.”
 
    
 
   Kylie pursed her lips thoughtfully. “Maybe I should tell Kari that if she wants to offer me she can. I wouldn’t mind a decent screwing.”
 
    
 
   I barked out a laugh. “With Esteban? Not without Savannah’s permission!”
 
    
 
   We watched as Kari turned back around, a look of mild irritation on her face. Esteban was nowhere to be seen and she tapped her fingernails impatiently on the desk. A minute passed and then she looked frustrated, glancing at us.
 
    
 
   “We might as well use the time appropriately. Both of you need to strip. All the way. I want you wearing nothing but your heels,” Kari ordered imperiously. Then her eyes went to my breasts as I started peeling off my shirt. “Except your chain, Bre. Keep that on.”
 
    
 
   I looked up. “What about the vibrating pendant?” I asked. It was still buzzing lightly between my legs, attached to my clit with a delicate pinch. Kari shook her head.
 
    
 
   “You should take it off.”
 
    
 
   I nodded but let out a sigh. Kylie gave me a wink and suddenly tapped my left nipple with her finger. She hadn’t been forced to put the clothespins back on and instead they were in Kari’s purse.
 
    
 
   “Are you gloating?” I asked as I took off the only two pieces of clothing I was wearing. The shirt I folded into a small square and then I pushed my skirt down, baring my loins, the still vibrating pendant that hung from my clit, and my very wet, glistening sex.
 
    
 
   “Hardly,” Kylie said as she shrugged out of her black jacket, baring her beautiful breasts. Her skirt came next and she gave me a wicked smile as Kari appreciated our curves. “Here, let me help you,” Kylie said. Her hand came up between my legs and she slipped her fingers through my petals, rubbing me with gentle strokes, only to then reach up, tug once on the clamp on my clit, and pulled the vibrating pendant right off my pussy. I groaned as she held it out to Kari, who took it and stuck it in her purse.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, please remove Kylie’s ben-wa balls. She won’t need them,” Kari said, pointing at Kylie’s glistening slit. She was just as moist as I was and I dropped to my knees, intending to pull on the protruding string with my teeth, when the back door of the office opened and Esteban walked in.
 
    
 
   “I apologize,” he said sincerely to Kari. “I had to get the lights on and they take ten to twenty minutes to warm up.” He glanced at us as I put my face between Kylie’s outstretched legs. “I see you are getting them ready.”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled just as I managed to snag the little string. I pulled as Kylie let out a gasp and a moment later the two golf-ball sized spheres popped out of her slit and smacked me in the chin before dangling down from my mouth, girl goo dripping onto my bare chest. I rose and took the string between my fingers and held it up. Both ben-wa balls were soaked with Kylie’s juice and my eyes met Kari’s. She nodded once and I stuck my tongue out, lapping at the string of sex pearls.
 
    
 
   Esteban’s eyes widened at that and just to really drive the point home with him I opened my mouth wide and sucked the bottom ball completely in. The musky, tangy flavor of Kylie’s slit flashed across my tongue and I heartily wish that instead of just looking sexy I was being sexy. I wanted Kylie on her back, her legs spread open, with my face buried between her thighs. A sixty-nine would have been even better. Fuck this showmanship stuff.
 
    
 
   “Exquisite,” Esteban muttered, then looked back at Kari. “This way please.”
 
    
 
   Kari gestured and Kylie and I both followed her, me with my face still sticky from Kylie’s wetness, the balls dangling in my hand. Our high heels clattered on the concrete floor and both of us felt a bit of a chill as we went into the massive man-made cavern. The warehouse was air conditioned and we moved down rows of wrapped furniture until we got to the very back of the place. Esteban walked us up to… something.
 
    
 
   I blinked, trying to make sense of it. My first instinctive impression was that it was some sort of oversized swing. A double set of A frames formed the sides but the swing itself was strangely shaped and in fact, not a swing at all. After a moment I realized it was more like a tandem glider. Did you ever have one of those when you were a kid? My first swing set had one. You and a friend could get on the glider facing each other, the metal bars connecting the thing to the brace above between you. Then you started. You pushed with your legs at the same time she pulled and it would set the whole thing going back and forth. Today’s tandem gliders you see are back to back for safety, but that doesn’t matter too much. Same concept. And this was definitely a glider of the old fashioned kind. Except made of wood.
 
    
 
   But this wasn’t a children’s ride. That’s for damn sure. It was oversized for one thing and no child would feel “comfortable” straddling either side of the glider itself. The seats were wide and I immediately noticed the more “adult” alteration. At first the cynical side of me immediately assumed the worst - the saddles would be wooden ponies, a sharp edge digging into the rider’s crotch. But instead I spotted something that looked like a rubber dildo sticking out of a carefully positioned and angled hole. A matching aperture on the other side made it clear why Kari had needed Kylie. Two dildos. Two riders.
 
    
 
   “Ladies,” Kari said, reaching into her purse and pulling out a pair of individually wrapped condoms. “Safety first, then you may assume your seats,” she said.
 
    
 
   I blinked and Kylie beat me to Kari’s side with a grin. She grabbed the condom and hurried over to the glider, even as Esteban stepped up. I watched as he pushed the whole thing away from Kylie, but as he did, the purple rubber dildo rose up out of her seat like a sea snake rising out of its coral home. Kylie laughed and eagerly put the condom on the dildo. Then Esteban glanced at me and rocked the glider the other way. The dildo in Kylie’s seat almost disappeared even as the one emerging from my side rose stiffly.
 
    
 
   “How long is this thing,” I asked Esteban as I put the condom on the exposed part of the dildo. Esteban blinked.
 
    
 
   “Step back,” he warned. I did and he pushed until the glider had arced through almost seventy degrees. At its highest the dildo was about nine inches long. Esteban let the glider back down and in the center position, both phallic probes rose from the seat by about four inches. Equilibrium, yes?
 
    
 
   Esteban gestured. “At rest the phallus is only four inches long. As the angle increases so does the penetration depth. The harder and faster the riders pull, the harder and faster the rubber goes in.” He moved the glider again and pointed at the opposite side. “And the phallus never goes all the way down. Something in the mechanism keeps it poking out at least an inch.
 
    
 
   I gave him a wry look. “You mean poking in,” I said ruefully. Esteban laughed as Kylie gave us both a wide-eyed glance.
 
    
 
   “What are the rings for?” Kari asked, pointing to a few steel rings screwed into the glider itself. “Bondage?”
 
    
 
   Esteban nodded. “Yes. And if you don’t mind...”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed in delight. “Of course. Breanne can help you.”
 
    
 
   Esteban tapped my arm lightly and led me over to the side of the area the glider was set up in. A wooden box with steel rivets and metal bands, clearly made of the same sort of wood and hardware as the glider, sat waiting. Esteban opened it and I looked inside. Four sets of leather bondage cuffs were in the chest and he reached in and started handed them over to me. I immediately noticed that two of the sets were slightly bigger than the other pair and it wasn’t hard to figure out that I had two sets of wrist cuffs and two for the ankles. I sighed. Why is it I’m always being tied to things? Didn’t Esteban know that I’d willingly sit on the glider? Then I spotted the extra chains. In hindsight I should have kept my mouth shut.
 
    
 
   “What are those for?” I asked, nodding down at the mass of chains.
 
    
 
   Esteban glanced down. “Oh. I forgot about those,” he said, drawing the steel lines out. I saw a number of hooks, but more disturbingly were the heavy duty, duckbill style clamps on some of the ends.
 
    
 
   We returned to the glider and I knelt down in front of Kylie.
 
    
 
   “You first?” I asked with a grin. Kylie laughed and posed, lifting her right leg up on her toe. I placed the open cuff just above her high heel, right around her ankle and buckled the leather bondage gear on her.
 
    
 
   “How tight does this need to be?” I asked
 
    
 
   Esteban chuckled as he worked to put the smaller set on Kylie. “Loose. It’s not technically holding her on. Just in place.”
 
    
 
   I snorted. “Without a belt of some sort these wouldn’t do diddly squat,” I said. “The bondage gear is for show.”
 
    
 
   Esteban leaned over. “My dear Breanne. Bondage gear is always for show, whether you can move or not.”
 
    
 
   “I love bondage cuffs,” Kylie said wistfully, lifting the arm that Esteban had just finished, waving it around. “I like the weight of them. I always feel so out of control!”
 
    
 
   Esteban smiled as he finished her other arm and I stood up, my own task complete. Then Kylie eyed me and Esteban handed her the other set of ankle cuffs. “Care to do Bre?”
 
    
 
   Kylie’s eyes sparkled and she knelt down easily to wrap the ankle cuffs around my legs. Esteban worked on my wrists, but then he glanced over at Kari. “May I remove Breanne’s chain?” He asked politely.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded and Esteban’s fingers came up to my breasts. Gently he disengaged the little garrotes that held tight to my nipples and I groaned as the discomfort the chain was causing faded, leaving my nipples tingling. Esteban took the chain to Kari, then turned and looked back at us.
 
    
 
   “All right, ladies. Please mount the swing,” he said.
 
    
 
   Kylie and I both exchanged glances and looked at the glider. I put my foot up on what was clearly some sort of step and swung a leg over as if I were mounting a horse. I grabbed the center frame pole and Kylie emulated me. I positioned myself over the phallus, gave Kylie a wink, and sank down.
 
    
 
   It felt… good. I mean it wasn’t long enough. Not by a long shot. But it wasn’t uncomfortable. It was set at an angle to curve upward and I settled down easily enough, even wriggling my hips as I felt a wave of pleasure sweep over me. Kylie seemed to have a similar experience and we gazed at each other in sexual rapture as we squirmed, our hands gripping the frame poles. Already the glider was starting to move and I could feel the dildo inside me tremble as it responded to the change in weight. Then Esteban came up and began using D link clips to secure our wrists to the center pole and our ankles to the steps our high heels were resting on.
 
    
 
   “Belts,” I said to Esteban with a touch of snark. He gave me a patronizing smile, then pulled one of the chains out of his pocket. The hook end went onto a ring on the center frame pole and he stretched it down to my breasts.
 
    
 
   “Oh!” I gasped. “Wait a…” then the duckbill clamp latched onto my left breast and I gasped.
 
    
 
   It… well… yes. It hurt. Not a whole lot, but definitely enough to get me thinking about what I needed to do to get the clamp off. Kylie’s eyes widened as Esteban put a second chain on and strung it down to my right nipple. Apparently there was some sort of “shortening” mechanism too because he pulled on something and the sag in the chain disappeared. As Esteban began clamping and securing Kylie I realized just how diabolical this new development actually was. He didn’t need belts to keep me in place.
 
    
 
   See, on a glider, especially one where you are facing inward, you pull and lean back at the top of your arc, which propels the glider in the other direction. Leaning back would now be agony for both Kylie and me because the chain would pull hard on our breasts. Then Esteban stepped back, admired us for a moment, then came around to my side.
 
    
 
   “We’ll let Kylie have the first fuck, yes?” He asked eagerly, grabbed the back of the glider, just behind my ass, and pulled.
 
    
 
   He brought me up maybe forty-five degrees and Kylie’s eyes flew open and she let out a startled gasp, her entire lower half suddenly thrust forward. I couldn’t see between her open legs because of the frame, but I could feel the little dildo inside me suddenly shrink, pulling out of my open slit. My nipples throbbed and pain shot through my breasts. Then Esteban let go.
 
    
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God.
 
    
 
   The glider swung down in an arc to the equilibrium point and the pressure on my tits immediately lessened as my body straightened. I felt the dildo shoot back up into me, but where it had only been four inches long the first time, now it was at least six or seven. It split me hard and I cried out, my entire body stiffening. But before I could even really adjust, the synthetic cock inside me was tugged back out and I heard Kylie grunt as she was impaled deeply again. My hips wiggled and I found myself tightening up as the pain returned to my nipples. Then the glider swung back in my direction and the phallus was again forced back up into my wet depths.
 
    
 
   It is hard for me to describe exactly what it felt like. It was a brutal, very mechanical fuck. It sure as hell wasn’t fast enough, even when Kylie and I started pulling on the center pole, rocking ourselves back and forth. Fluid streamed out of the wet gash between my legs, soaking the wooden seat. Our groans, moans, and whimpers, not to mention the occasional cry of pain as Kylie or I would force the other into a higher arc, thus putting even more pressure on the other’s nipples, came fast and loud. I became lost in the sensation, well on my way to another orgasm when Kylie screamed out in release.
 
    
 
   I would have missed it had I not glanced over at Kari, wondering if she would stop the ride for Kylie’s relief. But not only was Kylie on for the duration, Kari was letting Esteban take pictures. I immediately turned my face away, a sharp thrill going through me just as the rubber cock was jammed back into my cleft. I rocked forward again, the sharp pull of pain on my breasts and I realized that Kylie was no longer pulling. She was almost slumped over and when the clamps tugged on her nipples, a flash of agony crossed her face.
 
