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   See what Breanne’s reviewers are saying!
 
    
 
   “Way better than most books in the class.”
 
   “Best dark erotica yet!”
 
   “I couldn’t stop reading.”
 
   “Five stars.”
 
   “Pain slut extraordinaire!”
 
   “Finally. Something real and not just fluff.”
 
   “Breanne is out of control.”
 
   “Breanne’s stories are the best!”
 
   “Keeping it sexy!”
 
   “Very good, consensual and extreme at the same time.”
 
   “Homegirl did it again and I’m loving it.”
 
   “An amazing, well written tale.”
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   Prologue
 
   February 7th, 2016
 
    
 
   I settled back into the soft plush sofa and stretched out my legs, plopping my feet down on the ottoman in front of me. My bare toes were just a few inches below the television screen and I flipped a hand knit blanket over them as I settled down for the game. A bowl of beef chili, poured over kielbasa sausage chunks, covered in extra sharp Tillamook Cheddar cheese, with a huge dollop of sour cream, sat next to a bowl of Frito Scoops and I picked up my beer in happiness.
 
    
 
   All in all I was pretty good. I was comfortable, with good food, and the new piercing I’d gotten the previous Friday seemed to be healing quickly. More importantly, this was the first Super Bowl game I was going to get to watch and enjoy on my very own in years. Kari Anders, my boss, best friend (as well as sadistic and cruel nipple piercing mistress), would be settling in next to her husband Robert at this posh and fancy party being held in some hotel bar. I’d been invited, but considering the clientele, I’d been loath to go and besides, it would have meant a sitter and Kari had always been considerate of those kind of issues when it came to my family life.
 
    
 
   My other best friend, Julie Uterro, wasn’t much of a football person and she’d opted for some personal time. I’d invited her over but she’d scrunched up her little nose and gave me this horrified look.
 
    
 
   “What? Me sit there and watch football? Are you crazy?” Then her eyes had narrowed. “Will you be naked, clamped, and stuffed with a vibrator?”
 
    
 
   I’d sighed. “No. Rachel will be home.”
 
    
 
   “Then I’m not coming,” she stated flatly.
 
    
 
   Rachel, my eight year old daughter, came out to join me, though she isn’t much of a football fan either. She came fully intending to rate every commercial into separate categories which she labeled as “ridiculously stupid” or “quite clever.” After the first few minutes I could see the point of her rating system. PuppyMonkeyBaby? What dumbass, advertising moron came up with that atrocity? Even Rachel, who cracked a smile at the commercial, ranked that one as a fail. 
 
    
 
   I was rooting for the Denver Broncos, not that I have anything against the Panthers. But I’ve got a couple of cousins on my mother’s side of the family in Denver and… well… family. Right? Sure, I would have loved it had the Texans made it, or even the Cowboys. But really? I was just hoping for a good game. And at least New England didn’t get to go. That must have deflated a few egos. Yeah? *wink*
 
    
 
   Both my chili and the game went well and it wasn’t until I received the text from Julie that I felt the strange tickle at the back of my throat. Something didn’t seem right. I took another sip of beer, washing the odd feeling away and put my beer bottle down. Then I picked up my phone ignoring that first, important sign. There was a text message from Julie scrolling across the screen.
 
    
 
   “What was the score?” Julie was asking. I laughed. And she said she didn’t care! Shaking my head I quickly pounded out the results. Twenty-four to ten in favor of the Denver Broncos. I hit the send button and took another swig, wondering if water might be a better choice. I got up and padded to the kitchen, that odd tickle at the back of my throat coming back. My phone chirped again and I looked down and read Julie’s text message. The ben wa balls that were inside me, rolling soft and lightly through my sex felt the spasm of tightness as I stiffened, reading her assignment. The score… that would be my downfall. I bit my lip. Great, just great. So tomorrow, instead of an easy day of writing confessional erotica, working on Kari’s schedule, and taking it easy, I had an assignment, a sexualized task meant to humiliate, hurt, and of course make any orgasms I had three or four times more powerful than anything I could produce myself. I turned and headed to the bedroom, never realizing that Julie’s assignment wouldn’t happen for over a week.
 
    
 
   I was sick.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Dressing for Success
 
   February 14th, 2016
 
    
 
   It was week later when I climbed out of bed feeling that I’d survived an attempted murder committed by one of the four horsemen of apocalypse. Pestilence probably, but it might have been Donald Trump. I’m not sure. It happened so fast, though you’d think with hair like that I’d have gotten a better glimpse of Revelations’ boogie men. I spent four miserable days after the Super Bowl languishing in bed and by Thursday Rachel had it too. Julie came over every evening and Kari dropped by a few times as well, the latter bringing hot chicken soup. My mother also drove over every morning and babied us, so it wasn’t like we didn’t have competent care. 
 
    
 
   But by Friday II still hadn’t even begun to recover and so Kari took us to the doctor and then popped for about three hundred dollars’ worth of drugs, most of them variations of the exact same thing. I got pills while Rachel got liquids, but we were both on steroids, antibiotics, and she got some sort of vaporizing mist while I got something to squirt up my nose. Still, it could have been worse and after slowly recovering over the weekend, on Monday morning I was not just passing human, but feeling much, much better. 
 
    
 
   I held off on getting dressed for work until after I’d walked Rachel to the door and waved goodbye. Then I’d returned to my closet for the chore of getting dressed. It had almost been worth it being sick to avoid this particular task for the length of a full week. For most women who serve in a secretarial role, I would imagine getting dressed for the day is not exactly that much of a chore. Pick an outfit appropriate for both the weather and the atmosphere of the office, get dressed, do makeup, and then head to work. Same thing for me really, except the first part. Mostly because I basically had the wardrobe of a strip club dancer to work with.
 
    
 
   When I’d first started working for Kari, she had been kind enough to purchase a number of outfits for me that she thought appropriate for an office environment. More specifically, her office environment. Despite the fact that I’m a talented writer, I’d chosen to go to work for my best friend, former lover and mistress, because we figured it would be an easy way to get my resume built up. So I was billed as a “special assistant” and took care of mundane things like her invoices, billing, accounts payable, schedule, and routine email. But in reality, I spent most of my time being her sexual toy. She and Julie had come to a simple arrangement. Kari got me at work. Julie got me the rest of the time. At that point I was beginning to think Julie got stiffed, but with all things considered, they were still doing what they thought best for me and I appreciated that. I just wished it didn’t mean dressing like a whore.
 
    
 
   I pulled a small black pleated skirt off a hanger and drew it up over my bare butt. In general I wasn’t permitted pants so the only real decisions I had to make was pleated or elastic, and what color. My options for a blouse were limited to see through, barely covering, and exposed midriff. A few of them managed to score high in all three categories. With a sigh I opted for one of the gauze shirts, a black one that left absolutely nothing to the imagination and only the embroidered black roses stitched into the gauze kept my nipples from being on immediate display. I didn’t bother with a bra. Kari had texted that morning asking me to go without. So with just the shirt covering my upper half, I buttoned up the front and then headed off to the restroom for makeup. I’ve never been big on the stuff, so a bit of base, a tiny bit of blush, mascara, black eyeliner and some dark blue eyeshadow would suffice. Lastly I sat down on the edge of the bed and spent a minute or two putting on the black strap, open toed stilettos Kari liked me to wear. It made walking difficult and hurt my feet, but I admit that when I looked in the mirror I looked…
 
    
 
   Fucking amazing.
 
    
 
   That’s the thing. I knew I was borderline indecent. I knew it would raise eyebrows. The skirt was just a tad bit too short for comfort and I knew I’d be tugging the damn thing down constantly and even then the round bottoms of both ass cheeks would be at risk of display with even the slightest movement. The gauze polo shirt was tight but also left a four inch bare strip across my waist, which drove me nuts. I hate having my midriff showing because I’m no teeny-bopper. Sure, I’ve kept fit. Working as a farm girl does that (and now some extreme dieting and evenings at the gym.) As it was, wearing that particular outfit, I looked exactly like what I really was. A nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   Ready for what was ahead of me, I grabbed one more item from my closet, stuffed it into my purse, then wrapped my felt jacket around my body. It was supposed to get up to seventy-five degrees that day, but the morning was still chilly enough that I wanted the jacket. Toes cold, I went out to my car, climbed in and headed toward Houston.
 
    
 
   Forty minutes later I pulled up at Kari’s office building. It’s a short little thing, barely three stories tall and surrounded by a tropical forest of oak, Japanese maple and banana as well as tall oleander plants. All the windows are heavily tinted and as usual Kari’s convertible was nowhere to be seen. I’m the kind of girl that gets to work early while Kari’s obsessive compulsive disorder means she walks in at 9am every morning. I walked into the building and waved to Jose, who had adjusted poorly to the fact that I no longer spent a few minutes in the restroom changing into my slut clothes every morning. Now that I walked in already dressed like a hooker we had the cleanest lobby in Houston. Just to be nice to him I took off my jacket in the atrium right after I crossed the little bridge that crossed the creek bed. Julio’s eyes widened as he admired my curves and bare skin through the lace shirt. Then I went to Kari’s office door, unlocked it, and went in, turning on the lights as I went.
 
    
 
   I got coffee started in the kitchenette and then headed back to my desk in the little front area of Kari’s office. I had a laptop computer there which I turned on and opened up. A few minutes later I was typing away, answering emails and getting things taken care of. In fact I didn’t even realize she’d come in until I heard the gentle hiss of the door. I glanced up and noticed that Kari was locking the door behind her.
 
    
 
   And… wow. Holy crap! She was dressed hotter than I was! Except while I looked like one of the dancers at a cheap and somewhat questionable sexual venue, Kari Anders looked like she belonged to an exclusive, private gentlemen’s club, where the VIP room required you to purchase a bottle of sparkly so expensive that you might as well have bought a new car at the same time. She was wearing this red little number that completely covered her, but left very little to imagination.
 
    
 
   “Feeling better, Bre?” She asked politely, waltzing in.
 
    
 
   I smiled. “Yes. Much,” I replied honestly.
 
    
 
   “Good. Now please come with me to the conference room. I’ve got some tasks for you today.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Tasks?”
 