    
 
   I tried to settle down, decreasing the arc of our swings, but at the same time I tried to push myself. I ignored the picture taking. I couldn’t stop it and objecting at that moment meant nothing. Instead I pushed myself through another forty or fifty swings, finally climaxing with a burst of juice and a muted cry of satisfaction, followed by slumping forward in the exact same posture as Kylie.
 
    
 
   “Wonderful,” said Kari as the swing slowly came to a stop with both Kylie and me panting. I felt worn and stretched and Esteban took a few more pictures of us sitting there, half impaled, our nipples still clamped, our heads down in exhaustion. I ached and a shiver went down my spine with the realization that I’d just cum. Again. Esteban put his professional grade camera away and he and Kari came up and began freeing me, starting at the nipple. I whimpered as the duckbill clamps came off. Esteban pulled Kylie free, cradling her and supporting her while Kari helped me up.
 
    
 
   “Well?” She asked. “How was it?”
 
    
 
   I gave her a tired look. “Intense. You should try it,” I said weakly.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “I couldn’t handle it. You know that,” she assured me. “Do you think the Society might be interested?”
 
    
 
   I thought about it and could imagine this massive piece of furniture sitting in our meeting hall, girls swinging back and forth. I let out a little laugh and nodded. “Isobel would probably go for it. Why?”
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged. “Esteban is asking a lot for it. More than an individual investor would probably be willing to pay. The Society is one of the possible buyers.” She leaned closer. “And you had another orgasm.”
 
    
 
   I looked at her grimly. “Are you going to hurt my breasts again?” I asked, my voice almost a whimper.
 
    
 
   She grinned. “That’s the cost of cumming, Bre.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out the two clothespins that both I and Kylie had worn previously. I bit my lip and turned away as she put both wooden pegs on my breasts, sticking straight out again. I closed my eyes. My nipples had been abused, pinched, garroted, flogged, clamped, cropped, smashed, smacked, and twisted since that morning. You’d think having a pair of clothespins applied would be easy to tolerate. But I was so sore and tender that tears came to my eyes as Kari pulled me off the glider.
 
    
 
   Esteban looked over at us with a smile on his face. I could tell he was appreciative, not of me particularly, but of the agony being applied to my delicate bosom. He gave Kari a knowing grin. “She makes a wonderful model,” he said.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and I looked up at Kari, a surge of anger giving me a bit of energy. But she headed me off at the pass. “They’re for marketing only. Very few people will see them.”
 
    
 
   I looked down. “Yeah. They’ll be on the internet in a week,” I muttered.
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a hug. “Now, now… you know your fans would love that. Wouldn’t they?” She asked. “It’s time however, for us to go.” She glanced over at Kylie. “Come along, Kylie. I’ll be returning you to your mistress in just a little.”
 
    
 
   Kylie still had a dazed expression of contentment on her face and she gave me a look as she fell into step next to me, both of us following Kari and Esteban. “Is this a normal day for you?” She asked, a stupid grin on her face.
 
    
 
   I sighed and glanced down at the clothespins wiggling from my nipples with every step. Pain shot through my chest and I tried really hard not to sigh. It would hurt. “Frankly?” I said. “Yes.”
 
    
 
   Kylie looked back at Kari. “Okay. Maybe I shouldn’t be objecting to the other NHPS Rules. This was kinda fun!” She actually skipped a bit and moved ahead of me, catching up to Kari as I plodded along, trying very, very hard not to bounce. Even a little.
 
    
 
   “Yeah?” I muttered irritably. “You can have the punishment for coming then…” and I followed after.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter40]Chapter Forty: Nighty night
 
    
 
   It was just after dinner when the sound of hard knuckles came from the front door of my apartment and I looked up from my chair as an eight year old blonde bundle of energy went zipping from one end of the apartment to the other, yelling “I’ll get it! I’ll get it! I’ll get it! I’ll get it! I’ll get it! I’ll get it!...”
 
    
 
   You get the idea.
 
    
 
   I sighed and went back to reading as Rachel let Julie in. In seconds I heard laughing and Rachel came back into the living room holding a shopping bag and leading a fancy stick figure with an adorable face, chocolate colored hair, fancy and expensive clothes, and black leather boots. Julie waved at me and then disappeared from view as Rachel dragged her back into her bedroom, leaving me to sit quietly with my book for another twenty minutes.
 
    
 
   Finally Julie came out and flopped down on my couch.
 
    
 
   “Your daughter is exhausting,” Julie said with a grin.
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes. “No. My daughter is insane,” I replied. “And you are spoiling her. What did you bring her this time?”
 
    
 
   Julie shrugged. “I saw this adorable tunic and I knew she had to have it.”
 
    
 
   I wanted to frown, but knew I couldn’t. “Between you and Kari that kid is going to grow up thinking the world is her oyster.”
 
    
 
   Julie shrugged. “Taking care of her is sort of like taking care of you.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t say anything and she twisted so that she could look at me. “How are you feeling?”
 
    
 
   I pursued my lips. “Emotionally, physically, or spiritually?”
 
    
 
   Julie pretended to consider that for a moment. “Emotionally you’re torn, as usual. Half of you despises the fact that your life is now a circular pattern of sexual abuse interspaced with temporary moments of calm when taking care of your daughter. The other half welcomes the fact that your purpose in life has finally, totally been realized and that the self-actualization of being a fuck slut who enjoys being hurt, humiliated, and thoroughly and completely used, sexually mind you, leaves you feeling like you’ve actually achieved something.”
 
    
 
   I stared at her. Julie smiled, tilted her head to the side, and went on as if she were some sort of priest, psychologist, or sage.
 
    
 
   “Spiritually you are in flux, both satisfied and unsatisfied, as a reflection of your emotional consternation. You still see your depravity as something wrong, referring to yourself as ‘broken’ rather than a more appropriate term, such as ‘open-minded’ or ‘daring’. And yet the only time you feel truly satisfied with your place is when you are bound naked, with some sort of sexual torment being inflicted upon your person.”
 
    
 
   Now I started to frown. She was mocking me. Even though she was being totally honest.
 
    
 
   “And physically?” She grinned. “I’m guessing your tits hurt.”
 
    
 
   “Damn right they hurt,” I said, gesturing at my chest. I was wearing just a tee shirt over a pair of gym shorts. “You should see my nipples! They still have the indentations from the clothespins!
 
    
 
   Her eyes brightened. “Oooh!” she cooed. “Let me see!” She sat up.
 
    
 
   I glanced back toward Rachel’s door. It was closed and so I grabbed the hem of my shirt and quickly lifted it up so Julie could see. She licked her lips hungrily. “I’m trying to resist the urge to spank your breasts right now,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and I quickly brought the shirt back down. Julie laughed.
 
    
 
   “Your nipples look like someone rubbed them with a sander.”
 
    
 
   I leaned forward. “I spent the majority of my work day with them clamped. And that was when I wasn’t having them flogged, whipped, burned with Stinging O, bound, and slapped by an over-priced stripper.”
 
    
 
   Julie giggled. “Kari told me about Bambi.”
 
    
 
   “Did she tell you about the glider?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Julie nodded. “Yeah. Sounds like fun. If Isobel buys it I’ll ride it with you some night.”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “No bondage gear?”
 
    
 
   Julie shrugged. “For me? Probably not. But you?” She left it hanging. Then she gave me a look. “Please tell me you’re still wearing the toy of the day.”
 
    
 
   I let out a slow breath. “Yes. When we got back to the office Kari made me put it back in.”
 
    
 
   “On?” Julie asked.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “I think she knew I needed a break by then. Besides, it was only twenty minutes to three when we got back. We let Kylie get dressed and then I headed for home.”
 
    
 
   “So you’ve been orgasm free since you rode the glider,” she said, affirming it. I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Well, turn it on, princess. There is no way I’m letting you go to bed unsatisfied.”
 
    
 
   I started to protest. “I’m not unsatisfied!” I retorted. Julie laughed and came up off the couch, her hands going to my waist. She knew exactly where I’d have stashed the controller and she tugged up my shirt and we wrestled for just a moment with the sliders. Unfortunately she cheated, her hand coming up and giving my left breast a little spank which was more than enough to get me to give up the controller.
 
    
 
   Vicious little bitch.
 
    
 
   Next thing I knew I was gasping and gnawing on my knuckles as the RVP went into full panic mode, rolling through the deeps like a submarine trying to escape an angry giant squid. The thing shook like the San Andreas Fault and the four inch cock, which I’d worn for much of the day and all afternoon, spun up inside me. I’d been allowed an almost four hour rest and my libido reacted predictably. In seconds my poor little pussy was tightening in spasms and my entire body went through a series of shudders.
 
    
 
   And then, then Julie touched me.
 
    
 
   She pushed her hands between my legs and I felt her fingertips against my thighs. She pushed herself right up into my shorts, sliding herself into the leg holes, ignoring the tremors and then slid her nails under the RVP. I felt her hands fluttering along my petals and quivered. She drew a hand out and slid it up under my shirt, finding my breast a moment later. She didn’t pinch, or slap, or squeeze. Instead she put her palm on my nipple and made soft circular motions. And that was all it took. I let out a barely muted whine as I exploded like a landmine in Cambodia, blowing into little bits of nympho humiliation pain slut. I slumped down into my chair as Julie turned off the RVP.
 
    
 
   She got to her feet, a satisfied, but sorrowful expression on her face. “Oh, that’s too bad.” She said shamelessly, shaking her head. “You had another orgasm and in case you haven’t figured it out, you get a punishment every time you do.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, the chemical soup of hormonal bliss making me a little slow. “Punishment,” I slurred. Then I blinked. “You’re going to hurt my breasts.”
 
    
 
   “Hell yeah!” Julie said eagerly. “By now you had to know that every orgasm you have for the rest of the week is going to result in either Kari or me doing something deliciously, viciously, awful to your cute little nubs.” She said, heading for her purse. She began rifling through it a moment later. “The key thing though,” she said, pulling out a roll of black electrical tape. “Is to make sure that I do a good job torturing you now…” She came around and suddenly threw her leg across me, literally straddling me in my chair. She yanked up my shirt, exposing both my breasts. “That you don’t make a shit load of noise.”
 
    
 
   She grabbed my left breast and I moaned as she began wrapping electrical tape around the base of my boob. I felt it tighten up and she kept wrapping until the pressure was intense and the left side of my chest looked like a fucking balloon one needle prick away from popping. Then she ran the tape over to the other side, copied the procedure with my left breast, and then wrapped them together, compressing my mammary glands together into one swollen, hyper-taut, oblong single boob with two nipples. And yes. It ached like hell. She flicked her finger across my nipples until they hardened and she tore off two more bits of electrical tape using her teeth. These she placed across the nipples directly, just for dramatic flair.
 
    
 
   “There,” she said to herself, looking inordinately pleased. She pulled my shirt back down over my breasts. “You look fantastic.”
 
    
 
   I let out a quiet whimper. “God, Julie. My tits ache!” I protested.
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s the point,” she said, as if I were some sort of simpleton. “Now as soon as Rachel goes to bed,” she paused and glanced at her watch. “In an hour and a half, we can talk about me cutting the tape off.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” I asked, a pained expression on my face.
 
    
 
   Julie gave me a warm smile. “Of course princess. Of course it will cost you.”
 
    
 
   I wrapped my arms across my chest. Both breasts felt… like bursting. “Cost?” I murmured.
 
    
 
   Julie put a hand down on my breast and stroked the inflamed and distended curves of my bosom with her fingernails. It felt like she was tearing my skin. “Oh yes,” she whispered. “Cost. See, in order for me to let your breasts out you have to turn the RVP back on to full. And have one last orgasm tonight.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “One more…”
 
    
 
   Julie grinned, her head bobbing up and down and she put her mouth to my ear. I felt her warm breath and her tongue actually came out and tickled me. “Yes. One more. And I’ll gag you so that when I punish those sweet tits of yours one last time no one will hear you scream.”
 
    
 
   Then she pushed off me and headed into the kitchen to make herself a drink.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter41]Chapter 41: Stuffed
 
    
 
   The most annoying sound in the world was going off about two inches away from my ear and I rolled over with every intention of grabbing the offending piece of technology and hurling it into a nearby wall. Instead my breasts came into contact with the mattress and I stupidly placed most of my body weight on the two bruised, aching, swollen melons that hung on the front of my chest. I let out a whimper and went the other way, groping for the phone with an outstretched arm. I lifted it up with narrowed eyes and saw that it was time to get up. Slowly I sat up and climbed out of bed and took stock. The first thing I felt was a groggy, mind fuzzy fog, followed by a distinct ache in my breasts. But still, something wasn’t right. I just couldn’t put my finger on it. I took a deep breath and then headed for the sweet bliss of a hot shower and a couple of aspirin.
 