    
 
   She was already halfway down the hall and I pushed myself up out of the seat, glancing back at the door. Kari wanted me in the Conference room and that plus not wanting to be disturbed, meant that I was about to get it. One way or another. I followed along behind her, moving deeper into the office than I’d been that morning. I stepped down the hall, passing Kari’s personal office, her art room and the kitchenette. I turned right and entered the conference room, the largest space in the office, dominated by a massive mahogany office table. There, a medium sized box was sitting at the end of the table. I realized quickly enough that the box was being used to hold a number of smaller items. Kari gestured and her finger pointed out a packet of papers.
 
    
 
   “That needs to go to Mike the Hardware Guy this morning,” she said simply, and before I could express my surprise she pointed at a smaller container. “And I’ll need you to drop that off at the address written on the top. And then I’ll need you to meet Esteban Martinez at his warehouse at two this afternoon to give him that book.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. I was going to be… running errands? I looked up at her with an astonished expression. “Errands? I thought you were going to…” My voice trailed off and I blushed.
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “Give you an assignment? You mean like Julie did on Super Bowl Sunday?”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes. I hadn’t exactly forgotten Julie’s assignment. But it had been just a tad bit ridiculous. I’d sort of hoped it had been cast by the wayside when I’d gotten sidelined. “Kari, she wanted me to have ten orgasms in a single day. And on top of that, I was supposed to get my clit sapped with twenty-four strokes right before each one. Do you have any idea how long that would have taken?” I demanded. I glanced sideways. “And how much it would have hurt?”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Admittedly, Julie’s Super Bowl assignment was a little unrealistic,” she agreed. “But that doesn’t mean you are going to get off scot free.” 
 
    
 
   I gave her a skeptical look and crossed my arms. “What did you have in mind?” I asked suspiciously.
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a bemused expression. “You need something to commemorate the game of course, but nothing so extreme.”
 
    
 
   I tapped my fingers along my arm, waiting with an impatient grimace.
 
    
 
   “So you will find five different people,” Kari said. “They don’t have to be strangers. You will ask each and every one of them whether they supported the Broncos or the Panthers. If they supported the Broncos, then you will offer to let them spank your ass with the sap ten times. Five strokes to each buttock.  If they supported the Panthers, then you’ll remove your shoes and each foot gets twelve strokes.”
 
    
 
   I lifted my right foot up and held it out. “Twelve strokes? So a total of twenty-four? The final score?” 
 
    
 
   She laughed. “It seems appropriate.”
 
    
 
   I unfolded my arms and gestured wildly. “And what are these men supposed to get in exchange for being willing to spank or bastinado me?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes became hard and she took a step to the side and pointed at the mahogany table top. “Climb up here and lay down on your tummy,” she said, her eyes glittering. Her voice was strict and I knew better than to argue.
 
    
 
   I sighed and went down to the end of the table. I climbed up on the conference table and got on all fours. Carefully I lowered myself down, feeling the coolness of the wood on my exposed midriff. My lace shirt kept my breasts covered but my skirt was already riding up high enough to expose my wet slit. I pillowed my head on my crossed arms and felt Kari’s hands running along my calves, up my thighs, clearly heading for my ass. Being me, I opened my legs, just a little desperate for her touch. I groaned as her nails slid along my petals.
 
    
 
   Then the leather sap landed on the table next to me, making me jump. I stared at it wildly for a moment, then Kari pushed two fingers into my pussy, making me gasp in delight.
 
    
 
   “After accepting your punishment you will offer to fuck them. However, they are the ones allowed to cum. You are not.”
 
    
 
   My head jerked up off the table despite the fact that she was finger fucking me. “What? Kari! I won’t be able to stand… ohh… yess…. Oh… my…. That.”
 
    
 
   Kari’s fingers twisted inside me, her thumb pressing against the small button of my ass. With her other hand she pushed my skirt up. Her hand cupped, kneaded, and then rubbed my buttocks. But then she slid her hand downward, over my thigh and the back of my knee, to my calf and then heel. I felt her fingers pushing the strap of my shoe off my foot. I blinked as the high heeled stiletto fell off. 
 
    
 
   “And if you do cum,” Kari said softly, you will ask them to punish you afterward. Twenty-four strokes to this delicate, sweet little pussy of yours.” Her hand twisted and her thumb moved from my bottom to my clit, pressing on it hard. I gasped, my hips beginning to gyrate. “Now, as the first person designated to torment you, I think you have a question to ask me.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, the pleasure of her caress so overwhelming that coherent thought was almost impossible.
 
    
 
   “Who… who did you want to win?” I stammered, mewling with the sweetness of her probing fingers. There was a long moment of them curling inside me, only for me to experience the absolute despair of emptiness as Kari pulled them out. She put her slick fingers on my ankle and picked up the leather sap and I felt it when she positioned it above my sole. I glanced back at her, my breath catching as I realized that the first punishment was about to happen.
 
    
 
   “You wanted the Panthers to win?” I asked hurriedly, just as she raised her hand, the sap high above my exposed foot.
 
    
 
   “No,” she replied. “I didn’t care. Which means I can do both punishments to you.” She brought the sap down hard on the bottom of my foot and I gasped as the stinging pain sliced along the arch. I grit my teeth, but then realized exactly what she meant. My eyes widened. Then she brought the sap down hard, right on my bottom.
 
    
 
   Ouch.
 
    
 
    
 
   Foot Fuck
 
    
 
   Traffic was still a bear at that time of the morning so instead of heading straight out to Katy in order to give Mike the Hardware Guy the drawings that Kari asked me to deliver, I headed for the University of Houston, my alma mater. It was nice being back on campus. The morning air was cool and crisp and to be honest I wore my felt coat because my attire would have attracted a lot of unwanted attention rather than because I was cold. Still, the conservative half of me held sway as long as I was given the option so I wrapped my arms around myself, held the coat tight, and walked along. Kari “slaps” of the sap against each of my soles hadn’t exactly been cruel or vicious, more of a sharp sting and a mad tickling. In fact, my bottom tingled more and I was pretty sure she’d left a tiny blotch or two on my derriere.
 
    
 
   Zack met me just outside the fraternity house and he wrapped his arms around me, holding me tight, breathing in the scent of my hair as we embraced.
 
    
 
   “Oh damn, it is so good to see you!” He said. “I really don’t like going three to four weeks between opportunities.”
 
    
 
   I snorted. “You’re the problem Mr. Graduate Student and Teaching Fellow,” I said honestly. “I could probably break away from Kari during the day if she knew that I was going to get a brutal sapping followed by a thorough fuck.”
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Point taken. Still, I don’t have much time,” he said, gesturing back toward the frat house. I shrugged.
 
    
 
   “Me neither. Lots of errands today,” I said, following him toward the building. “I have to ask though, Panthers or Broncos?”
 
    
 
   Zack blinked as he opened the door. A soft heat it me and I peered in. No one was around.
 
    
 
   “What? Oh. Broncos. Why?”
 
    
 
   I smiled and shook my head. We hurried up the stairs as fast my stilettos could carry me. We took a right. I didn’t want to go to my “permanent” bedroom at the frat house. If I did there would be a line in seconds. So we went down the hall to Zack’s room. As one of the frat officers he was entitled to a private room. It was a small space, but it had a full sized bed in it and as I sat down I fished the sap out of my purse.
 
    
 
   Zack’s eyebrow went up though he took it willingly enough. I climbed up on his bed, flipped up my skirt, and wiggled my butt playfully.
 
    
 
   “I’ll need ten strokes for your loyalty to the Broncos,” I said with a wink.
 
    
 
   Zack barked out a laugh. “And if I’d said Panthers?”
 
    
 
   I kicked a little, my heels dancing. “You’d be aiming a little lower. At my feet.”
 
    
 
   Zack considered that for a moment. “Damn. I think I’d rather do your feet.”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Seriously? Is there something wrong with my ass?” I demanded, giving it a little slap on my own.  I wiggled it around. “I mean I’m giving you the opportunity to give this,” I grabbed hold of my butt and gave it a sound squeeze. “A good smacking.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, but not a paddling,” Zack said, holding up his finger.
 
    
 
   I gave him a speculative look. “Tell you what. Why don’t you take off my heels, slather my feet down with lotion, then I’ll put my heels together and you can slide your cock through my arches, all while giving me my spanking?”
 
    
 
   Zack blinked, then grinned. “Foot job, huh?” He asked, already heading over to his bureau where he kept a bottle of cocoa butter lotion that he liked to apply to various parts of my body on a frequent basis. I laughed and twisted, unbuckling my shoes and toss them aside. I looked at my soles. They were only a tiny bit redder than they should have been. Zack came back over and I laid back down on his bed, my knees bent and both feet waving in the air.
 
    
 
   I love having my feet rubbed and under the circumstances I knew it would help remove the remnants of Kari’s bastinado. I’m ticklish, but there is a point where the slow, light caress of fingers along my soles will literally send shivers up and down my spine. My arches are the most delicate part, followed by the instep. And Zack, who knows me oh so well, grabbed hold of my ankle and squirted about a teaspoons worth of the lotion on the arch of my foot.
 
    
 
   “Oohhh!” I squealed. “That’s cold!” But then he put his fingers in the lotion and began dragging them down and along my arch. He did my heel too, but spent little time there because he knows the way to get to me is to rub the instep and arch, right in the very, very center of my foot until I’m twitching.
 
    
 
   Me? I moaned. Oh my God did I moan. It felt… well… it sure as hell felt better than what Kari had done to me, whacking away at the bottoms of my feet with the leather sap, making them sting. What Zack did to me was torment, but of a very different kind. It was exquisite. It was sensual. It drove me into a special kind of bliss. Think foot massage and sex. All at the same time.
 
    
 
   He did my other foot next, again leaving way too much lotion on the bottoms of my feet. I didn’t mind because I knew what was coming.  I glanced back with a wicked grin and twisted my feet so that the soles pressed together. I rubbed them, feeling my toes squish with lotion and that’s when Zack pushed his pants down.
 
    
 
   His cock was already hard and he grabbed hold of it, aiming it for the small aperture that had formed between the arches of each foot. I felt the head of his prick push between my feet and a moment later he began thrusting even as I sort of did this little thing with my toes and…
 
    
 
   Well, suffice it to say, I’m a good fuck no matter what part of my body you’re using.
 
    
 
   Zack didn’t waste much time. Even as he was pumping he picked up the leather sap and snapped it down at my rump. I let out a yelp as the right side of my bottom tightened. Then he nailed the other side. One stroke after another, back and forth, pumping himself along the bottoms of my feet with eager need. I took steady, measured breaths, letting out tiny, attractive whimpers each time he smacked my bottom and then I heard him grunt. The pumping of his cock got a bit more frantic and I glanced back.
 
    
 
   “Bre, not sure I can do it like this,” Zack muttered. The look on his face was appealing. He was desperate and I pulled my feet away from his cock. I twisted around and spread my legs. In seconds Zack had moved in. I grabbed his shaft and stripped it of the extra lotion, spreading it across my stomach and over my tits. Of course by that time Zack was already pressing down, pushing in and I groaned as he sank himself hard into my slit.
 
    
 
   “Oh Bre…” he whispered.
 
    
 
   “Hush,” I told him as he pumped. I wanted to cum of course and was even nicely wet. The thought of twenty-four strokes of the sap to my pussy almost kept me from it, but then that thought took a twist and it just made me twice as horny. I touched Zack in all the right places, rubbing his chest, his sides and back, arching my spine, a look of ecstasy on my face as I felt myself loosen. I let out a short, sharp cry, back arched, head thrown back as I exploded, holding him against me, breasts pressed to his bare chest. 
 
    
 
   “Oh God YES!” I cried out, running my hands across him. I could see the expression of need on his face and then he pulled out just in time to send ribbons of white spooling across my tummy. He pressed his softening cock against my sex, the wetness smearing across our skin as he sagged back, a look of pleasure on his face. 
 
    
 
   “Well, that was quite satisfactory,” he muttered a moment later. “But I still feel like I’ve been cheated.” He stood up and grabbed a nearby hand towel and wiped the mix of our cum off his stomach.
 
    
 
   I blinked, propping myself up on his bed, legs spread, the soles of my feet still together and slick with lotion, my dripping wet pussy exposed with a stream of white cum stretching from my clit to my boobs.
 
    
 
   “Cheated?” I asked skeptically.
 
    
 
   Zack grinned, nodding. “It doesn’t seem like I really got to punish you.”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “Well, since I happened to cum, you get the big prize,” I said simply. I picked up the leather sap and handed it to him, then spread my legs and arched my back. “Right on the clit. Twenty-four swats. All because I exploded”
 
    
 
   He smiled as he picked up the sap. “So you weren’t allowed to cum?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “Well, let’s just call it a price, not a punishment.”
 
    
 
   He leaned back over me and kissed me. “And what, pray tell, do you want to do once you’ve purchased it?”
 
    
 
   I laughed and kissed him back. “Well, let’s just see if you can give me a second explosion. And if you do, I might be willing to reciprocate.” I told him sweetly.
 
    
 
   Zack smiled as he raised the sap above my glistening, pink petals. “Good answer.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Confessions
 
    
 
   “My goodness,” Mike said, looking down at me. “Your pussy looks like it's been…” his voice trailed off.
 
    
 
   “Beaten four times this morning with a leather paddle?” I asked ruefully, lifting my head to look up at him. His desktop wasn’t exactly the most comfortable of beds and my legs dangled off the edge.  I was propped up on my elbows and only the extreme depth of the desk kept me from falling off the far edge. We were at his hardware store, locked behind the solid and hopefully soundproofed door of his tiny office. My legs were spread wide, my skirt rolled up to my waist and he was staring down at the pink gash between my thighs with an expression of both hunger and interest. 
 
    
 
   Mike looked up at my face. “Yeah. Exactly like that.” He reached down and pinched one petal between thumb and forefinger, rubbing it as if he were checking the texture. I clenched my teeth to keep from making a sound, especially since what he was doing felt so good. He let my pussy go and ran his hands, both of them, down each leg to my bare feet. When I’d asked him who he’d supported he’d shrugged, stating he hadn’t cared. Since my ass had gotten multiple paddlings, first from Zach and then three more times that afternoon, I decided that he could do my feet. Now I was regretting that as the stinging in my soles distracted from the whole notion of getting a good fucking. 
 
    
 
   Mike took a deep breath and then shrugged. He let go of my legs and unzipped his jeans, pushing them far enough down that the bulge of his massive cock was easily visible beneath his boxers. He opened the sliding drawer directly under my ass and plucked out a condom, holding it up. “Safety first, right?”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes but nodded. “Yes.”  He put on the condom, grabbed me by the knees, his heavy hands curling around my limbs, holding them apart. Slowly he pressed the tip of his cock up against my petals and slid it in. I groaned, gasping.
 
    
 
   “Am I hurting you?” Mike asked with concern, though he didn’t stop pushing. All nine inches of the man slid in deep, and if I’m honest, easily. My petals may have looked a little ragged, but my insides were soft and warm and wet, just as usual.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “Not really. Why? Are you disappointed?” I asked as he began pumping.
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged and looked down at me, his hips pistoning against my buttocks, sliding his post into my socket. “Not really. If I want to hurt you I can, anytime I want to.”
 
    
 
   “True,” I said, though it came out a little strained. Despite the discomfort of my position, Mike was fucking me. Granted, it was the fifth of the day, six if you counted what Kari did to me that morning, and damn did it feel good. I’d also already had four orgasms. Two by my own choice and two pushed on me by my paramours. “Do you want to hurt me?” I asked as the waves of pleasure washed over me.
 
    
 
   He shrugged, his bare shoulders moving in a circle as he moved his hands down to my ankles again, pulling my legs outward and using them to push himself deeper into me. “I’m thinking about it. Weren’t you supposed to deliver Kari’s papers to me this morning?”
 
    
 
   It was getting tough to concentrate. “I got distracted,” I said by way of apology.
 
    
 
   “Of that I have no doubt,” Mike said, thrusting himself in halfway and leaving me whimpering with need, wanting him to go deep again. He was tormenting me too and I wondered how long he could stand fucking me like that without sending himself over the edge. “Still, I’m curious. How did you get distracted?”
 
    
 
   “Zach,” I gasped. “I went to him this morning.”
 
    
 
   Mike sighed and shook his head. “Of course. The college kid. I like him.” He finally thrust in deep and I let out a pitiful moan. “And next?”
 
    
 
   I thought back. Some of it all blended together. “Then I delivered a sample to a business off of Memorial. Met a nice guy named Jerry Struck.” I opened my eyes. “He was a Broncos fan.”
 
    
 
   Mike chuckled. “Of course. Over a desk?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yeah. And naked too. He didn’t care for the gauze shirt Kari had me wear today.” Mike looked down at me and grinned, his hips still pumping. 
 
    
 
   “I like it. It shows off your curves.” His sausage slid in easily, sending another ripple of pleasure through me. Still, I rolled my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Mike, I’m thirty years old. I need to be wearing a bra,” I protested. 
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “Thirty. Sixteen. Either way you look fantastic,” he said. “Look, I know you’ve got some preconceptions, but you’ve got a ‘fuck me now’ shaped body and even if your breasts hang a little lower than they did fifteen years ago, they are still full and wonderfully shaped.” He made a point to thrust much, much slower, eliciting another moan from me. “Besides, if you start insisting on wearing a bra you know that Julie and Kari are going to find a way to torment you with them. The inside cups will get spiked, or have ice packs or something.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. I hadn’t thought about that. “Still, it’s better than looking like a has been tramp who is past her expiration date.”
 
    
 
   Mike’s face flashed with a bit of anger and the next thrust hammered into me with a powerful jolt. I grunted as I took all nine inches forcefully. “You, Breanne, are in the prime of your life. You are a lovely, adult, woman,” he said sternly, “who is not only completely fuckable, but perfect for an entire host of sexual torments.” He let go of my right foot and my leg swung without the support. Then he reached up, grabbed my right nipple, and twisted it until I grimaced and gasped. “If it wasn’t for the fact that you have a child, you’d be chained naked to someone’s wall, abused and tormented and required to fuck for every sip of water and morsel of food given to you.”
 
    
 
   That made me blink. It also sounded like a fascinating idea. My pussy tightened hard around Mike and despite the four orgasms I’d already had, I felt a fresh surge of sexual energy blossoming inside me.
 
    
 
   “Is that how you’d keep me?” I asked as he let my nipple go, only to grab my foot again.  Mike pumped thoughtfully, then shook his head.
 
    
 
   “No. You know how I’d keep you,” he said. “And we tried that once, didn’t we?”
 
    
 
   I grimaced. We had. We’d dated. Mike wanted something I couldn’t give him. It wasn’t loyalty, or abstinence, or even anything sexual. It was an emotional construct that he needed. I failed him. I sighed and looked away.
 
    
 
   “But you’d find the right person. I know it. Someone who would worship your body and do to it the exact things you want them to,” he said as an expression of strain crossed his face.
 
    
 
   “Getting close?” I asked him. 
 
    
 
   He leaned over, which stretched my legs even further apart, sending a ripple of tightness through my thighs and pussy. “What I don’t understand is how your pussy ended up looking like raw meat if rooting for the Broncos got your ass spanked, and cheering for the Panthers resulted in getting your feet sapped.” 
 
    
 
   I shuddered as he continued to fuck me, my lip caught between my teeth. Mike looked at me with a speculative glance and then his eyebrow went up. “Of course. You aren’t allowed to cum.”  Suddenly the pace of his thrusts increased and I gasped, my entire body twitching. Our eyes met and I realized that I was going to pop, and quite soon.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to hurt me?” I gasped.
 
    
 
   Mike shook his head. “No. But I want to satisfy you. And if hurting you does that, then I’m more than willing to enjoy doing it to you.” He spoke at the same time his cock slid in and out of me and the pace never ebbed. I realized I was panting, right on the edge.
 