    
 
   I spent almost thirty minutes under the blistering heat and I have to admit that it felt wonderful. It relaxed me and sort of reset my safety levels. But it also gave me time to think and in the middle of washing I realized what had pushed me off balance. I wasn’t aroused. And I’d woken up empty. I vaguely remembered falling asleep with Julie next to me, both of us lost in the euphoria of sexual release. After I’d cum a second and third time she’d untied my wrists and pulled me to her. Of course she’d tortured my boobs, but she’d also removed the RVP and either forgot, or felt generous. Even more strange, I wasn’t wet. Evidently having seven or eight orgasms in a day can actually sate a person. Who da thunk?
 
    
 
   By the time I got out I was feeling human again and I climbed from the shower, listening to the sounds of my daughter make her breakfast and lunch, the television already going. I padded over to the closet and picked up my phone on the way. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and with a grimace lowered the towel to take a look at my breasts.
 
    
 
   Considering what had been done to them the previous day, I wasn’t showing a whole lot of damage. I expected bruises of different colors and shapes, maybe a welt or two. Instead there were a few little lines of blue where maybe one or two pinches, or a crop stroke, had done some deeper damage than had been immediately apparent, but for the most part the only visible sign of my previous day of breast torment was a slightly darker shade of pink than the rest of me and a sort of puffy look to both my nipples. Gingerly I put a finger on each tip and felt the tell-tale tingle of sensitivity, but there was no actual pain.
 
    
 
   The previous night Julie had gagged me just as she’d promised, then tied me down on the bed. I’d watched with wild eyes as she pushed both sliders of the RVP to maximum. Even after the second orgasm she’d promised to milk from my overworked loins she’d left the toy on, driving me into a third mind-numbing wave of sexual apoplexy. Julie had produced her violet wand, attached the rake to the end and then proceeded to apply a series of shocking jolts to each nipple and areola in turn, until I was rigid and stiff, barely able to think coherent thoughts, screeching into the gag with unintelligible pleas. It hurt like hell, or at least I remembered it hurting like hell, which in my book is about the same thing.
 
    
 
   With a sigh I checked my phone, already dreading the assigned toy of the day. Sure enough the prerequisite text was there from Julie and I groaned as I read the requirements.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, please stuff your Monster Vibe as deeply as possible into that cute little slit of yours. You can wear panties to keep it in.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. The Monster Vibe had been a gift I’d received after I’d recovered from a really bad bout of pneumonia that had put me in the hospital. The massive but narrow vibrator was a foot long and had no off or on switch. That had confused me at first, until I’d discovered that the damn thing was equipped with a bluetooth wireless system that connected to my smartphone. It wasn’t long before I also found out that other people had an application, along with the appropriate password, to allow them to control remotely, my Monster Vibe. Oh and it wasn’t just an on and off thing. No, there were patterns. You could set it to cycle from low to high and back down, or swirl through random levels in a pell mell fashion. You could set it to be off, then on, then off, then on again, literally torturing the person who had it stuffed inside them because you never knew when the damn thing was going to just suddenly come on. Can you imagine talking on the phone to your mother when suddenly the sex toy you’ve got impaled in your pussy just roars to life and goes straight to full power? Can you imagine what that does to you?
 
    
 
   I pulled my toy box down. It’s this massive metal box filled with crap. I dug through it, found the stupid thing, but my toy box back on the top shelf and put one bare foot up on my footboard. Gingerly I touched myself, but neither Kari nor Julie had done a single thing to my sex, except to stimulate me non-stop. Practically the second my fingertips slid through my bare petals the wetness came. The arousal I normally feel when I wake up seemed to explode inside me and literally, in about ten seconds, I was totally ready to push twelve inches of hard plastic rod up my pussy.
 
    
 
   So I did. It felt great.
 
    
 
   I resisted the urge to pump or masturbate, mostly because my brain overrode my libido. If Julie had been telling the truth the previous night, then I knew that Kari would attempt to make me cum again and God only knew what punishment my poor tits would be taking in exchange. So with my bottom lip caught between my teeth I pulled open the top drawer of my bureau, and for the first time in a week picked out a pair of panties.
 
    
 
   Ha. I know your eyebrow went up. No. I didn’t wear the same panties for a week. I didn’t wear panties at all. That’s my usual default situation with Kari. You should know that. The only time she or Julie lets me wear the tight, sexy, lace thongs Kari had purchased for me is when it’s either my time of the month or they need them to hold something (like the Monster Vibe) in me. So I went with the white one. Lace. The back of it crawled up my ass and the circular outline of the Monster Vibe base stood out like a fricking sign saying “this girl has a vibrator in her!”
 
    
 
   There had been no instructions on attire so basically I had my choice of “Kari approved” outfits. The skirts basically came in two flavors; short and tight with a good risk of exposure and short and loose and a good bit of exposure. So basically I had to decide if I wanted to sit on my bare bottom, or go with a mini. I choose the flared skirt, the puddles of goo I’d left in my seat the other day coming to mind. If I really was going to spend the day cumming, maybe I needed to think ahead.
 
    
 
   I pulled the skirt on, my brain already cringing at the temperature outside. Houston rarely gets this cold but it would be in the upper thirties when I stepped outside. In a short skirt, wearing lace panties, and open toed, strap on, stiletto heels. It was a recipe for another bout of pneumonia if you ask me. Kari’s answer had been this wonderfully warm, heavy felt coat, which just made me look like a flasher.
 
    
 
   I looked back at the closet. Blouse time. I hated them all. Too small. Too tight. Too revealing. Not a single thing Kari had bought me was even close to what I would call “office appropriate.” At least not any office except Kari’s. The previous day I’d chosen a tight fitting, elastic blouse that cupped my curves and looked as if it had been painted on. I shook my head. Not this time. Instead I pulled a blue shirt out that was nothing more than some folds of material that hung down from my neck, covered my breasts fully (while revealing my midriff and most of my chest except for my actual boobs), and then tied around at my back. There. If I had to suffer another round of clothespins it wouldn’t matter which way Kari put them on me! Dressed for the day, stuffed to the brim with the still silent (thank God) Monster Vibe, I emerged from my chrysalis, ready to face whatever Kari threw my way.
 
    
 
   After enduring the rolling eyes of my daughter, jiggling my exposed ass in the cold, trying to warm my freezing feet with the car heater, and pulling up in front of Kari’s office building, I finally found myself settling down at the small desk I worked at. The glass door before me was open, the lights in the hall and Kari’s office were on, and I turned on the computer, ready to work on my usual, first thing task. Checking email.
 
    
 
   It started as a barely detectable tremor that began deep inside me and I think I might even have taken a minute to notice it. I remember looking up from the screen, my brain finally realizing something had changed. Then my sex tightened around the Monster Vibe and I knew that the motor filled plastic rod inside me had come to life. The setting had to be at the very lowest and I let my hips move experimentally for a moment, wondering if I was suddenly going to get blasted into full power. Yet nothing really changed. I pursed my lips, my eyes narrowing, still braced. I waited for over a minute and the Monster Vibe stayed right down there. So I went back to the emails.
 
    
 
   Part of me had been expecting it. After all I knew that Julie, or Kari maybe, would have to wait until I got to work. If I’d been in the car driving it could have caused me to have an accident. It’s been long standing procedure that Breanne doesn’t get sexually stimulated (too much) during drives. And both of them knew that I usually arrived around 8:30 in the morning. So was it too much of a risk to start the thing up at 8:34am?
 
    
 
   About four minutes later I realized that I’d been wrong. The vibrations were definitely stronger. I could feel the wetness of my sex around the Monster Vibe and I tried to get a handle on what was happening as I let out a soft groan. The vibrator wasn’t at full power. In fact, it wasn’t even at a quarter. But now I could tell that it was slowly but steadily increasing. That’s the beauty of computers guys. Even your sex toys can be obscenely cruel.
 
    
 
   I want you to really understand this. For my gentlemen readers, please imagine yourself sitting naked at your desk. I know… you never do that, but for my sake, imagine that you are. You’re sitting there playing Candy Crush or Skyrim or Fallout 4 or whatever and suddenly you feel my hand on your cock. You know instinctively that if you pause the game and reach under the desk I won’t be there, so you freeze, just relishing the feel of my hand on your thick manhood. You might get stiff. It wouldn’t surprise me. But then nothing happens. I just hold your cock. No rubbing. No strokes. No blowjob. Just the touch of my fingers. You go back to your game as your manhood decides nothing is going to happen and then you feel pressure. I’m squeezing you so gently you almost can’t tell it’s happening. But it is. Your cock knows it. Little twitches of my fingers. It totally distracts you again. The hell with shooting the enemy. You want to feel that. You want more. Still, you know you can’t reach down. I’ll disappear. Minutes pass and then you realize that the little squeezes have gotten stronger. And then something else happens. You feel a stroke. Just a specter of it. Along the underside of your cock. Am I rubbing you? You can’t even tell. It goes on and on, getting stronger and you realize that you were right. I am stroking you. Your cock is rock hard, my hands working on the full length. It isn’t a handjob, not by any standard you’ve ever heard of. It isn’t sex. It’s torture. That’s what it is. I’m torturing you, going so slow that you can only want more, always straining, but not given release.
 
    
 
   Just as you close in on frustration a different sensation blossoms between your legs. Something wet and soft touches the tip of your cock. Just the tip. Not the head, not the shaft. A soft lapping sensation. You groan, your hips pumping as you try for more and it doesn’t cum. At least not quickly. Just like the hand stroking your cock, my tongue swirls slowly around, taking more of your head into my mouth. It’s driving you mad. You know it. You thrust but I anticipate. Another three minutes pass and I’m finally sucking on your cock, but just the head as my fingers stroke your shaft.
 
    
 
   Hey. Hard now? Understand the shit I was dealing with? Good. Now on with the story.
 
    
 
   The Monster Vibrator was oscillating somewhere between a quarter and the middle setting when Kari walked in. The blond goddess I worship was again wearing a business suit, charcoal gray this time, with an ivory silk blouse and a pair of shoes that looked like they cost six hundred bucks. She smiled at me with the predatory look of a lioness about to feast on a freshly slain zebra.
 
    
 
   In case you didn’t know, I was the freshly slain zebra.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Breanne.” Her voice was clear and polite.
 
    
 
   I swallowed, trying not to show the effect the Monster Vibe was having on me. “Good morning, Kari.”
 
    
 
   She looked down at me, and then with a crassness that totally shocked me, asked, “What’s up?”
 
    
 
   Ha ha. The expression of politeness fell off my face as a joke I’m entirely too familiar with hit me between the eyes.
 
    
 
   “Twelve inches of vibrating plastic,” I replied sardonically.
 
    
 
   She hummed in pleasure and came around the desk. I felt her hand on my shoulder, just by my neck and it slid down to my sternum. “And have you cum yet?” She asked softly, her mouth near my ear.
 
    
 
   I shook my head and let out a gasp as her hand slid off to the side, right under the blue material of my blouse. I wasn’t wearing a bra because there was no way I could with that particular shirt and to be honest, I’d been scared to wear one since the number of bad things a woman like Kari can do to me with a bra increases dramatically. Her hand cupped my breast and she gently ran her thumb across my nipple, which hardened immediately and sent a thrilling tingle down between my legs. I let out a soft whine as she began squeezing my breast lightly, her thumb still rubbing me.
 
    
 
   “I can’t wait,” she said brightly as my head came back and I let out a low groan. Then she let go, turned around and headed to her office. I let out a choked sigh and tried to regulate my breathing. I was so aroused! Except the Monster Vibe was still closer to low than high and there was nothing I could do about it.
 
    
 
   It took an hour for the vibrator to hit maximum and I managed to hold off all the way until nine forty or so. But by then I was out of my mind with need, wriggling like a freshly dug-up worm and juice was pouring out of me around the base of the Monster Vibe. My panties were soaked and while I was gripping my desk in the throes of orgasm the only stray thought that crossed my mind was that so much moisture couldn’t be good for the lace of my panties.
 
    
 
   And then… then I popped.
 
    
 
   I came down slowly. Remember I’d had an hour long build up. Longer if you counted the hour and a half time between the moments I stuffed the stupid foot long phallus inside me, walked around, and drove a car into work. Is it any wonder that I blew a gasket? I don’t think so. As soon as my heart stopped thudding inside my chest and I felt reasonably settled (despite the fact that the Monster Vibe was still running at full blast) I stood up and made my way back to Kari’s office.
 