    
 
   “So,” I breathed sharply. “If I begged… you to… sap my clit… until I came…” I began.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “Yes. But that’s not how this works. Is it? You aren’t supposed to cum. And then after you do, and after I’ve had my way with you, then the sapping gets your ripened for another round.”  He shook his head. “Do you realize that you’re stuck in a loop? You’ll never get out. The pain makes you horny. When you’re horny you fuck non-stop, even knowing that you aren’t supposed to cum. You cum anyway, earn the punishment, which is pain, applied to your cute little pussy, and then that makes horny, which causes you to…”
 
    
 
   “My GOD MIKE, JUST FUCK ME!” I yelled at him. “HURT ME! I NEED IT!”
 
    
 
   And he did. Five minutes later I sat up and looked at him, eyes still just a bit glassy.
 
    
 
   “Was that so hard?” I asked gently. I was still sitting on the edge of his desk and a pool of juice had collected under my slit. Mike had collapsed down in his chair, cock softening. The condom he’d worn was already in the trash.  
 
    
 
   Mike grinned and shook his head. “Hard? Not so much. The question is what am I going to do with you?” 
 
    
 
   I put my feet down on the floor. “Actually, the question is much simpler,” I said, sliding off the desk and going to my knees. Mike looked down at me as I reached up and took his limp, wet shaft in my hand. 
 
    
 
   “Simpler?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, stuck out my tongue and took one, long, slow lick around the tip of his cock. “Yes,” I hummed. “The question is whether or not you giving me my twenty four strokes of the sap will make you harden faster than my mouth will.” I sucked his cock into my mouth and began bobbing my head. Mike groaned, letting his head fall back as I pleasured him. He didn’t say a word and just let me suck and rub until soon enough, he had the same firmness from before. I looked up at him, my mouth open, stuffed with his meat.
 
    
 
   He nodded. “You are insatiable and incorrigible,” he said. He grabbed me under the arms and lifted me back up on the desk. I grinned as he grabbed the sap. “Spread your legs for me, Breanne, because I’m about to smash that little clitty of yours into putty.” 
 
    
 
   I trembled as I spread my legs. My clit seemed to swell beneath the sopping wet opening of my sex and Mike brought the sap down hard, right on my clit, making me clench my teeth to muffle the cry. Pain blossomed between my legs and I struggled to keep them open.
 
    
 
   “And you know what?” Mike asked me, holding the sap above my clit again.
 
    
 
   I stared up at him. “What?” I demanded, hissing it through the pain and the arousal. 
 
   “After I’m done beating your silly little cunt raw, I’m going to fuck your brains out a second time.” He brought the sap down hard again and my entire body jerked. Stinging heat exploded out from the point at the top of my slit and radiated up to my breasts. 
 
    
 
   “And I’m going to have just one goal,” he said. The sap fell a third time and my toes curled as I let out a low, throaty whine. Mike leaned over and grinned.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to try my hardest to make you cum.” He smashed the sap back down on my petals, dragging the soaked leather across my sex. I burned and needed and I squealed. Finally I gasped. 
 
    
 
   “If… if… if you make me cum…” I whispered, my body tingling in every pore, pain radiating up from my pussy, my body screaming for release. 
 
    
 
   Mike smiled. “Exactly,” he said. “You’ll have earned another twenty-four strokes of the leather sap.” 
 
    
 
   Then the soft, flexible leather paddle fell and my world tumbled until Mike slid himself back into me, surrounding his hardened shaft with my burning wetness. 
 
    
 
   Oh yeah. It hurt.   
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne, you’ll ask each and every person whether they supported the Broncos or the Panthers. If they supported the Broncos, then they get to spank your ass with the sap ten times. Five strokes to each buttock.  If they supported the Panthers, then you’ll remove your shoes and each foot gets twelve strokes. If you cum at all when you grant them restitution you will ask them to sap your pussy twenty four times.
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   February 18th, 2016
 
    
 
   I stood in the doorway, my bathrobe wrapped tightly around my naked body as the chill breeze of a South Texas Winter morning swirled around my ankles. My eight year old daughter smiled at me and waved and I couldn’t help grinning as my hand fluttered wildly. She headed off down the road toward her school. It was just a block away and literally less distance than it had been from our old farm house to the farm to market road where she’d caught the bus. She’d be there in four minutes. Talk about a commute. I wish I had it that easy. 
 
    
 
   At the same time Rachel rounded the corner and disappeared from sight, a young man of about twenty-four emerged from a nearby car. Rachel hadn’t noticed him, but I sure as hell did and he waited a polite couple of seconds, or at least until he was sure that my daughter wasn’t going to be coming back for a second goodbye. He gave my daughter’s barefooted, bath-robed clad mother a quick wink before heading over to my open door with an infectious grin.
 
    
 
   “Morning, Bre.” Alex’s eyes flashed in the morning sunlight. He was wearing blue jeans and boots, along with a cowboy’s twenty pound buckle, and his tee shirt was covered up with a light brown jacket which was admittedly still appropriate for the weather. I stepped back eagerly and let him into the apartment.
 
    
 
   Alex was the assistant manager of Mike’s hardware store and I’d seduced him about six months before, setting him up for a variety of sexual delights. He was a refreshing change from Mike, who still had a lot of emotional baggage. Alex was content to be “friends with some rather extreme benefits.” Benefits like being asked to fuck me stupid early in the morning. 
 
    
 
   “Thanks. I really appreciate you making the drive all the way out here,” I apologized, shutting the door behind him. He stood in my foyer, looking around. I don’t have much of a foyer. His eyes traced across the living area of my apartment and a confused look crossed his face. 
 
    
 
   “It’s…” his voice trailed off, then he looked right at me. “More modern than I would have expected.”
 
    
 
   I glanced around the apartment. Rachel had left some of her toys out, including an entire set of Polly Pockets that I’d hauled out of my trunk from when I was a girl. I let out a laugh and brushed past him. “Kari decorated it. So it’s a mixture of contemporary European and 1st grader.”
 
    
 
   Alex grinned. “Ah… I get it now.”
 
    
 
   I looked back over my shoulder. “No decorating style can withstand the powers of an elementary school child. Entropy reigns. Trust me.” Then, just because his mind was on the wrong thing, I let the blue bathrobe I was wearing fall to the ground. Alex had been about to say something but the way my robe fell to the ground must have turned his brain to blubber. He stared at me, just a tad bit shocked. So I turned away and headed down the hall to my bedroom.
 
    
 
   Alex followed with his eyes and I’m not sure his left my ass for even a second. Then his feet began to move. Once we got to my room I turned, flashing him my front and once more his hungry gaze seemed to ravish me. The inner tiger that had been leashed two days ago within me roared and I realized I was more than wet. I was ready. Oh GOD was I ready.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to tie me down?” I asked, picking up a pair of cheap foam and Velcro bondage cuffs. They’d been sitting on the mattress next to four bungee cords that Julie routinely used to secure me spread-eagled to the metal head and footboards of my bed.
 
    
 
   Alex looked at them curiously for a moment, then nodded. “I never turn down the offer to tie up a pretty girl who has asked me to whip her.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, but was basically ignoring him as I struggled to wrap the first cuff around my own wrist. Alex moved forward to help and I let him, my heartbeat already thudding at a faster pace as the excitement flowed through me. I put my right leg up so he could do my ankle and I gasped as he ran his hand up my calf, over my knee, against my thigh, and so close to my soaking wet pussy that I could feel the heat of him.
 
    
 
   “Oh please,” I moaned. “Don’t. I’m so fucking close and I don’t dare screw this up.”
 
    
 
   Alex made a humming noise. “Alright. I’ll try to be good.” He finished up and then knelt to do my other leg, his face about four inches from my dripping slit. “I can smell you. You’re practically dripping.”
 
    
 
   I looked down and ran my fingers through his sandy brown hair. “That just means it will go quick and then you can have your satisfaction,” I replied in a low, sultry voice.
 
    
 
   He finished putting the cuff on and I immediately fell back on the bed, spreading my arms and legs to the corners.
 
    
 
   “No,” Alex said quickly. “Not like that.”
 
    
 
   I looked up at him, perplexed. “No?”
 
    
 
   He made a spinning gesture with his finger. “No. The other way. Sideways. With your head on the side of the bed.”
 
    
 
   I blinked and started to slide down. “You want me like this?” I asked, positioning myself halfway between the head and footboards. He grinned, nodding. 
 
    
 
   “Yes. If I’m going to stretch you open, I want you to be stretched.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Whatever. Just please… do it. Do me.”
 
    
 
   Alex put a hand on my upper thigh, again just an inch away from my pink and wanton gash, driving me nuts. “Oh, don’t worry. I will definitely ‘do you’.” Then he slid his hand down my leg, all the way to the cuff, grabbed one of the bungee cords, and drew my leg down to the foot of the bed.
 
    
 
   As far as it went, I didn’t really mind. I’m a flexible girl, both in taste, attitude, and physical requirements. You kind of half to be when you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut. Adjusting to new and different… um… positions is part of the job. I felt a ripple of tension in my leg and then Alex went to the other foot. He drew it up to the foot board and I groaned. Spreading one’s legs between the bottom two corners of a queen sized bed is one thing. Doing it to the top and bottom corners, that’s something else. But honestly, I loved it. I love being pulled apart like that. Alex was doing exactly right and it felt good. The muscles in my thighs rippled and protested and the ache just made me even more desperate.
 
    
 
   Alex came around the bed and bent over, kissing me soundly. Then his hands took my right hand and with another bungee cord pulled my arm straight out toward the headboard. I’m not a very tall person and I was fully laying on the bed, though if my legs hadn’t been spread into the splits my feet would have been dangling off the end of the bed at my knees. A moment later I was secure, and in a way that would have taken me an hour of serious effort to free myself.
 
    
 
   He stood above me admiringly, his eyes dark blue.
 
    
 
   “Do you have any clamps?” He asked me suddenly. I lifted my head.
 
    
 
   “What? Clamps? Why?”
 
    
 
   Alex shrugged. “Because I think you’ll have a stronger, more powerful orgasm if your nipples are included in the fun.”
 
    
 
   I groaned. I didn’t need clamps. I needed him to pick up the fucking leather sap and bring it snapping down on my clit. Hard.  “Desk drawer. Top right. Clothespins.”
 