    
 
   She looked up as I stepped into the doorway, her eyes flashing brightly. “Ah. Finally,” she said simply. Her phone was on the desk and she picked it up, her finger flashed across the screen and a moment later the intense rumble in my pussy subsided into something more tolerable, like standing next to a railroad crossing a train hurtles by. Still, I sighed in relief and Kari smiled.
 
    
 
   “Now you will go to the conference room. Remove your skirt and your blouse. Get up on the table and lay face down with your breasts on the blue mat.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “What blue mat?” I asked. Granted, I hadn’t been back there since the previous day, but I had no clue what she was talking about.
 
    
 
   Kari just gave me a somewhat exasperated look. “Don’t ask questions. Follow instructions or I’ll punish you.”
 
    
 
   I frowned and turned tail, my hands already going to my blouse, lifting it and baring my poor breasts as I walked down the hall. “Yeah?” I muttered. “You’re already going to punish me. What’s a little more?” I opened the door to the conference room, turned on the light, and I saw the mat.
 
    
 
   It was two feet wide and about six inches deep and lay flat on the table since it was quite clearly a plastic and rubber mixture. I stepped closer, the sinking feeling in my stomach turning into a ball of lead and I put my hand on the strip of blue, feeling the sharp points jutting out from what I assumed was probably intended to be the underside of the damn thing. It had also clearly been trimmed and as my brain began to wrap itself around what was about to happen to my breasts, I put my palm on the pins and pushed down hard.
 
    
 
   It hurt. A lot. But not as bad as needles. Thank God. I took my hand off and looked at the close pattern of red dots and winced. Ouch. This was going to be… well… awful. How long was I going to have to lay on this?
 
    
 
   I tossed my blouse aside, my bare breasts already tingling and I shucked out of my skirt with a twist of my hips. I picked that up off the floor too and then, with careful movements, I used a chair to get me up on the table. Slowly I crawled into position and then when there wasn’t a good reason to delay, I lowered myself down as gently as possible. My breasts hit the mat long before the rest of me got to the table and once again I cursed the fact that I’ve got slightly bigger boobs than my body frame should allow for. I felt the sharp little pins dig up into me and I braced myself with my elbows, keeping the vast majority of my upper body weight off my bosom.
 
    
 
   The base of the Monster Vibrator, still held in with my panties, touched the wood surface I was laying on and began rattling so I tried to adjust so I wasn’t as noisy. Still, it might have served a purpose since Kari came in a moment later. I turned my head and my throat went dry. She was carrying one of the vibrating anal plugs that I kept in the bottom drawer of my desk. I wasn’t a fan. She’d bought them for when I was being bad and I guess this counted. Still, the last thing I wanted right at that moment was getting fucked up the rear end.
 
    
 
   “Get your tits on that mat,” Kari said harshly. “And just for disobeying me you can put your hands on the back of your neck.”
 
    
 
   Oh. Oh shit.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and let myself down the rest of the way, wincing and then whimpering as my breasts suddenly felt as if someone had just pressed a hundred nails against my flesh. This was worse than the tack mat I had back at the apartment. The “pins” on this thing were thick, much thicker and longer than the silver steel pins poking through the rubber on my mat at home. These dug into me hard and in seconds I was whining with discomfort. I lifted my hands and arms and reached up to my neck, interlacing my fingers even as Kari moved down the table, grabbed my panties, and yanked them down far enough to expose my bottom. I kept my legs together, mostly to hold in the vibrator. Then I felt something cold and wet on my bottom and I realized that Kari had poured some sort of oil into my crack. Her fingers came down on my buttocks and I felt the soft rubber tip of the silicon vibrator as she began pushing.
 
    
 
   If you aren’t aware of it, I’m not a fan of anal sex. I don’t particularly care to have things shoved up my ass. Or placed gently in it for that matter. It doesn’t hurt, at least not anymore, and admittedly there have been times when it has increased my susceptibility to other types of sexual stimulation. But the reality is that I just don’t like it. And Kari pushing a silicon vibrator up my rump wasn’t the most pleasant of things. Especially since she took her time, pulling and pushing it, all while my upper body weight mashed my boobs down onto the spines of her stupid blue mat. I could feel the sharp points digging into my nipples and areola and elsewhere and while Kari was pushing and pulling I tried to focus on getting past the pain.
 
    
 
   I can’t give you a round figure, but I’m guessing she left me on the table for about five minutes before the anal vibrator was buried completely in my ass and she snapped my panties back up over my oiled rear entrance. Then Kari gave my rump a sharp slap.
 
    
 
   “There you go. You can get up now. Let me see your tits.”
 
    
 
   I put my arms down with a half choked sob and lifted my body off the mat. It came with me and Kari darted forward.
 
    
 
   “Oops. Stuck to you, huh?” She pulled it free and I groaned, feeling my breasts ache. Slowly I crawled down off the table and turned to face her. I spread my legs and folded my arms behind my back, fingertips to elbows. I took a deep breath as she came close, her hand coming up and she ran her nails across the myriad expanse of red dots that peppered my bosom. Then she bent down and kissed my left nipple. “So sweet,” she whispered. The two vibrators inside my lower half sent aftershocks up my spine. Then I looked at Kari and saw a shiver go through her. She straightened up. “You can go back to work now. But if you have another orgasm the next punishment will hurt even more.”
 
    
 
   “Why are we doing this?” I asked through half clenched teeth. The vibrations were not easy to deal with.
 
    
 
   “Doing what?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I gestured at my body. “Making me cum over and over. Hurting just my breasts. I mean you haven’t spanked, sapped or even touched my clit and except for what you just did you haven’t spanked or caned my bottom either.”
 
    
 
   She grinned. “Remember the week when we tormented just your clit?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Well this week we are punishing just your breasts.” The explanation came out simple and concise. I blinked. Oh.
 
    
 
   She reached down and picked up my clothes, handing them over to me. “You should put these on before going back out to the front.”
 
    
 
   I took them as Kari put a soft kiss on my cheek. As she left her nails once more touched my bosom, from left to right, slowly drawn across my dotted, tenderized, and bare breasts.
 
    
 
   “Cum soon,” she whispered, then left the conference room.
 
    
 
   Yeah. Right.
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 



 
    
 
   [bookmark: chapter42]Chapter 42: More Punishment
 
    
 
   The rest of the week was like that. Each day Julie and Kari would dress me up like Stripper Barbie, do their damnedest to make me explode as many times as physically possible, using a combination of toys, tongues, hands, and available cock, all in order to have the illusionary justification of hurting my breasts. For my own good.
 
    
 
   After having my ass stuffed with the anal vibrator the next orgasm was rewarded with Kari tying my thumbs to my nipples, crossways, along with instructions to finish her invoices before lunch. Have you ever tried to type like that? The first problem was that I couldn’t reach the keyboard. I actually had to stand up, lean over the desk, snag the keyboard with a finger, all while feeling a sharp pain in my breasts, then drag it back toward me. It wasn’t bad at first but I quickly came to realize that there is an optimal distance between your chest and the keyboard. I had to hold my arms at a very awkward and uncomfortable angle, with my elbows heavily bent and down by my sides in order to keep the slack on the strings. I lasted maybe four minutes before my arms were aching badly. I tried stretching, taking breaks, but that just sent additional moments of excruciating agony shooting through my boobs. I went back to typing and only realized when I was on my second invoice that my movements and the strings had actually pushed aside the material of my blouse and that both breasts were hanging out anyway. I tried to cover back up and ended up just hurting myself more.
 
    
 
   The third orgasm of Tuesday meant I got to take off the strings, but Kari just used the opportunity to attach a pair of electro clamps to my tits, then wiring them into the portable TENS Unit. She set it to knead and turned the level up to four, leaving me on the very edge of wanting to scream. Then we went out to eat. Do you have any idea how hard it is to have lunch when a hand made out of electricity is grabbing your tits, squeezing them hard and then finishing with a sharp pinch that feels like someone taking a pair of pliers, grabbing your nipple, and then giving you a hard twist?
 
    
 
   After lunch and another orgasm it was the crop. And right before I left for the day I smelled vanilla and was led back to the conference room where Kari had set up a pair of candles. They’d been burning for well over an hour. The clamps came off and Kari pushed me down into the hot wax and flame, using my tenderized, swollen, hurting nubs to extinguish the wicks. Both boobs were coated in hot wax. She made me drive home like that so Julie could see. Having Julie over had just been more trouble since the moment Rachel was involved in a video game Julie had taken me to my bedroom, yanked off my shorts and panties, pulled the silent Monster Vibe out of my slit, and proceeded to lick me into another mind-blowing orgasm. Then, still lost in the euphoria, Julie had made me stand in the bathroom, hands behind my head, while she used a plastic ruler to beat the wax off my tits. Later that night, as I lay there panting, our bodies glistening with oil, her fingers wet with my cum, she used vacuum clamps on me.
 
    
 
   Wednesday wasn’t much better. The toy of the day was my vibroballs and the moment Kari arrived at work she made me turn them up. That in and of itself wasn’t too bad but Kari was starting to get inventive with her torments. After Wednesday’s first orgasm she had me sit in one of the conference room chairs with my shirt pulled down and cupping my breasts. Then she teased my nipples gently with her tongue and fingers until I was hard and both nipples stood out, the skin of my areolas puckered tight. Then she literally painted them both with superglue. Do you have any idea what that felt like when my nipples tried to soften? It itched and pulled and felt tight in ways I’d never believed possible. And honestly, that was the easiest of the torments I had to endure. The second time I popped that morning, an hour before it was time to go to lunch, she sent me to the punishment closet where I was stripped, hung my wrists on the frame and spread open. A moment later her whip was being lashed across my chest and little flakes of glue were being torn from my nipples. It looked like I had a case of bad dandruff.
 
    
 
   Then when we got back from lunch, even before I’d cum again, she put me right back on the frame, mashed a Hitachi massager on a stand against my clit, set the vibroballs to maximum, and left me thrashing until I exploded a third time. She came back with a clothespin zip line that she put on my tits twice, ripping it off with a sadistic grin as I cried out and kept grinding my pussy. I was given only a small break, because Julie came over again that evening and used chopsticks and rubber bands, intermittently. It left me breathless, my teeth tight on the rubber ball gag she stuffed in my mouth, and each limb pulling hard on the bungee cords and bondage cuffs holding me spread-eagled on the bed. I remember Julie grinning sadistically with a rubber band stretched between her thumb and forefinger, drawing it back to snap against my sore and tender nipple.
 
    
 
   And Thursday? Vibrating egg. And of course I didn’t have the controls. All I remember was cumming and then Kari coming up and putting a pair of metal clamps on my tits that had been sitting in the fucking freezer overnight. She pulled my hands behind my back and placed an actual set of handcuffs on my wrists, leaving me in the conference room to squeal and throw a fit as the freezing cold metal burned the tips of my breasts. She left me like that for fifteen minutes, then came back, took the clamps off, and then put her hot mouth on each nipple, sucking. I went crazy.
 
    
 
   The torments just didn’t stop.
 
    
 
   Friday morning I climbed out of bed and stood in front of the mirror. My boobs were bruised, chafed, red, covered in lines and welts and basically looked like someone had run a medium sized tank over my chest. I’d experienced practically every nipple or breast torture I could think of, or at least that were within my limits. My nipples had been frozen, electrocuted, burned, chemically irritated, cropped, flogged, caned, spanked, slapped, exposed, crushed, clipped, bitten, pinched, squeezed, rolled, clamped, bound, taped, glued, and poked. It would be weeks before my bosom was even fit to see again and I certainly wouldn’t be flashing anyone considering the cumulative damage my two mistresses had inflicted upon my chest. But more than anything - I ached. Deep and hard. Every breath was tinged with this discomfort that I knew was coming from my breasts. I couldn’t raise my arms above my head without wincing in discomfort. And I still had one more day of tit torment to endure. Quietly, insanely, I promised myself that orgasm was a thing of the past. I was sated. Satisfied. Done. No more. Not for a while at least.
 
    
 
   Despondently I picked up my phone. Julie’s text was waiting for me and I didn’t even express a moment of surprise, or even dismay when I read what she wanted me stuffed with. I reached back up to the toy box at the top of my shelf and dragged it down. This time I didn’t have to dig. The leather belt was supple and soft, with the insides padded. I pulled it out and everything in the box shifted as the crotch strap, studded with three motorized “bumps” of various sizes, and came loose. I held it up and frowned.
 
    
 
   I think I’ve mentioned this before, but calling the stupid thing a chastity belt is about the dumbest thing I can think of. Sure, if all you were doing was covering up my pussy so no one, including myself, could use it for sexual pleasure I could see calling it a chastity belt. But when you mount not only an anal plug containing a variable speed vibrator in it, next to a very thick, very solid, similarly designed vaginal vibrating phallus, along with a third bulb at the front that gets mashed against my clit - while vibrating -  calling it a “chastity” belt seems somewhat farfetched.
 
    
 
   It would be better to call it a “non-stop fucking” belt.
 
    
 
   I was already naked and even though I was feeling rested from the night’s sleep I’d just had, I still lubricated both probes with a bit of grapeseed oil. Then I buckled on the waist strap and pulled the crotch piece upward. It was easier to get the vaginal probe in, but there was no helping it. I had to brace myself, groan, and open up as I pulled and pushed, finally getting the narrower but still uncomfortable anal plug in my ass. I tightened around the various rubber inserts as I finished buckling all the straps. The interesting thing about my chastity belt is that the crotch strap actually has a flap, which is locked with a tiny padlock, which prevents me from getting to any of the vibrator controls. Maybe Kari needs to buy me a new one, what with the way technology has been going lately.
 
    
 
   I tightened everything up so that both the vaginal phallus and the anal plug were deeply and firmly implanted in the fertile depths of my bottom half and then dealt with the next issue; my wardrobe. Kari had actually requested I wear something specific on Friday and I went back to my closet with a growing sense of dread. A few years back Kari had bought me a dress, a very special dress that at the time been very appealing. It was a white, loose, button up the front summer dress that was actually more of a swim-suit cover-up since the bouncing skirt didn’t really cover my rump, the whole thing was almost transparent, and the neckline was designed to reveal your bikini top. Of course if you aren’t actually wearing a bikini, what it reveals is a bit more personable.
 
    
 
   I slipped the dress on and looked into the mirror. The black leather around my waist and running through my crotch wasn’t just visible. It contrasted sharply with the dress and it screamed for attention. And my breasts? Yeah well, the damage and abuse inflicted upon them was now very, very apparent. No one who saw me would have any doubts that I’d stripped off my shirt, laid my tits on a board, and proceeded to allow a psycho with a hammer to pound my bosom into lumpy bits. This dress was a fucking sign saying, “Here! Look at what they’ve done to me!”
 
    
 
   So I put on my coat. No way in hell I could even walk out to breakfast like that.
 
    
 
   Admittedly Rachel gave me an odd look but she’s only eight so my attire don’t really affect her that much. I dread to think about what I’m teaching her though, just through casual observation. Will she get to sixteen thinking that most women dress up like street hookers? It worries me because I know teenage girls already have a tendency to want to dress up like that in the first place. I kissed her goodbye, grabbed my purse, and froze my ass and feet off getting out to the car. At work I arrived thirty minutes early and sat down at my desk, shucking my coat because I knew that Kari wouldn’t want me covered up. Then I tried to get as much done as I possibly could, ignoring the incessant pressure of having both holes filled to the brim but thankful that none of the vibrators were actually on.
 
    
 
   Kari waltzed in at nine o’clock exactly, just like usual. She was wearing a dress instead of a suit and my jaw fell. She was in red and the material was tight, conforming to her curves. The hem was high up on her thigh revealing a set of long, cream colored legs that I could have spent hours rubbing with oil, lotion, or hell… just licking. She was wearing a pair of heels that looked like someone had made stained glass flexible and wrapped the resulting art around Kari’s feet. A necklace of rough cut glass that seemed to exquisitely match her footwear was around her throat, drawing the eye to the amazing cleavage that the low cut neckline only emphasized.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” I said in wonder. Kari laughed.
 
    
 
   “You like?” She asked, giving me a little pose.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “You look… amazing,” I said, still just a little flabbergasted. Kari smiled and then her eyes fell on my dress.
 
    
 
   “You look scrumptious,” she replied.
 
    
 
   I looked down at my dress. Scrumptious was not the word I’d use to describe myself. This dress wasn’t even decent for a hooker. It was… it was…
 
    
 
   I realized it. It was a slave’s dress.
 
    
 
   I looked back up at Kari, the awful realization hitting me hard. She put me in this dress to humiliate me. I was on show. I swallowed.
 
    
 
   “Come with me,” she said softly. I followed behind her, walking only a little funny thanks to the high heels and the fact that I was stuffed front and back. She turned right at the hallway and led me to the conference room. She motioned toward a chair. “Sit down, spread your legs, and put your knees over the armrests.”
 
    
 
   I sat down, the hem of my dress coming up and not covering my bottom, which was exactly what I expected. I curled in the seat and brought my legs up and spread them so that I was opened wide. The leather crotch strap was a dark contrast to my white creamy thighs and buttocks and Kari produced a small key. I bit my lip, totally knowing what was happening. She was going to turn on the vibrators.
 
    
 
   She opened the lock and then pulled back the leather flap that kept me from screwing with the controls. First she turned on the little bump rubbing my clit. Then the vaginal probe roared into life, buzzing deeply. Lastly she activated the anal plug and I groaned, my hips already pumping as she secured the leather back in place. Everything was set to medium. Kari leaned forward and put her hand on my breast, pulling aside the dress so that my nipple was exposed.
 
    
 
   “Have you cum this morning?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “No Mistress,” I said, my voice tight with need. The buzzing between my legs was beyond intense. There was no way I was going to be able to function. She nodded and smiled.
 
    
 
   “Wait here,” she said softly. Then she left the conference room.
 
    
 
   It was the longest ten minutes of my life. Had the vibrations been limited to my ass I might have been able to survive the day without cumming. If the vaginal phallus had been the only thing rattling around inside me I might have lasted two or three hours. Even with both the plug and probe going, I could have handled sixty minutes. Probably. But with that little rubber coated knob pressed against my clitoris, doing an impersonation of a deep sea earthquake there was nothing I could do. The waves crashed against me and eventually a big one smacked me right in the face. Even before Kari got back I was crying out, my toes curling in my open toed high heels, my fingers balled into fists, a knuckle between my teeth. Kari walked into the room, froze, and then grinned.
 
    
 
   “Oh my, that didn’t take long,” she said. She was holding a complete set of bondage cuffs, small but very real padlock, and a skein of rope. I was still lost in the orgasm as she approached, tossed the rope on the table, and without a word, placed the padlock on the buckle that held the chastity belt on me. So now, not only could I not get to the controls between my legs, but I couldn’t take the damn thing off, even if I wanted to. My eyes blurred as she began wrapping the first cuff tightly around my right ankle.
 
    
 
   “You know,” Kari said conversationally as my head swayed and my chest heaved. “I happen to like the bondage look on you. If I could get away with it I’d do away with the dress and just have you sit at the front desk wearing the heels, chastity belt and these bondage cuffs. It contrasts nicely, don’t you think?” She asked as she buckled the first one tightly. “It would be completely legal, because your prurient bits would be covered, with only those nicely bruised and welted boobs of yours hanging out.”  I blinked at her, still trying to form coherent thoughts as she moved to my other leg, running her fingers from my open thigh to my foot. “But I think the property manager might object, even though I think he’d be more than happy to have his cock inside you.” She wrapped the second ankle cuff around my limb and began buckling it tightly as well.
 
    
 
   “Of course we are going to have to address the fact that you came again.” She gave me a warm smile. “And I know you’re looking forward to that,” she said. I stared at her, mumbling something incoherent because the vibrations between my legs hadn’t stopped. I was about to cum again. My entire body was trembling and Kari just went ahead and grabbed my left hand. The bondage cuff went around it and she buckled it on as I began whimpering, clearly in route to explosion number two.
 
    
 
   “I happen to think that you being multi-orgasmic is a plus for situations like this,” she continued amiably. “I mean you will cum and earn a punishment and even before I can get things done properly you go ahead and have another orgasm.” She went to my other wrist and a few seconds later she was finished. She gave me another smile as she pulled the skein of rope off the table. She moved around behind me as I cried out, lost in the second orgasm and she yanked my arms back to the sides of the chair. A second later I couldn’t get my arms back and I realized she had literally tied me to the chair. She came back to the front and threaded the rope over my leg and through the arm rest, securing me into the position I was in, open and exposed, my hips grinding and pumping. The rope went under the chair and then around the other leg. When she swung back around into my field of view I couldn’t move. Kari’s eyes sparkled and she reached out, grabbing the front of my dress, yanking it down. Both of my sore breasts popped out, the material bunching up beneath them and lifting them up nicely. As if on display. Or as targets.
 
    
 
   “Now,” she said simply. “I have something rather special for you this morning. I’d been hoping I’d get to use them on you.” She held up two metal objects that were nothing like anything I’d ever seen. They sort of looked like six inch long bells, except instead of being solid were missing broad swaths of the bell itself. I saw a clapper inside and it was attached to the top of the bell with some sort of screw. Then to my astonishment, Kari placed the wide end over my areola and then with some trepidation, I realized that the clapper was actually a clamp. She held the thing in place while her dainty fingers dipped through and pinched open the clamp, allowing it to tighten on my delicate and tender nub easily. I groaned and then she began tightening the bit at the top. Slowly my nipple was pulled outward, toward the smaller end of the bell. Each twist of the screw made the tip of my breast hurt more and more and then to my horror she let go of the mechanism. It was literally being held on by the tension on my nipple. I groaned and she went to the other side and began putting a matching set on the right side of my chest. My piercing made it hurt even more and tears sprang to my eyes as I sat there, my hips grinding because of the violent earthquakes coming from my loins, all while my nipples were being stretched out.
 
    
 
   “There,” Kari said in satisfaction. “That takes care of the punishment for your first orgasm,” she said. “But what about your second?”
 
    
 
   I stared at her, panting, all sorts of things going through my head, but most of them involving the incessant buzz between my legs. My bottom lip trembled and tears welled in my eyes.
 
    
 
   She snapped her fingers and a look of inspiration flashed across her face. “Of course. I know exactly what will make this particular torment just that much worse. “Be right back.” She left the room and I sat there, unable to move beyond a few ineffectual kicks of my feet from the knee down. The clamps on my nipples throbbed and I closed my eyes, struggling to deal with the buzzing of not one, not two, but three fucking vibrators shaking between my legs.
 
    
 
   Kari came back with a bottle and string. The bottle was Stinging O and she had a small paint brush. She dipped it in and then poked it through to the clamp on my right breast, anointing just the crushed and turgid tip of my bosom. At first it felt cool and tingly. Then, just as it began to burn horribly, she did my other side and I let out a choked scream.
 
    
 
   “Now, now, you know the burning will subside soon enough,” she said softly. “But we need to make sure you’re comfortable.” She began tying one end of the first string to the end of the bell clamp, then did the same thing to the other side. I was just a little preoccupied with the scorching heat coming from my crushed, pulsing, burning tits to pay attention, at least until she pulled on the string coming from my left breast and tied it to the big toe of my left foot. I squealed as she cut off the last bit of free movement I had. Then she did the other side, and for reasons that I can’t fathom, she once more grabbed the paintbrush and began painting my arches of my feet with the Stinging O. I could feel it. My feet got hot and tingled and in the worst possible place. I sniffed, tears coming down my cheeks as Kari finished, tipping me back in the chair and leaving me staring up at the ceiling.
 
    
 
   My hips churned, which made me rock, which made my feet bob, which pulled hard on the strange clamps that pulled and bit at my breasts. The Stinging O made both my nipples and feet burn and I couldn’t hold still.
 
    
 
   Kari came back and checked on me every twenty or thirty minutes, and since she never gagged me I could have called out in a clincher. But I didn’t. Not even when I couldn’t take the pain any longer and actually yanked the clamps off my nipples with hard kicks of my feet. Kari wasn’t exactly pleased when she came back in and found me like that, but for ten minutes all I’d had to deal with was the buzzing. The vibrating. The unceasing shaking. The urge to orgasm.
 
    
 
   I had my third orgasm just after ten thirty, a few minutes after Kari had put the clamps back on my nipples. I was very vocal about it too and she came in to watch as the final shudders blew me… well… I can’t say off my feet, because I wasn’t on them. I stared up at her, eyes dazed, totally lost in the euphoric bliss of mind-blowing orgasm. I twitched, bound and open at her table.
 
    
 
   She came up slowly and released the clamps, pulling them off my chest and leaving me gasping. Then she reached down between my legs and with a tiny key, unlocked the padlock that held the leather flap closed. A moment later I let out a choked sob of relief as she turned off the clittoral bump, then turned down the vaginal vibrator. She left the one in my ass going at medium, but then glanced at me.
 
    
 
   “Need to use the restroom?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded and she turned off the remaining vibrators. She unlocked the other padlock and pulled the Chastity Belt away from my crotch and I let out a groan of relief. There is just something amazing about having an anal plug pulled out of you. Her deft hands began untying me and a moment later, for the first time in close to two hours I was able to move. I got up from the chair and grabbed the bodice of my dress and hauled it up over my still hurting tits. I didn’t bother with shoes. Instead I just padded barefoot out of the office and off to the women’s restroom, right across the main lobby. I didn’t see anyone.
 