    
 
   Alex went to my desk and I heard the door slide open. “Ooh. Crap. Do you use all of these?” He asked. I heard the rattle of wood and plastic and then he cooed. “Oh! Rubber bands!”
 
    
 
   I lifted my head. “What do you need rubber bands for?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He came back over, a pair of pink plastic clothespins in his hands, along with a couple of rubber bands. Without a response he quickly attached the clothespins to my nipples, eliciting a groan from me as he did my left side. That was the nipple that had been pierced a week and a half before and it smarted. Then, much to my consternation, he slid one of the rubber bands over my toes and down my foot until it settled into the soft and delicate arch.
 
    
 
   Oh. Oh shit.
 
    
 
   He did the other foot too and the clothespins on my chest twitched and jiggled as my breathing became just a tad bit more intense. Then he grabbed the desk chair, pulled it over to the side of the bed where my pussy was just an inch from the edge. He picked up the sap and then laid it, very, very gently, right on my wet, soft, flowering petals. I sucked in a hard breath.
 
    
 
   “So, they’ve kept you desperate for two days?” He asked, stroking my pussy with the sap. 
 
    
 
   “Oh my God!” I whined, thrusting my hips upward. “Please Alex! Just whip me till I cum!” I begged him.
 
    
 
   Alex smiled. “All in good time, Bre. I’ve got some questions first.”
 
    
 
   I shook my head, my entire body thrumming with sexual need. I pulled hard on my bonds, the elastic stretching, but not enough to free me. I had to endure it. 
 
    
 
   “So you’re only supposed to cum if someone is beating your pussy with this?” He held up the leather sap.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes. I told you that yesterday when I asked you to come over this morning!” I closed my eyes, trying to suppress the shiver that went up from my pussy to my spine.
 
    
 
   “Right,” replied Alex, stroking my pussy with the sap. That was almost too much for me to bear. “This begs one important question though.” He leaned forward and began patting my pussy with the sap. It didn’t hurt, not one bit. “What happens if you cum when you aren’t being sapped?”
 
    
 
   He might as well have been holding live electric wires to my sex because I was rigid at that point. My eyes were closed, my entire body straining upward, trying to get enough to blow a gasket. Alex seemed to realize what he was doing to me and stopped tormenting me long enough to repeat the question.
 
    
 
   “What happens if you cum when you aren’t being sapped?” He demanded roughly, working past my arousal.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “I lose it. I can’t masturbate or cum again until I’ve had ten with the sap and if I cum, even once, I lose any that I’ve already had. Set back to one,” I gasped. “And Kari said that they’d do to my clit what they did to my tits the previous week!”
 
    
 
   He leaned back in surprise. “They’re going to pierce your clit?” He asked in surprise.
 
    
 
   I stiffened, my eyes widening. I hadn’t even considered that. I thought Kari just meant the pins, the electricity, the ice, the heat, the torment. My God… what if she meant…”
 
    
 
   “Please don’t let me cum?” I begged him, eyes filling with tears.
 
    
 
   Alex gave me a rueful glance. “I don’t know. This is an opportunity for me to torture you,” he said honestly, sitting back down right across from my sex.” He ran his hand down to my right foot and I felt him pull on the rubber band going across my arch. “I mean, here you are, ready to be tortured in a variety of ways,” and he let go of the elastic. It snapped back hard, right into the soft and tender arch of my instep. I hissed even as my leg jerked and my pussy tightened. “All things considered, I should torture you until you are so mentally unhinged that you don’t care if you cum.” He patted my pussy with the sap again, just hard enough for them to be considered strokes, but not even sending a smidgen of pain up through me.
 
    
 
   “I swear to God,” I snarled in heat. “If you don’t whip me soon I won’t fuck you!”
 
    
 
   Alex looked up, a hurt expression on his face. “And what makes you think I’ll let you up without fucking me?” He stood up and tossed the sap down on my loins, then began unbuckling his jeans. That worried me even though I lifted my head and watched as he kicked off his boots and undressed. He was a fine looking man, without any fat on him and a washboard stomach. He wore a pair of boxers that came off last and he stood there, his cock hard as a post, sticking straight out.
 
    
 
   “Are you really wet enough for this?” He asked. I was about to scoff at him when to my shock, he squatted slightly and without a word of warning, slid his cock into me with a single thrust, driving in deep.
 
    
 
   I cried out and clamped down hard around him, but then he withdrew, and by withdrew I mean all the way out. The feeling of emptiness after being suddenly satisfied was almost as painful as getting hit with the whip. It was brutal. He sat down on the chair stroking his shaft thoughtfully, using my pussy juice as lubricant.
 
    
 
   “Very nice, I have to admit,” he said teasingly. “You are definitely wet.”
 
    
 
   I hissed at him, my hips coming up off the bed, thrusting up toward him. “Please, Alex. Please fuck me.”
 
    
 
   He smiled. “You mean, please whip your cunt before fucking me?”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Whip me! For god’s sake, please spank my pussy!” 
 
    
 
   He slid his left hand down my right leg all the way to my foot. I felt him pry the rubber band off that sole and then it snapped. I cried out, arching my back, my hips swinging and pumping as my pussy convulsed. Alex ran his hand back up my leg and his fingertips bumped over my clitoris. I gasped, going nuts. He transferred the sap to his left hand and his right went back down to my left foot. Again.
 
    
 
   “So do you think Kari and Julie will blame you if I torture you into another orgasm that didn’t involve me sapping your pussy?” He asked, pulling the rubber band back away from my arch. My toes curled as I braced myself and I closed my eyes, teeth clenched.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I hissed, waiting for the rubber band. Every muscle in my body tightened in expectation of that elastic snapping back against my skin, sting and heat of it, the tiny jerk. Alex lifted the sap away from my pussy and with a flick of his wrist, smashed it pack down wetly.
 
    
 
   The unexpected pain coming from a totally different part of my body elicited a wild cry from me and I hadn’t even realized he’d let the rubber band snap back up against my arch for a full four or five seconds. Instead I was bucking, my butt coming up off the mattress, fluids leaking out from me, waves of desperate need flooding every pore. 
 
    
 
   I was panting hard, needing him to hit me again and instead he waited, each second going by with fire in my veins, burning me. Then, to my absolute horror, he bent down, and with the softest, most delicate, cruelest movement, began licking my clit.
 
    
 
   He didn’t do it very long. A few seconds? At most? But it brought me so close to the edge that had orgasm been an actual cliff I’d have been impersonating Wile E. Coyote for a moment, dancing there in midair. There was only one thing that would have brought me back and Alex did just that a half second later, slamming the sap into my sodden swamp.
 
    
 
   Heat and fire washed up from between my legs and I crooned out as my entire body went rigid and I strained against the bonds that held me open. The clothespins jumped and swung in time with the tempo Alex beat out on my sex. The wet crack of the leather filled my ears and my blood pounded as pain erupted between my legs, swirling and twisting inside me, combining with the need and desperation and pleasure that had been inflicted upon me. Everything that went to my brain was molded by those feelings and pain felt good and the pleasure was excruciating. Alex slapped my pussy again, and then again, each time hitting me just a bit harder until it was like a hammer pounding me between the legs. My pussy couldn’t tell if I was being whipped or fucked, not that it mattered, because a moment later I couldn’t take it any longer.
 
    
 
   Don’t ask me how many strokes. Alex doesn’t know either, but there were a flurry of them, hard and fast and moist and soft and splattering my folds and juices and smashing my pussy into wet paste. My back arched and my toes curled and every part of me tightened as I came, exploding so hard that it was damned good that Alex had stripped. I soaked him.
 
    
 
   I felt him slide into me a moment later, his condom clad cock pumping rapidly but I was too far out of it to be anything more than a receptacle. He reached over, freed my left foot from the bungee cord, then my right and I wrapped my legs around him as he tried to find purchase. Then, still frustrated with the sloppy sex, he tore the cuffs from my wrists, the Velcro making a loud crackling noise before he picked me up, centered me on the bed in the correct orientation, and straddled me, thrusting hard.
 
    
 
   I moaned, loving it. His body came down on mine and evidently he didn’t like the clothespins digging into him because he ripped them off me, sending a fresh wave of intense stimulation through me. I responded predictably, getting all hot and bothered again. I felt him harden even more, our bodies moving in frantic rhythm, our breath labored and heavy. He pressed himself against me, our bodies slick with perspiration and our lovemaking was a frantic, energy burning fuck that took every part of me. I wrapped myself around him, still wearing the ankle cuffs and rubber bands. 
 
    
 
   When Alex exploded I was right behind him, vying for orgasm number two and I might even have made it if he hadn’t yanked himself out, stripped off the condom, and pumped his shaft hard with his hand. Jism erupted from his tip and splattered me from stomach to chin and if he recognized the noise I made as one of preeminent frustration, he didn’t say a word. A look of rapture crossed his face and a moment later he collapsed down on me, pressing me to the mattress, except without the rock hard pin poking me in just the right spot. I whimpered, only partially satisfied and still horny. My God… I’d just been whipped to orgasm and I still wanted sex. 
 
    
 
   “Alex,” I whispered in the man’s ear. He murmured something, clearly satisfied. “You should whip me again,” I said softly.
 
    
 
   Slowly he lifted his head up from my breast and gave me a look of exhausted disbelief. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said, groaning and rolling off me.
 
    
 
   I bit my bottom lip. “I’m not kidding. Now is a great time. I’m horny. I need it. I want it. Please?”
 
    
 
   I felt his hand land on my tummy and slide down between my legs. Two fingers went in deep and I gasped as they curled inside me. I cupped my breasts, my fingers pinching my own nipples.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit,” Alex croaked. “Can’t you get enough damn it?”
 
    
 
   I whimpered as his fingers pulsed and pulled. He was touching my G spot and it was feeling really, awesomely good. I purred and moaned, my hips rocking as he finger fucked me. 
 
    
 
   “I know,” I gasped. “But please. Another whipping? The sap? I don’t know where it…”
 
    
 
   Alex suddenly kissed me. “Hush Bre. Just cum.” And then his hand began working me.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “What? Wait. No. Wait! Alex! Damn it!” I grabbed his wrist but he had my groin cupped in his hand. His fingers went wild inside of me and I went to war, part of me desperate to stop him, part of me wanting what he was doing to never end. 
 
    
 
   I lost a minute later.
 
    
 
   “You mother fucker,” I whined as the second orgasm swirled away. Alex pulled his dripping fingers from my cunt and held them up for me to lick. I smacked his hand away and rolled out of bed, furious.
 
    
 
   Alex looked up at me, a self-satisfied grin on his face. “So now we’ll get to see if Kari and Julie are really fair mistresses.”
 
    
 
   I wiped at myself with a towel I had on the desk and glared at him. Then I padded into the bathroom and started up the shower. I was going to be late. I peeked back out at him as I pulled the bloody rubber bands off my feet.
 
    
 
   “You suck,” I said harshly.
 
    
 
   Alex laughed. “Admit it, you wanted to fuck up their orders,” he said as I checked the water. I stuck my head back out.
 
    
 
   “I wanted to cum. Do you realize that I can’t do my own masturbations or anything until I’ve cum ten times by sapping? And you just set me back to zero? It’s like this morning didn’t count!” The ankle cuffs went flying across the room.
 
    
 
   He put his hands behind his head and grinned. “Oh, it counted. It just counted against you.” 
 
    
 
   I put my toothbrush in my mouth and scrubbed furiously, glaring at him. You might say I was angry enough to froth at the mouth.
 
    
 
   “Besides, what can they do to you?” Alex continued. “Deny you orgasm? They were already doing that. Torment you? You’d love it.” He sat up and climbed out of my bed. “The reality is that right now, you are in the perfect position.” He came into the bathroom, stepped past me and checked the water. “Perfect.” He climbed in as I spat into the sink. A moment later I climbed into the shower with him.
 
    
 
   “Perfect huh?” I said a moment later as he began soaping my breasts down, his hands gliding over my body. It felt good, but I was sated now. At least temporarily. He finished washing my nipples and I scooped up some soap. Slowly I started cleaning him and when I didn’t stop the caress he moaned. Slowly I sank to my knees and a moment later I was sucking on him.
 
    
 
   “Oh God,” Alex moaned. And as soon as he was rock hard, pulsing in my mouth, I stopped, came up, and kissed him on the tip of the nose.
 
    
 
   Yeah. Well, I can be a bitch too.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I was forty minutes late. At least, forty minutes late for ME. Kari only beat me into the office by ten minutes, but that didn’t change the fact that I could see her sitting at her desk and lean over to glance down the hall, her eyes narrowing. In hindsight, I probably wouldn’t have been concerned if I’d just been late. As people like to sometimes say, “Shit happens.” But the problem was that I was well aware of the fact that I was about to march in there, explain that I’d let Alex spank my pussy with a sap until I exploded, then was stupid enough to let him work me into another froth, this time pushing me over the edge without it being done with the sap. I’d already been told that unauthorized orgasms would reset me to one and that I wasn’t to be allowed to masturbate or do assignments or anything until I’d cum ten times via nothing but that stupid leather paddle, my legs spread, tied, or stretched wide. 
 
    
 
   My poor, poor pussy…
 
    
 
   I’d chosen an outfit meant to make her happy and so the shirt I was wearing was a lace polo that left absolutely nothing to the imagination along with a black lace bra underneath. The bra was totally visible and since the collar and sleeve cuffs of the shirt were solid, I buttoned it all up and looked pretty damn fashionable. Sexy and slutty all at the same time. It was definitely a daring look. For my ass I’d put on the shortest, most risqué stretchy mini skirt I owned and to cover up my beaten and well used slit, I’d put on the panties that matched the lace of the bra. It was a thong too, so the slightest twitch made the back of the skirt ride up. I thought it might make Kari a little more reasonable. I put my purse down and went straight back to her office. Of course I was also wearing Julie’s assigned toy of the day and it made walking difficult.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Breanne.” Kari was already hard at work, scrolling through an online catalog of fabric. 
 
    
 
   I sat down gingerly in the chair opposite her desk. “Good morning, Kari. Sorry I’m late,” I apologized. The bulb inflator that was sticking up out of the waistband of my skirt pressed against the back of the seat and I tried very hard not to put any pressure on it. My bottom was stretched enough as it was.
 
    
 
   She glanced over at me and I was suddenly glad that the desk was between us because otherwise she’d have been able to look right up my skirt. My panty covered pussy seemed to tingle and I felt a fresh surge of growing wetness. Damn. She always makes me feel like that.
 
    
 
   “So,” she said curiously. “How was your morning tryst with Alex?” It was my expression that gave it away and her eyes narrowed. “Did you even try?” She asked plaintively.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “Of course I tried! And succeeded actually!” I protested, leaning forward, which just made the Titanmen Vibrating Inflatable Anal Plug inside me bend and dig in even deeper. I let out a soft groan and straightened back up. “He tied me to the bed lengthwise, took the sap, and spanked me right between the legs! I came even!”
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyebrow went up. “And?”
 
    
 
   I shifted uncomfortably, like I was a little schoolgirl in the principal’s office, though I doubted most schoolgirls had inflatable plugs stuffed up their ass before going to the principal’s office. “And then he made love to me and I sort of… well… accidentally… “ My voice trailed off and I gave her a helpless look.
 
    
 
   “You exploded,” Kari finished. She sighed but her entire demeanor had changed. I could tell. She was practically vibrating with excitement despite the calm look on her face. She wasn’t unhappy with me. She was thrilled! My eyebrow went up as I sensed the dissonance and she looked up at me.
 
    
 
   “Well, obviously you know that the pussy whipping you got this morning no longer counts and that your required number of sap induced orgasms has been reset to ten. Nothing has changed. You still aren’t allowed to cum in any other way.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. I had expected that. But then Kari stood up. I glanced up at her, a feeling of sudden trepidation hitting me like a brick.
 
    
 
   “And now we’ll deal with the punishment you’ve earned,” she said, standing up and heading for the door. 
 
    
 
   “Punishment earned? Isn’t going back to zero enough?” I asked as I rose and followed her out of the office.
 
    
 
   Kari snorted. “Hardly. In fact, you’ve earned two punishments. The unauthorized orgasm certainly resets you to zero, but I get to punish you as well for it. And of course, you were late.”
 
    
 
   She wasn’t looking at me so she didn’t see me roll my eyes. “So what’s the punishment?” I asked. I admit I might have been just a tad bit eager. Maybe Alex was right. What more could Kari do to me that I wouldn’t have wanted?
 
    
 
   Kari looked back over her shoulder at me and smiled. “Discomfort.”
 
    
 
   She pointed me toward the conference room but she continued on to the supply closet at the end of the hallway. I waffled with indecision, wondering if I should follow her and watch to see what she got out. But I realized that was stupid. I’d know in short order. I turned right, entered the conference room and tried very hard not to hyperventilate as I considered options.
 
    
 
   The crop? Probably not. Sure, my boobs were legitimate targets and I’ve been known to respond well to having my breasts whacked repeatedly. But the fact that I’d had my left nipple pierced not even two weeks before made it unlikely that Kari would target my top. That of course left the other half of me and I easily imagined being asked to lift my tiny skirt, bend over the table, and brace myself for the coming strokes. It could be the crop, but it could also be a cane, or a switch, or even the flogger. All of those items were available in that tiny room. I stood by the table, rubbed my bottom with anticipatory discomfort, and waited for the sword to fall.
 
    
 
   And fall it did.
 
    
 
   When Kari came into the room she was only carrying two items and neither of them were stick or whip like. No canes, quirts, whips, floggers or switches. In fact, all she had was a simple metal clamp with a pair of red and black wires dangling from it, and a small white box that resembled an overly large television remote. I saw it and my mouth went dry.
 
    
 
   “Skirt up,” Kari said, nodding at my waist. My bottom lip got caught between my teeth as I pulled the hem of my skirt upward, hands trembling. I knew what that white box meant.
 
    
 
   “Kari, honestly… I’m sorry,” I said. “He did it to me on purpose, knowing you were going to punish me for it,” I tried to explain.
 
    
 
   Kari looked up at my eyes. “So?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “This is a set up! He made me cum!”
 
    
 
   She laughed. “You let him,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   I pointed my finger at her. “You called him. You or Julie. Told him what to do to me.”
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a long look then sat down with a sigh. “Breanne, no one is colluding behind your back.” I gave her a flat stare and she shook her head. “Alex made you pop because he knows you. He knows that you’ll get more torment, spend more time suffering if he doesn’t give you what you want, especially if you have to struggle and work for it.” She smiled. “I can’t think of a single dom or dominatrix of yours who wouldn’t have made you have an unauthorized orgasm this morning. That’s the fun of it.”
 
    
 
   I sat down sharply, my skirt riding up. “Really? Am I that... predictable?”
 
    
 
   She chuckled. “As a fuck slut? Yes.” She nodded toward my skirt. “Spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   I did and she reached between my open thighs and pulled the front of my panties down. I let out a little gasp as she pushed the clamp underneath the lacy material and then ran the wires to the TENS Unit. “The idea of pushing you just a little so that you’ll break the rules, knowing that the punishment is just more sexual torment, makes it very easy to push you.” She grabbed hold of the actual device and turned up the dial on the left. A moment later my clit tightened in a hard spasm and a touch of acute discomfort seemed to blossom between my legs. It was sort of like getting a firm, but also hard pinch, right on my clitoris. 
 
    
 
   She pulled out the second set of wires and then gave me a frustrated glance. “Well, this is a little awkward.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “What is?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She pointed at the wires. “I’ve only got one more to attach to you. Where do I put it?”
 
    
 
   “Uh…” I said intelligently.
 
    
 
   She shook her head. “Obviously I’m going to need to buy a TENS unit that can handle your special needs.”
 
    
 
   This time I gave her a frustrated frown. “I have special needs?”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed as she turned on the TENS Unit, ignoring the second wire, and I yelped as a sharp jolt stung my clit. She turned the dial down until it merely felt like someone was flicking my clit, then grabbing it, giving it a little rub, then letting go. I realized she had it on the kneading function. Fricking technology. I groaned and slid down the chair a little as my legs turned to jelly.
 