    
 
   I took my time. I needed it. My pussy was bright pink and three orgasms in two and a half hours counts as insane, but at least consistent across the week. I wondered how bad the afternoon was going to be, and after about twenty minutes trying to recuperate I headed back to Kari, well aware that she owed me one more nipple punishment for the last orgasm.
 
    
 
   Kari glanced up from her desk. “There’s a bra waiting for you in the conference room. We’re leaving in ten minutes, so get dressed quick. Don’t forget to put the chastity belt back on. Before we leave I’ll turn the vibrators on.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Uh. Leave?” I paused.
 
    
 
   Kari looked up. “Lunch. We’re meeting a friend.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. I felt… strained. Like taffy being pulled.
 
    
 
   “Anyone I know?” I asked, trying to make it sound light.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Bra. Now.”
 
    
 
   I sighed and hurried down the hall. I found the bra easily enough. It was bright pink, almost neon colored and would show through the dress easily enough. But as I picked it up my throat closed up. Each cup had a white rubber pad in it, about the size of a saucer, each one pierced by what looked like about two dozen tacks. Only about a millimeter of each sharp point was showing through, but it was more than enough. Gingerly I put my breasts into the bra, feeling as if I’d just hugged a hedgehog. Then as I tightened it up around my torso I realized I’d hugged a porcupine instead. The discomfort was intense. The tiny pins bit into both nipples and the surrounding flesh and each breath made them move, prickling against my flesh.
 
    
 
   I grabbed the Chastity belt and was pleasantly surprised to find that Kari had cleaned it. All of the knobs and probes were clean and freshly lubricated with something gooey and oily and a quick sniff relieved me. I’d been just a tad bit afraid she’d use the Stinging O. But instead it was just one of our lubricant jellies. Slowly I pushed the anal plug home, then did the same to the vaginal phallus. To my shock, I still felt this urge to start thrusting. I shook my head, jammed the thing in deep, then quickly finished buckling everything up. Finally I was ready. I grabbed my shoes, put them on and took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   Which was stupid.
 
    
 
   After a moment of intense pain as every tack drove hard into my breasts, I winced, cradled my hurting tits under my arms, and went back to Kari’s office.
 
    
 
   “Put your right leg up on the chair,” she ordered, flipping up the front of my dress to get at the chastity belt. I nodded and did as ordered, closing my eyes as I felt her open the flap, her fingers gliding down and turning things on. The phallus in my bottom went to medium while the one in my sex spun up to the lowest setting available. Then to my acute distress, she turned the little clitoral bump on as well. I struggled not to shudder as she locked the leather flap over the controls, leaving me with not a bit of control. There was nothing I could do to stop the sexual torment between my legs. Not a damn thing. She stood up, grabbed her purse and then motioned toward the door.
 
    
 
   “Let’s go. And try not to cum as you walk out the door.”
 
    
 
   “Why bother?” I muttered, sullenly.
 
    
 
   Kari whirled back at me. “Excuse me?” She asked.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “Um… nothing,” I squeaked as she stepped closer.
 
    
 
   “Why bother? Well it’s simple darling. After we meet with Julie for lunch, if you’ve had even a single additional orgasm, the final punishment for cumming will be rather piercing.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Piercing? That was an odd choice of…
 
    
 
   Oh. Oh shit. Kari saw the realization on my face and she smiled. Slowly she lifted her hand and put it on my left breast, her fingers applying pressure, driving the tack points into my skin. I groaned and then even winced.
 
    
 
   “That’s right, princess. We’ve been talking about it and both Julie and I are in agreement. It’s time for a second piercing.”  She squeezed right around the nipple area and I gasped.
 
    
 
   A flood of emotions went through me. A piercing. Another goddamned piercing. I shook my head. I didn’t want it. But...
 
    
 
   The vibrator over my clit seemed to hum and pulse and I let out a soft whimper as the waves of pleasure washed over me. The idea of sitting in a chair, my breasts bared, the chastity belt rumbling along at high power… how could I not want that? Kari let go of my breast and I almost came, holding on by the barest bit of willpower.
 
    
 
   “Now. Let’s go have lunch.” She turned and headed down the hall with me following just a few steps behind. I made it all the way to the parking lot before I let out a soft gasp and spoke her name.
 
    
 
   “Kari! I’m… I’m... “ I stammered, breathless, rocking with the sensations.
 
    
 
   The blond goddess in front of me smiled. “Yes. Good,” she said. “I knew you wouldn’t be able to hold off.”  She reached out, ran a hand over my breasts, the tack tips digging in, then moving down my side to my ass, grabbing hold of me.  “Oh yes,” she repeated. I could see the desire, the heat in her eyes.
 
    
 
   Me? I came. I came with fire and heat and with passion and flames. I came in Kari’s arms and even knowing where I’d be later that day, what would be done to me… well…
 
    
 
   It was worth it.
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   Catch more of Breanne’s amazing tales at Michael Alexander’s BDSM blog and don’t forget to keep an eye out for her next book! And enjoy this special one-shot:
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: crucifixion] 
 
   



  
 



 
   Crucifixion
 
    
 
   I sat in the back of SUV, my hands tied together, trying not to move. My jaw ached horribly as I bit down on the rubber ball gag that had been strapped to my head. Saliva was dripping down my chin and onto my bare chest, but as annoying as that was, my real problem was that they’d tied my thumbs tightly to my nipples, using thin and very short string. It forced me to hold my arms up, never letting them rest unless I wanted to inflict some intense and painful tugging on my own bosom. My biceps were starting to cramp and the tips of my breasts pulsed with a burning ache.
 
    
 
   The vibrator that had been jammed into my shaved pussy roared, set to full throttle, probably with fresh batteries and that made it even harder to sit still as the vehicle rocked down the roadway. I’d seen the toy for only a moment. It was pink and had a little arm sticking out of the side, like a saguaro cactus, the extension mashed against my clitoris, seemingly vibrating on its own at a totally different wavelength, making coherent thought on my part almost impossible. The leather belts that had been secured around my thighs, knees, and ankles ensured the massive sex toy would stay in place, regardless of how I squirmed, and the presence of Carson sitting next to me, his eyes locked on my naked body was insurance. They wanted me panting, hurting, and strained.
 
    
 
   There was little I could do.
 
    
 
   The drive took almost a full hour and I’m ashamed to say that I had another two orgasms there in the car. Half of that was Carson’s fault. He was constantly touching me, little light strokes of his fingers along my thigh, arm, and breasts that combined with the vibrational torment. All together it was more than enough to send me over the metaphorical edge. Repeatedly. The cliffs of orgasm are no laughing matter to a girl like me and I felt a moment’s pity for the owner of the sedan, who would no doubt be dealing with permanent cum stains on the back seat, a little memento of the time he transported the condemned prisoner to her execution.
 
    
 
   Zach sat in the front seat next to the driver and he would occasionally look back at me, his appreciative eyes psychologically fucking me. Evidently the two hours he’d spent that morning pushing his well-lubricated cock through every single one of my holes, tying me down to his bed for some rather intense electrical play with a TENS Unit, followed by allowing the rest of his fraternity brothers line up at the doorway to what was dubbed “Breanne’s Bedroom”. Six hours later I’d lost count of the number of cocks I’d taken and I was lost in the sea of sexual euphoria forced upon me. To be honest, I hadn’t minded it. Gangbangs, or more accurately “never-ending cock” can be fun. Eventually dinner had finally arrived and after I was given a moment to eat something Zach had reappeared, this time with string, the vibrator, the leather belts and the rubber ball gag.
 
    
 
   One of the reasons I hate gags so much is that it’s hard not to drool and I’ve never particularly found that appealing. As the SUV bounced up and down, disappointingly not in time with the rumbling between my legs, spittle was pouring down my chin to coat my chest and I there was nothing I could do about it. I glanced out the window as we got off the freeway and headed out northwest. I knew vaguely where we were. We’d headed toward Katy on I-10 and now we were out near Sealy, close to the Brazos River. There was nothing out here but farms and grassland and a few hills, not to mention a shitload of alligators if you were actually thinking about swimming, which I wasn’t. The temperature was middling, neither hot nor cold, but I wasn’t wearing a damn things except for a few belts of leather. Zach was wearing jeans and Carson was in shorts and tee shirt. Still, I was thankful that Zach had turned the temperature dial on the SUV’s AC to medium. I twisted in my seat as much as I could, shards of agony coming from my poor nipples as I looked behind us. There was an entire convoy. The entire fraternity had come. Fifteen cars? All for little old me? I didn’t know if I was impressed or frightened.
 
    
 
   The wheels bumped when we left asphalt and the crunch of gravel made it clear we were on private property. I watched as scrub oak and mesquite trees flashed by in the darkness and still we drove on. Five minutes later the car came to a stop, illuminating what looked like a dilapidated mobile home in the bright halogen lights of the headlamps. The grass was long and off in the distance was the dark edge of a tree line. There were no lights. Not for miles.
 
    
 
   Zach looked back at me. “We’re here!” he said brightly, as if I were a six year old child, excited to have finally arrived at our destination.
 
    
 
   Everyone got out of the car, including me, though a more accurate description would be “pulled” from the backseat by Zach’s hand on my elbow. That hurt, mostly because my nipples were throbbing horribly and he pulled me up by my arm, which of course was translated straight into my breast. I’d read once that suspected witches were tied thumb to big toes, naked of course, before being dumped into the nearest river to see if they floated. I couldn’t help imagining myself in similar straits. I was barefoot and the gravel dug painfully into the soles of my feet as I was yanked forward. This only lasted a second though because to my dismay Zach picked me up, hauled me over his shoulder, and then began walking. Around me was laughter, the sound of beer bottles clinking, shouts and even some friendly conversation. The blood rushed to my head as my ass was pointed skyward. I concentrated on keeping my nose from getting smashed on Zach’s denim clad ass.
 
    
 
   Forty or so feet later I was set down on a mowed lawn. A lighter flickered and I saw the torch spring to life, bits of flaming drippings falling to sputter and die as they hit the ground. Flames curled upward and in the flickering light I could see their faces, staring at me. Everyone had gathered around in a sort of semi-circle with me in the center next to a massive pile of wood. For a second I checked to make sure there wasn’t a post in the center, my imagination easily picturing me tied naked to the stake, while kindling was stacked around me. While I rarely object to being tied to a post, getting set on fire was not on my bucket list. Instead I looked around at the faces behind me. I was surprised to see that I wasn’t the only woman. There were at least ten others, all of them dressed (sort of. Some of them were wearing outfits I’d have paid money for, but would have been embarrassed to wear in public!), eyes bright, eagerly watching the proceedings. The guy with the torch walked past me and plunged the entire flaming stick into the prepared bonfire.
 
    
 
   It must have been soaked in diesel fuel, because it roared to life in seconds, bursting with fiery flames. I felt a heat that bathed the entire front of my body like a furious blush. The bonfire was a conglomerations of wooden pallets and old fencing, stacked at least as high as my head, while full size tree trunks had been laid in a teepee style frame around the pallets. Despite the heat I had goosebumps. The good thing was that I was able to see better and the light from the fire illuminated the crowd. Make no mistake. It was a crowd. There were at least fifty brothers and if you added the ten girls, there were close to sixty people mulling around, watching little old naked me. I felt old. Every single person there was younger than me and I even saw a few eighteen year old faces. But as intriguing as the passionate faces were, my attention was drawn to some of the objects the fire had just revealed, laid out in the cut grass before us.
 
    
 
   The first thing I noticed was a padded tatami mat made of some woven reed. Bordered in red cloth it was easily big enough to stretch out on and I suspected that someone would be placed on that mat, enduring another round of varied and intense sexual use before the night ended. Just a few feet away there was a pile of actual wooden stakes (look out vampires!) and four skeins of rope. Frankly it made my mouth water. If getting staked spread-eagled in front of the bonfire were my fate I wouldn’t have minded. Being used like that, men jamming their cocks into my pussy and mouth, each hand wrapped around a thick piece of sausage, was actually something I knew I’d enjoy. No, the mat didn’t worry me. What worried me was lying on the ground a few feet further to my right. At first I thought it was just some spare firewood. But then as my eyes really managed to get a good look I saw that it was actually two pieces of lumber. A solid four inch by four inch fence post had been cut and fitted with a crossbeam. My heart suddenly thumped as I recognized it. It was a cross. A crucifix. Like the kind that Jesus Christ had been nailed too. (Supposedly. I just watched a really cool show that suggested the cross was actually more like the letter “X”). A pile of thick hemp lay near it, as well as some small pieces of cut wood and what had to be a homemade spreader bar. Had there been nails and a hammer I think I would have freaked. There are some aspects of masochism that I’m not up for.
 
    
 
   Zach set me down and Carson grabbed hold of me, not to keep me from escaping, but to keep me from falling over. Zach moved out in front of the fire and turned to face the crowd and Carson bent down and began freeing the belts around my ankles and knees. This left just the one positioned mid-thigh, the one holding the still buzzing vibrator against my clit and inside me. It was driving me nuts and I could feel the juices running out of me, seeping down my closed legs. The second the straps dropped Carson shoved me forward and I hobbled as best I could until I was standing on the mat, the crowd watching. Silence fell and then Carson stepped back, leaving me alone in front of Zach; the proverbial condemned.
 
    
 
   “Breanne Erickson. You are a declared nympho humiliation pain slut. For refusing to permanently become the property of our fraternity, and not explicitly accepting your use for our sexual gratification, you are hereby found guilty. For your punishment, your breasts will be flogged, your bottom paddled, your feet caned, and your pussy sapped. When the punishment has been completed you will be crucified. Do you have anything to say for yourself?
 
    
 
   My eyes flashed with a bit of anger and I snarled something that came out totally unintelligible thanks to the gag. A round of laughter flitted over the crowd. Do I have anything to say for myself?
 
    
 
   “I thought not. Very well, we shall begin. Will the flogging team come forward?”
 
    
 
   I turned my head and three of the frat brothers stepped out of the crowd and approached me. A knife flashed and I gasped as for the first time in an hour my hands were cut free of my nipples. My arms dropped in relief and I began massaging some of the cramps out. They gave me only a minute and I think that was mostly because one of them stepped up, a silly grin on his face, and began to untie the knotted string that had been secured to the tips of my breasts. It was a relief to get those knots off and the blood rushed back into my freed nipples with a familiar, agonizing ache.
 
    
 
   Zach stepped forward again. “We will now select the timer!” He announced. My head snapped up. Timer? What the hell did that mean?
 
    
 
   One of the barely dressed girls flirting around the crowd suddenly swirled up next to Zach. She was wearing short shorts, flip flops, and a shirt that revealed her well-formed breasts perfectly. No bra of course. Her nipples were hard and perky. Very perky. She held out the jar and Zach put his hand in. He pulled out a slip of paper and read it aloud. “Jay!” he yelled.
 
    
 
   The crowd sort of cheered and booed at the same time and after a moment Jay pushed his way forward. He had sandy brown hair and I’m pretty sure he’d just turned twenty. Or possibly nineteen. Really, I had no way of knowing. He raised his arms as if he were Rocky after winning some sort of contest against impossible odds. He came right up to the mat, and to my shock, let little miss perky tits actually strip him from the waist down.
 
    
 
   His cock was of average size, which despite what everyone might think is actually kind of common. Encounter seven, eight, and nine inch cocks is a rarity unless you head to a basketball player’s locker room. I’d say more, but I haven’t, as of yet, actually gone to a basketball player's’ locker room so it’s just a guess on my part. Then I felt one of the guys who was standing next to me release the last belt. I groaned as the vibrator began to slide free and he caught it with a knowing smile. The crowd roared and he tossed the thing, still buzzing, out into the crowd. In front of me Jay lay down and was handed a condom which he eagerly put on his own stick. Then I was dragged forward. I’m not the brightest bulb in the chandelier but even I figured out what was happening when they pulled me over him. I lifted my leg, straddling his hips but backward, facing the crowd rather than his face.
 
    
 
   “Down,” Zach said strongly. “You will fuck the timer.”
 
    
 
   I gave Zach another glare, the ball gag making my jaw ache. But this I could handle. Right? I went to my knees and despite the fact that the two guys on either side of me kept a tight grip on my wrists, I positioned myself, ground my hips and a moment later had fully impaled myself on Jay’s protruding mast. It went deep and I began to grind and thrust, working myself as hard and as fast I could. Why? Because the guy with the flogger moved up next to me and swung the thing at my tits.
 
    
 
   Floggers are unique in the whipping world. Most of the newer ones are rubber, a thousand strands bound together to make something that could warm, sting, bite, and tear with just miniscule changes in the amount of force used. The young man who stood next to me wanted it to sting and bite and he flung it laterally at my boobs, striking both, making them bounce as much as my hips were.
 
    
 
   Heat flashed across my bosom along with the inescapable sting and for a minute all I could think of was getting my arms free of the two fraternity brothers who held me open. A pair of hands on my hips supported me as they tilted me backward. My head tipped and I found myself looking up at the sky, my vision frequently hampered by the swings strands of the flogger. The thrusting cock between my legs had slowed and the flogger landed hard and fast, beating my boobs until I was hissing. I tried clenching my pussy, even tightening my buttocks and moving my hips in concentric circles. Anything to make Jay explode. But try as I might, my own needs began to trump Jay’s and the blossoming fire across my chest, my nipples hard and tingling, the padlock hanging from my right nipple dancing with each stroke, became more than I could bear. I looked up at the moon and howled as the orgasm ripped through me.
 
    
 
   I actually got a cheer as I came and the flogger stopped. Then Zach appeared, this time holding a thin branch of wood. My eyes began to wide as his voice boomed. “For cumming like the absolute slut you are, you will receive an additional punishment of ten strokes of the switch!”
 
    
 
   The crowd went nuts and I pulled hard on my arms. Not that it helped. Jay continued to thrust inside me as Zach slashed at my chest and a line of fire, much different than the diffused sting of the flogger, scorched a trail across my bosom. He nailed me again, catching my nipples and I screamed into the ball gag. It fucking hurt! Again and again Zach laid into me, leaving lines on the slopes of my tits and along the underside. He really enjoyed it too. I quivered with the pain, my loins tightening so much that I didn’t even realize that Jay really enjoyed me getting my tits switched too. He was soft.
 
    
 
   It took them all a moment to figure out that I’d completed the first part of my punishment and after just one more stroke of the flogger against my now achingly sore breasts, I was pulled to my feet and Jay climbed unsteadily upright. His pants were chucked at him and I was pulled into the prickly grass.
 
    
 
   I tuned out the whole “calling for the spanking team!” and the repeat of the selection process for the next “timer.” What a stupid title. Little miss perky tits hopped out again with the jar and Zach pulled another name from its depths.
 
   “Kyle!” Zach called out.
 
    
 
   Kyle was a muscular black guy who had a massive smile as he made his way to the tatami mat. He was shucked out of his pants and there was a series of hoots as his prick was exposed to the firelight. Did I say that six inches was average? Okay, he wasn’t THAT big, but I’ve got a dildo I call my Husky for a reason and he was close. Someone handed him a condom and I watched him tear it. A second prophylactic was given to him and this one fit. I was dragged over and this time as I was forced to straddle another cock, I was allowed to do it face to face. In fact, the moment I was thoroughly impaled the “spanking team,” another group of three frat brothers, placed the long spreader bar just beneath my shoulder blades and forced me down so that my bruised, welted and well flogged breasts were mashed against Kyle’s chest. I groaned loudly but Kyle was vigorously pumping and that felt damned good. His massive clock slid in and out of me and his pubic hair was rubbing against my swollen clit. I moaned and even though I was being held down on him, my ass higher than my head, I started to get into it.
 
    
 
   Then someone smacked my ass.
 
    
 
   My first thought was that someone had taken a plasma torch and run it slowly across my buttocks, but I realized a moment later that it had been a wooden paddle. It had struck with enough force to actually pull me completely off Kyle’s cock and he put his hands on my hips, struggling to get himself reinserted as I went rigid and tried very hard to lift not only myself but both of the frat brothers holding me down with the spreader bar across the back. My bottom went from “acid burn” to nuclear meltdown and I sobbed into the ball gag. Kyle ignored my tears and kept thrusting. Then, just as I thought I might be getting past that absolute agony of what had just happened. The guy standing over me brought the paddle in for round two, striking just a bit lower. My bare feet kicked wildly as they held me down, Kyle with his hands. My world went white when the third blow to my ass tried to drive my buttocks up through the rest of me and out through my eyeballs. But I can tell you one thing. My rear end churned. And I mean it rolled, bobbed, humped, thrust, swirled, bumped, thumped, whacked, and tightened. They were spacing the blows out so I got maybe one per minute and I think somewhere between the seventh and eighth “blistering of the buttocks” Kyle let loose with a scream that matched the seven I’d already given.
 
    
 
   I fell over as they lifted the spread bar, Kyle squirming out from under me, a grin of utter triumph on his face. I sobbed, snot leaking out of my nose, my eyes stinging, and behind me I was absolutely sure that they’d sat me down not on the tatami mat but the bonfire itself. Little miss perky tits came over to me with a wet towel and she unbuckled the gag. I spat it out as Zach went through his stupid spiel with the crowd. The spanking team retired as she gave me a drink of water from a bottle, then helped me wipe my face. It took maybe five minutes, but then three new guys had come forward and Zach was selecting a new name from the ceramic jar.
 
    
 
   “Simon!” Zach called out. I lifted my head just enough to see a new guy come out of the crowd looking inordinately pleased with himself. I didn’t bat an eye but internally I shrugged. They were just cocks. That’s all. Kyle, Jay, Simon, Ralph, who cares… they were just a way of keeping score. The lucky bastards.  
 
    
 
   Simon took his place on the mat, his dick already hard and straining. I was pulled to my feet, already limp and hurting. My bottom still burned and my breasts ached horribly. They pushed one leg over him and again I was lowered down onto a man’s outstretched and rock like prick. I felt it go inside me with no resistance. They let me fall forward and for the second time my poor breasts got mashed to someone’s chest. I didn’t move. I didn’t pump. I just lay there and Simon began thrusting, no doubt wishing I was on the bottom.
 
    
 
   Then the next “team” grabbed my ankles. They pulled my legs up and with one guy on each side, they locked their fingers around my legs and presented my feet. This time I yelped when my right foot was slapped with the leather strap, stinging the sole from arch to toe. And I tightened up on the cock inside me, my entire body bucking. I tried to kick and they realized that I actually had some leverage. I slipped off Simon and after a moment of shouting one of the guys put the spreader bar over my back, right above my still burning butt, and pushed down. Now held down as well as by each foot, the person wielding the strap struck my left foot. It felt like I’d plunged just the bottom of my foot into a bowl full of glass, followed by molten lead. My toes curled as I cried out and my feet rotated sharply as the pain diffused down through my leg. I began sobbing again, but it only took me a minute to realize that I was now thrusting eagerly on Simon’s cock. My body rocked in response to the beating being delivered to the bottoms of my feet and as the juices in my pussy began to flow I got into it. Heat and pain and pleasure and pressure melded, turning coal into diamonds and I felt the roar and pulse of arousal, of need and desperation begin pounding through my veins. Simon loved it, practically drinking in the movements of sexual longing as the strap stung and lapped at my now reddened soles.
 
    
 
   To my growing frustration Simon came before I did, exploding wetly inside me, filling the condom even as I was pulled off and let up a final time. I panted with exertion, half glad they hadn’t put the gag back in and half afraid of what came next. I lay there on my side, my bottom, breasts and feet hurting. I heard Zach’s voice but I no longer cared. I closed my eyes, trying to understand what was happening, or maybe trying not to think about it. Someone grabbed my leg and pulled me into the center of the mat. I let out a cry of pain as I was rolled onto my back, my bare and blistered bottom coming into contact with the smooth but still agonizing reeds. My hands were pulled away from my breasts and I felt rope, slick nylon rope, being looped around each wrist. Someone did my ankles and then I was pulled apart, staring up at the sky. My overactive imagination pictured me drawn and quartered, a classic execution, my naked body pulled in four different directions as I prepared for the agonizing dislocation of my arms and legs.
 
    
 
   But they didn’t pull me that tight. Instead I couldn’t move more than a few inches in any direction and I heard the pounding of the stakes as I was opened for the crowd. My wet and open sex was presented front and center and then I saw little miss perky tits holding a leather sap while one of her friends had a dildo on a stick. I shuddered as the thick rubber cock was pushed into my sopping wet pussy and I groaned, thrusting upward. Five, then pumps, then it was pulled completely out. I let out a wanton cry and opened my eyes. Little miss perky tits stepped over me, leaned down, and then with absolute maliciousness, slapped the rectangular leather paddle hard against my clit.
 
    
 
   I tried to leap to my feet but the rope and stakes made that impossible and instead I let out a hoarse, choked scream. Pain exploded between my legs and as I articulated that very fact the dildo was pushed back into me, pumping madly. My toes curled and pain ricocheted from one end of my body to the other, even as the pleasure built and built. Little miss perky tits surrendered the sap and one of the frat brothers took her place. The dildo came out and he smashed my pussy into paste.
 