    
 
   “Yes. Three attachment points at the minimum,” Kari replied. “If it were up to me I’d be frying your nipples too right now,” she said mournfully. “So while I get on the internet and find the right TENS Unit, you can go back to your desk and get to work.”
 
    
 
   I shivered. “Like this?” I demanded, gesturing at my trembling torso. “I’m going to cum from this, eventually.”
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “I would suggest, that before you do, you come to me, get on your knees, and beg.”
 
    
 
   Another wave of pleasure hit me like a brick. “Beg?” I asked, even as thinking became tough. “Beg for what?”
 
    
 
   Kari stood up and headed for the door. She paused dramatically, then looked back at me. I knew she was soaking up the sight. A cute redhead, trembling with sexual need, dressed like a slut, her legs open, wires leading up between her legs, as every few seconds the electricity caressed, rubbed, kneaded, and pinched her sex. 
 
    
 
   “Beg me to sap that cute little pussy of yours. Repeatedly.” She turned and left me alone. For another minute I sat there, eyes half closed, reveling in the pure bliss of the torment. It felt… amazing. Finally I found the motivation to stand and I picked up the TENS Unit, carrying it with me as I left the conference room and headed down the hall.
 
    
 
   Kari had told me to return to my desk, but as I passed her office our eyes met and I stumbled to a halt, my high heels wobbling. Another electronic fist grabbed my pussy and finger fucked me. Then I turned suddenly and practically skipped into Kari’s office. I went right up to the side of her desk and before she could even blink in surprise I fell to my knees. I spread my legs as I did it, adopting the submissive position she’d taught me almost fifteen years earlier. Thighs parted, pussy dripping, palms up, eyes down, chest pushed forward. The fact that I was kneeling in a spot where anyone who entered the office would be able to see me was immaterial.
 
    
 
   “Yes Breanne?” She asked as I waited for her to acknowledge me.
 
    
 
   “Mistress,” I said, my voice strained to near breaking. “I beg of you, please punish me. Please hurt me. Please let me cum in the manner you have designated.” I looked up quickly. “Please sap my pussy?”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled and leaned over, cupping my face. “Oh dear heart. I thought you’d never ask…” She rose from her chair and opened her desk drawer. From within she drew out a small leather paddle, extremely flexible and amazing supple. She held out her hand and drew me upward. I rose to my feet and with my hand in hers she led me back down the hall toward the conference room. And as she pulled me along she turned and winked.
 
    
 
   “I am soooo looking forward to this,” she said. Then we were in the conference room and I smiled back at her. I pushed my skirt to the ground. Then my panties. The kneading electricity of the TENS Unit tugged at my clit until she pulled the clamp off. Slowly I backed up to the table, then hopped up on it, spreading my legs as I did. She moved between my thighs and I looked up at her.
 
    
 
   “All you had to do was tell me,” I said honestly. “I will always follow your commands.”
 
    
 
   Kari leaned over and laid the business end of the paddle right on my pussy. “Always?” She asked. I was about to answer, but she tapped me, right there between the legs, with the paddle. A surge of energy hit me. 
 
    
 
   “Whenever and whatever?” She asked again, once more raising the paddle and letting it fall. I nodded frantically, pleasure surging through me. 
 
    
 
   “Even if it hurts?” She asked, this time slapping the sap downward, leaving a stinging heat enveloping my pussy.
 
    
 
   “Oh God YES!” I hissed.
 
    
 
   “Then,” she said softly. “Let us begin.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Birthday Hours
 
    
 
   I closed the front door with a smile on my face, took two steps, and then gasped as the Monster Vibrator suddenly roared to life. I put one hand on the wall, bracing myself, just a little shocked as the foot long phallus spun up and down, varying in speed and intensity, leaving me just a little breathless. For a girl who hadn’t had an orgasm in over five days, this wasn’t exactly a bad way to start the morning.
 
    
 
   My fingers went to the belt of my bathrobe, a soft chenille style cover-up that Kari had given me and I opened it eagerly. Underneath, the only thing I was wearing was a tight, bun floss style thong and the base of the vibrator made a rather intriguing circle in the center of the small bit of material that cupped my slit. I’d put the vibrator in that morning, my assigned “toy of the day”, but I wasn’t expecting it to turn on until I was at work. It was one of those new technologically advanced sex toys, designed to be operated remotely by anyone with the correct smartphone application. All I could do was turn it on or off and it used my own smartphone as a connection. It was sort of exciting how all this connectivity could make something like a twelve inch long vibrator stimulate someone miles, or even countries away.
 
    
 
   Or forty feet.
 
    
 
   My hands had just come up, cupping my breasts, fingers playing with the piercings that decorated both tips, when the knock on my apartment door shattered my internal focus. Instantly I had my suspicions. It was rare for Kari or Julie to turn on the Monster Vibe when they didn’t know exactly where I was or what I was doing. Could you imagine me driving along the freeway when suddenly the damn thing went into fifth gear? I could crash and “driver inattention” is not exactly an excuse you can use for wrecking your car or perhaps killing someone. So how did they know I was still at home? More importantly, how had they known I’d just said goodbye to my daughter, sending her off to school?
 
    
 
   I didn’t bother to close the robe as I went to the door and in a daring moment I threw open the door, not even looking through the small eyepiece just to make sure. If it was the maintenance guy, or a neighbor, then so be it. They’d get to see their sexy neighbor in all her wonderful glory. But I figured my chances of seeing a familiar face were pretty darn good.
 
    
 
   “Hi princess,” Julie said brightly. Her eyes went to my breasts, then down to my panties and she cocked her head to the side, listening to the trill of the motor inside me. I took a step back with a smile as she came into the apartment, shutting the door behind her.
 
    
 
   “Hands up behind your head,” she ordered. She was wearing a pair of skin tight blue jeans and a designer tee shirt, over which she’d wrapped this soft gray jacket, just warm enough to fend off the morning chill. It didn’t so much as hide her amazingly small breasts, as accentuate them. I brought my hands up and interlaced my fingers behind my head.
 
    
 
   “Didn’t I see you yesterday evening?” I asked with a grin.
 
    
 
   Julie smiled. “Did you enjoy your birthday dinner?” She asked, reaching out and stroking one of my breasts. Her fingers felt like electricity and it went very, very well with the vibrator buzzing inside me.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Thanks for including Rachel. You made her evening.”
 
    
 
   Julie shrugged. “Well, you were still dealing with the aftermath of your time of the month.” She leaned close even as her fingers tightened on my left nipple, squeezing it and rolling it. I moaned as the sensation went straight down to my pussy, combining evilly with the still churning oscillations of the Monster Vibe. “But you’re ready now, aren’t you?” She asked in a low voice.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Oh God yes.”
 
    
 
   Julie slapped me. Hard. Across the chest.
 
    
 
   I reeled from the blow as my boobs shook from the impact. A harsh sting seemed to surround my left breast as it tried to displace my right and I gasped as the heat infused my bosom. My tits swung back to center and she swatted me again, this time aiming for the other side. My pussy tightened around the buzzing vibrator and my entire body shuddered with sexual desire and heat as Julie slapped my breasts back and forth with her open hand until they were a nice shade of pink and I was sucking air in through clenched teeth.
 
    
 
   Then she grabbed my arms, pulled my hands off the back of my neck, and pushed the robe off me. Her hand snagged mine and she pulled me unceremoniously through the apartment, right back to my bedroom. She whirled me toward the bed and I half fell on the mattress, looking up even as she was frantically unbuckling her belt.
 
    
 
   “Julie?” I asked quizzically, the toy inside me dancing, leaving me wet and needy. 
 
    
 
   She yanked off her jacket as the front of her jeans opened, revealing bare skin and a sweet little pair of pink lace panties.
 
    
 
   “Hush, Bre. I’ve got this,” she said. I swallowed and watched her finish taking off her clothes. Then she plucked her phone out of the pocket of her fallen jeans and the vibrator inside me went silent. I groaned. She tossed her phone aside and then came at me, her long nails sliding against the flesh of my hips, pulling, tugging, freeing. The Monster Vibe slid half out of me and she grabbed it, pushing it back in and pulling it out with sweet, mind-numbing thrusts that left me gasping, my legs opening wide. 
 
    
 
   “Oh…” I moaned. “Oh yes…”
 
    
 
   Then she pulled it completely out and I watched with passion as she opened her mouth and deep throated the vibrator, sucking every drop of my wetness from it. She made a show of it. Her eyes closed in rapture and then she tossed it aside, eyes sparkling as she stared at me. For a moment she held still, then the corners of her mouth curled upward and she said just one, single word.
 
    
 
   “More.”
 
    
 
   **
 
    
 
   We pulled up in front of the warehouse about an hour and a half later and I nervously tapped my finger on Julie’s car door. The other hand fiddled with the edge of the felt coat Kari had given me at the beginning of what Texans call winter, but should more appropriately be called “cool weather.” The Monster Vibe was purring inside me, but on low, giving me just enough stimulation to stay on edge, fidgeting with need.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure Kari is okay with this?” I asked again, looking over at the girl I’d made love to not thirty minutes before. Julie face was still flushed from our tryst and she just laughed. 
 
    
 
   “Trust me,” she said with assurance. She was dressed again and obviously feeling much more relaxed. I could understand that. After she’d buried her face in my slit and licked me into a mind-blowing orgasm we’d switched placed and I’d done the same to her, except I also used the Monster Vibe, plucking it up off the floor and sliding it into her narrow passage even as my tongue swirled across her clitoris. Julie has always responded well to sex and afterward we’d showered, again luxuriating in the sweet caress of each other’s hands. Julie had a rule; when showering with a friend, never wash yourself. I like that rule. I think it’s sweet. And Julie’s idea of washing is pretty darn close to sexual torment in and of itself. Then, despite the fact that we’d both found an exquisite release, Julie had pushed me down on the bed and then slid the Monster Vibe right back into my still wet and needy hole. And since she’d left it purring for much of the drive, I was already feeling the need for round two.
 