    
 
   My vision went white and the pain flared. Then the dildo came back up, thrusting and churning inside me, twisting and angling. My hips went nuts and I screamed. Another person straddled me. The dildo came out leaving me empty, wanting. Then came the blistering heat of the sap flattening my petals, pulverizing my clitoris. Three strokes, pump and fuck. Fourth stroke. Pump and fuck. Five. Pump and fuck. Six. Pump and fuck. I lost count as my world narrowed to the pain and pleasure. Ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen...Oh my God when would it fucking end?
 
    
 
   The sap slammed into me and I couldn’t take it anymore. I thrust my hips upward and screamed even as the dildo forced its way into back my sodden swamp. I bucked and twisted and then the spurting started as I exploded, cumming in squirts of urgency as my entire body trembled from the overload of sensation. My sex felt like it was on fire as it gushed hot lava. I burned and suffered and then… then they left me alone. The tension on my arms and legs went away and I curled up into a ball on the tatami mat, only vaguely aware that little miss perky tits was being stripped in front of me. Her smile was huge and the boys were sucking on her tits and digging their hands into the sweet spot between her legs.
 
    
 
   In the back of my mind a tiny voice said, “Hey! Aren’t you supposed to be the one getting fucked?” Then a different voice, the part of me that hid and panicked, flushed and humiliated, whispered, “Hasn’t she suffered enough?” The other me laughed, cruel and wicked, like some sort of heartless dominatrix. “Suffered? Are you kidding me? She’s cum four times tonight alone! And each orgasm has been bigger and better than the last!” Then the voice spoke to me directly. “Come on you fuck slut. Get up. Sit up. Show Zach that you’re ready. Let those boys have fun with you instead!”
 
    
 
   I moaned and lifted my head. To my shock the bonfire was half the size it had been and little miss perky tits was laying on a blanket a few feet away, covered in cum. She was sucking on one guys cock while hold in her other hand another hot dog. Between her open legs kneeled another frat brother who was vigorously trying to deposit his load of cum on her torso as well. I heard a sound to my other side and I rolled, hurting and aching, only to see two of the other girls in similar straits. It had become a literal orgy. College kids everywhere around me were bumping and grinding and drinking. I heard music. Someone’s car stereo was blasting and I could hear the bass.
 
    
 
   Because, you know, it’s all about dat bass.
 
    
 
   Sorry.
 
    
 
   I ran my hand over my… ahem… base, and winced. My bottoms was still very sore. I slowly sat up, trying to keep my weight on the side of the leg, rather than on my buttocks. I looked around, astonished at the varied and explicit activities going on. None of it was really BDSM related. One girl was having her breasts whipped with the flogger, but I could see it was a tease instead of a blow. She was grinning and moaning and cupping her own tits. Nothing like what I’d endured. Another girl was urging guy number two to put it in her ass. Fruit loop. I shook my head. At least I’d avoided that. There were cocks everywhere, being rubbed, squirting, waiting their turn, or already getting wet in someone’s throat or in the available pussy.
 
    
 
   Except mine. Why wasn’t I getting fucked stupid? I mean, if there was going to be an orgy of willing girls, I should be the star, right? I’m the official nympho humiliation pain slut. I should be front and center! Well… okay maybe not front and center. The girl asking for cock up the ass could have that honor, but still… why was I not getting any?
 
    
 
   Zach touched my shoulder. “You okay?” He asked quietly.
 
    
 
   I blinked and looked up at him. “Uh. I think so,” I told him.
 
    
 
   He smiled. “Had me worried for a moment. You passed out again.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “I did?”
 
    
 
   He nodded. “You came out of it, but then sort of fell asleep. It’s been thirty minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” I said. “That’s why I’m not getting fucked.”
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “Do you want to be?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes?”
 
    
 
   He straightened up and shouted something that was lost in the noise and in seconds I was giving little missy perky tits a run for her money. One of the frat brothers was on top of me a second later, pressing me down into the mat and I groaned as his condom clad cock slid through me. All sorts of sensations frayed my nerves, especially since my rump was being rubbed against the mat. My body twitched and his mouth came down on my hard nipple, sucking even as the welts stung. I arched my back as he pulled on the padlock hanging from my right nipple and then he came.
 
    
 
   There was another one, and another one after that and I came again. Things had started to die down and then, as my eleventh lover of the night exploded I realized I was surrounded. Zach stood above me, looking down.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, it is time for your crucifixion,” he intoned.
 
    
 
   Before I could move, or even protest, they grabbed me. I’d semi-recovered from the abuses of earlier, though my breasts looked like they’d lost a battle with a broomstick and my butt was still blotchy. I tried to get my feet under me but my soles were so tender that even the cut grass felt like I was walking on pins. My knees buckled but they didn’t let that stop them. I was picked up and carried and when they set me down in was on my back, the main post of the crucifix beneath me. My arms were pulled outward and I let out a cry as my legs were grabbed and pulled wide apart.
 
    
 
   They were competent. I’ll give them that. They didn’t just tie my arms to the crossbeam. They wrapped rope around the wood and then tied my wrists to the rope. And my feet? No nails for me. Instead they used the spreader bar. My legs were forced at least five feet apart, my thighs aching. I trembled as I stared up at the sky, the almost ghostly silhouettes of the frat brothers moving around me, illuminated only by the flames of the dying fire.
 
    
 
   The entire cross shifted and I suddenly stiffened in fear. I had no support. I’d hang by the wrists, possibly dislocating a shoulder or worse! But then it settled again and one of the guys loomed over me, right by my well-used slit, holding a drill. The end was capped with a ratchet bit and a moment later one of the others handed him a thick block of wood. It was a cube six inches deep and six inches long. Someone had drilled a wide hold into the center of the cube and there was another, deeper hole inside the wider one. He put it down between my legs and I lifted my head, watching as he rotated it until the one edge of the wooden blocked faced me.
 
    
 
   He was handed a thick screw the width of my finger and he jammed it into the wooden block. The drill hummed and I felt the vibrations of the steel cock being thrust and screwed into the wooden frame beneath me. My chest heaved and then I was distracted as Zach came up with a pair of clover clamps and without a word attached them to my nipples. I cried out in pain as the steel pincers bit hard into the tips of my breasts. More fingers touched me and I felt the petals of my sex being pushed open. Something smooth was slipped into my wet slit, a thumb pushing it deep. Then a second object. I lifted my head. Vibroballs. A third, then a fourth bullet was inserted deep and a finger swirled them around. I groaned, my hips pumping hard and then they turned them on. I felt them spin up inside me, rattling and rumbling against each other. They must have used two different sets because they were going at different speeds, though still set to maximum. The wires were run up from my slit and between my breasts. Zach threaded them underneath the chain connecting the clover clamps, draping the controllers back down toward my belly. Then some squirted oil all over my pussy, rubbing it in lightly as I cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure.
 
    
 
   The hand dropped away from my groin and things moved around me as I shifted and moaned. My nipples throbbed and then they lifted me up. I cried out as the entire cross was shouldered and I was carried around the bonfire. They rotated me so that the flicker flames were between me and the tatami mat and then my world began to right itself. I felt myself slipping as the top of the cross rose and I expected to feel it on my wrists, only to realize a mere second before it came, that the wooden block they’d screwed between my legs would catch me. I fell only a few inches, sliding down onto the sharp edge. As I cried out, squirming wildly, my pussy opened, the oil letting the wood drive hard into my sex. Up I went, higher and higher and then I felt a massive thud as the whole thing dropped into a prepared slot in the ground. It swayed for a moment and I realized that the controllers to the vibroballs buzzing inside me were hanging from the chain between my nipples.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t close my legs and my entire weight was centered on the sharp edge being driven hard into the soft bits between my legs. I let out a choked sob as the pain rippled through me, my toes curling and my hands closing into fists. I pulled downward on my arms and felt the pressure on my pussy lighten, but not completely. I held it for maybe ten or twenty seconds and then I had to drop back down. The edge of the wood wasn’t dulled and while not sharp per se, it felt like I was being cut in half. But the worst part, the absolute most horrid thing, was that the vibroballs were exciting me. I hung there, my breasts pulled downward by the weight of the controllers, my hips grinding in sexual need, my open legs strained. I couldn’t help it. I know it was wrong. But… I began humping the crucifix.
 
    
 
   Someone began running their fingers along the sole of my belted feet and it both hurt and felt good, but nothing compared to what I was doing to my pussy. The agony and ecstasy of it, of pressing my clit hard into the sharp edge of the wood, then rocking back, feeling the pain of it spreading my pussy, biting into the soft pink inner bits until it met the tender bridge between my bottom and my sex. My perineum took the brunt of it, a fulcrum as my weight teetered between one end and the back. My bottom ached and burned.
 
    
 
   I hung there and lifted my eyes. In the flickering light of the bonfire I could see the orgy below me. There were groups surrounding each of the girls, with the frat brothers moving from one to the other. I could barely see the girls, though I caught glimpses. One was bent over a cooler, her ass up in the air, one cock in her mouth as someone knelt down behind her. Miss perky tits had taken my place on the tatami mat and had evidently agreed to the rope and stakes. She was pulled out, spread-eagled, her face turned sideways as one guy pushed his cock in one end while another was kneeling between her outstretched thighs, dipping his wick into her sweet waters. Another girl was on her back, legs up in the air, a head buried between her thighs and from her sweet cries I know she was coming. I was so jealous. Everywhere I saw cocks straining and hard, bottles of beer and other liquor being passed around and a few more logs were thrown on fire, sending sparks into the air like fireworks.
 
    
 
   When I came it was hard. Every fiber of my being screamed and strained and I tried to both grind down and lift myself off at the same time. I was coming and going. Ending and beginning, straining and relaxing into it. I was both exhausted and exhilarated. Everything hurt and everything felt amazing. I pumped and lifted and labored through it until finally the hot wetness spurted out from between my legs, soaking my thighs and running in rivulets down to drip from my dangling toes.
 
    
 
   And then the pain truly began. I hung there, the pressure between my legs increasing, building exponentially as I stiffened, trying not to move. Agony speared up from between my legs, from my breasts, from my bottom and from my feet. I pulled on my tied wrists and it helped until my arms hurt and I couldn’t hold myself up any longer. Finally I gave up, going limp, focused on just the agonizing process of breathing. The clamps had tightened to the point my nipples were going numb. My head hung limp and I saw a figure below me.
 
    
 
   “Zach,” I screamed, but the word came out as barely a whisper.
 
    
 
   He looked up. “Are you done?” He asked simply. I tried to nod. I’m not sure if I managed it but he smiled. “Your execution is over.”
 
    
 
   Things happened fast. Zach must have had a plan. The ten longest seconds of my life occurred right then, but I felt the cross move and tip and I was suddenly no longer resting on the wooden block between my legs, but laying horizontal across the cross. I was set down and the rope binding my wrists were cut. I felt fingers freeing my ankles. And then someone freed my breasts of the clover clamps. I screamed then, a hoarse cry I doubted anyone heard as I rolled off the cross, curling up into a ball as I fell onto the grass. Someone turned off the vibroballs and they were pulled from me as I sobbed quietly.
 
    
 
   As with everything, time makes it better and Zach was wise enough to know to leave me alone. But eventually he came and picked me up, cradling me in his arms. I remembered being carried back to a car and I leaned up against him, half asleep, half exhausted, half in pain and totally, one hundred percent, completely sated. I felt Zach’s arm around me and I sighed.
 
    
 
   “Bre?” I heard him whisper.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm?”
 
    
 
   “We’re here. Come on,” Zach said, pushing on my shoulder. Sleepily I climbed from the car. It was dark and only the street lights illuminated the fraternity house. We weren’t the only ones who were wandering in and Zach wrapped an arm around me. We walked up the sidewalk, my feet aching and then I stopped.
 
    
 
   Zach looked at me. “Bre?”
 
    
 
   “Zach! I’m naked!” I exclaimed, suddenly realizing I was literally walking around campus, right up to the fraternity house, completely and totally buck naked.
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “Bre, you’ve been naked most of the day. It’s the way we prefer you.” He kissed me softly on the top of the head. “Now, let me get you to bed. Tomorrow is Sunday. It will be a big day.”
 
    
 
   “It is?” I said, bewildered and befuddled. “Why? What happens tomorrow?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Zach smiled. “Tomorrow, we tie you down and fuck you until you can’t walk.” He said it so assuredly, like he knew that’s exactly how it would go.
 
    
 
   My poor brain took a bit to process that and as we passed through the open front door it finally clicked. Oh yeah. I’d agreed to that. Hadn’t I?
 
    
 
   “Zach?” I said softly. “About tomorrow…”
 
    
 
   His eyebrow went up. “Yes?”
 
    
 
   I smiled. “I hope it starts early.”
 
    
 
   Is response was firm. “Oh yes. It will.”
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