    
 
   She climbed out of the car and came to my door, opening it up eagerly. A blast of cold air immediately chilled me. “You can close your coat now if you’d like,” Julie said, staring down hungrily at my bare breasts. I had to wonder if she thought the goosebumps were sexy.
 
    
 
   My hands flew and pulled the edges of the felt coat closed over my naked body. I wasn’t wearing anything other than the thong and my pair of stripper style “fuck me” shoes that I’d owned for years. My bare and pierced breasts had literally been hanging out from the moment I’d climbed into Julie’s car in the first place and there had been a couple of tense moments as Julie had deliberately held pace with a few trucks so that I could get ogled on the way. The fact she drove a small little car didn’t help. The coat held back the cold but it still tried to seep up my legs so I hurried after her as she climbed the concrete stairs to the small glass door that led into our suite. She typed in the code and we heard the door unlock. A moment later she was inside and I followed.
 
    
 
   The meeting rooms of the Society of the Golden Rose consist of a large space that is approximately fifty feet wide and about three hundred long. There were two bathrooms, a kitchenette and the lobby as well, but most of the space had been left open. A heavy, plush carpet, so thick that you sank into it, had been laid on the floor, mostly to protect the knees of half the Society members who spent the vast majority of their time in these rooms on the floor. In the back were a number of white sheet covered pieces of furniture, almost all of them mounted on thick rubber wheels, ready to be moved into position. And there were furniture sets. Little stations with settees and plush couches, lined against the walls. Meetings were almost as much social as they were sexual. 
 
    
 
   But today there was something new. There was a rope.
 
    
 
   It was stretched across the fifty foot width of the hall and had clearly been mounted professionally. Steel rings had been attached to the metal I beams that supported the roof and both sides were held taut with ratchet straps. In fact, it looked very much like the rope I used to keep at my old barn. There were even knots tied in the thing, evenly spaced at eight inch intervals. We went right up to it and I immediately realized that the rope was positioned at the height of my navel. I reached out and touched it. Taut, but not too much. It would dip if something weighing, oh… I don’t know… a hundred and seventeen pounds... were astride it? It was hemp, rather than nylon or plastic, and while relatively new, with no stains or discolored portions, someone had frayed it here and there, probably with a knife, while at the same time studding it with knots. 
 
    
 
   Lots of knots.
 
    
 
   “There are thirty of them,” Julie said with a grin. “Happy Birthday.”
 
    
 
   I looked over at her, the front of my coat falling open now that we were in private. “My birthday present from you is a knotted rope?” I asked ruefully, running my fingers along the scratchy line.
 
    
 
   Julie laughed and shook her head. “Of course not silly. My birthday present to you is the experience of dragging your sensitive little pussy along the rope!” She grabbed my arm and pulled me down to the far end, right near the wall. “Now I’m going to get a few things. You should take off your coat, and the panties, and remove the vibrator. Then straddle the rope. Okay?”
 
    
 
   I swallowed, nodding even as I began shrugging out of my felt coat. Julie’s eyes sparkled and she walked away, heading to the equipment cabinet. I tossed my coat aside and looked at the rope. It had been over three months since I’d last dragged myself along one of these things. I knew it was going to be abrasive and leave me tender all day. But still, I felt a surge of excitement. Julie was here. That was what made it special. Right?
 
    
 
   I slipped out of my nine inch platform heels shoes and felt immediately better, like coming down from a great height. A moment later the Monster Vibe slowed and stopped. I glanced over at Julie who was holding her phone and grinning at me. Then she put it away and went back to digging in the supply cabinet. I rolled my eyes and chuckled, then stripped out of my thong and caught the wet, hard plastic dildo as it slid out of me.
 
    
 
   Yes. I sucked it clean and then gently laid it on my coat, right next to my thong. Naked, I turned toward Julie and held out my hands. She was already approaching and she had a small metal bucket and bondage cuffs. I walked up to the rope and pushed down on it as I swung my leg over. It reminded me immediately of mounting a horse, a real one and memories of my beloved Star flashed through my mind. Tears formed.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you okay?” Julie asked, suddenly concerned. She set down the bucket and it made a rattling noise.
 
    
 
   I nodded and sniffed. “Just… remembering the farm,” I said syruply. Julie smiled and nodded with sympathy. She reached up and gave me a hug. I let go of the rope and it snapped up into my crotch, digging into my sex and buttocks tightly. I let out a little whimper and Julie let go, looking down.
 
    
 
   “Oh. Oh my. It’s in. Tight too. I did good!” She exclaimed, leaning down to study the rope that now looked like it was coming out of my sex.
 
    
 
   I shifted, feeling the scratchy line digging in, tearing lightly at my perineum, even going in deep against the crack of my ass. Julie straightened and smiled at me again. “Bondage cuff time!” She announced. She held up the first cuff and I offered my wrist, letting her secure the padded leather around my arm. She was in the middle of doing my right hand when we heard the door open, the lobby door. I felt a slight breeze, a little chill, then Kari Anders waltzed into the meeting room.
 
    
 
   She was, as usual, dressed to the nines. She wore red, a dark crimson colored suit that wrapped around her thin waist, flared at her delicate hips, and then ended just high enough up off the knee that you were forced to think perverted things about her. Her shoes matched the color exactly, as if they’d been made just to wear with that suit. The coat covered up an ivory colored blouse and I could barely, just faintly, see the colors of dark red lingerie beneath the shirt. She approached us like a queen and Julie, my dominant mistress, gave Kari a smile and actually sort of bowed.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Kari!” Julie said brightly. “She’s almost ready.”
 
    
 
   Kari reached out and ran a finger up my arm, to my shoulder, and then down to my breast to rest on my nipple. I gasped, feeling a tingle shoot up through me.
 
    
 
   “Happy birthday,” Kari said softly, her mouth soft and wet. I wanted to kiss her. Desperately.
 
    
 
   “Um... thanks,” I replied. “You know I’m getting too old for this kind of stuff.”
 
    
 
   Julie snorted. “I’m going to torture you until you’re fifty.”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Age is a state of mind. You are physically exquisite and your body is a canvas upon which Julie and I do our art. So today, despite us sexually celebrating the birth of our nympho humiliation pain slut, you will suffer for us. You will be excited for our pleasure. And we will use you to our satisfaction.”
 
    
 
   Then she pinched me. Hard. Pain shot up through my breast and my hips actually jerked. For the first time I felt the sawing sensation of the rope sliding through my loins. I groaned, whimpering until Kari let go. She stepped back and nodded at Julie. 
 
    
 
   “You may proceed,” she said. She sat down on a nearby straight backed chair and began removing her suit coat. I was right. You could see her bra right through that shirt!
 
    
 
   Julie knelt down and put bondage cuffs on my ankles.  “Are you going to bind my feet too?” I asked curiously. She looked up and smiled.
 
    
 
   “No. I just like the look of your ankles when they’re wearing the cuffs,” she admitted. “If you mine all the time you’d be constantly wearing them.”
 
    
 
   I giggled, but then shifted again, the discomfort of the rope sliding through my pussy enough to make me grimace. Julie came back up, this time with the bucket. “Now for the clamps,” she said.
 
    
 
   I had expected clamps and stiffened as a pair of single, unattached clover clamps appeared out of the bucket. I expected her to go right for my breasts, but to my astonishment, she knelt back down, reached up to my slit, and began tugging on my labia.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” I gasped, going up on tiptoe as she grabbed hold of my petal and pulled it outward.
 
    
 
   “Clamping your labia,” Julie said simply, positioning the heavy duty clamp on the meaty part of my outer fold and pinching the clamp shut. I groaned as a dark and deep ache penetrated up through my loins, the smooth steel pads of the clamp biting me hard. Julie ducked under the rope and grabbed hold of the other side of my pussy, yanking downward. I whimpered as I felt the scratch of the rope even worse and then she was clamping the other side of my sex. I glanced down. My labia were stretched out around the rope in a way I’d never experienced, dangling down slightly. Then Julie went back to the bucket and I put my hands down in protest, pushing the rope.
 
    
 
   “Wait!” I said. “No weights!” 
 
    
 
   Julie looked back up, a lead fishing weight in her hand. It was connected to a steel ring with a clip and I knew the whole thing had to be at least a pound.
 
    
 
   “That’s not an option,” she replied saucily. “Now get your hands off the fucking rope or I’ll attached the bondage cuffs to your nipples instead of behind your back.”
 
    
 
   I opened my mouth, but ended up doing an impersonation of a fish, gaping at her. Finally I let go of the rope and it slid back up into my pussy, leaving a tingling sort of rug burn sensation across my stretched open labia. I whimpered as Julie’s hand came up and she hung the weight on the right side of my pussy. Clover clamps tighten the more weight you put on them, or tug on them and I felt the pincers bite deeper into the full petals of my sex. She grabbed a second weight, an exact match to the first, and attached it to the other side of my pussy. This time when I looked down I was appalled to see that both of my labia were pulled down and around the rope in this obscene manner, but it took me a moment to realize that this would actually make the rope walk worse. 
 
    
 
   Julie rose up and grabbed my wrist as I struggled to keep my balance on tiptoe, not that lifting up made the bite of the rope going through my crotch any easier to endure. It was instinctive. Julie hauled my hands behind my back and a moment later the wrist cuffs were connected, leaving me with no options. The only way to go was forward.
 
    
 
   “Almost done,” Julie said a moment later, bending back down to her little metal bucket. She came back up and my mouth went dry. In her hand were two alligator clamps. These weren’t my personal ones, but a set Mike the Hardware Guy had made for the Society. They were a little more solid than the ones he’d originally made for me. These actually had a bit of bite and the last time I’d worn them at a Society Meeting I’d been just a little surprised to see that they’d cut cut skin.
 
    
 
   Julie lifted the first one up and she positioned the teeth around my left nipple, behind the piercing. I waited for the pain, but she hesitated and looked up at me.
 
    
 
   “Are you trembling?” she asked, the metal teeth of the clamp dangerously close to one of the tenderest spots on my body. I nodded frantically. She smiled wickedly. “Are you afraid I’m going to hurt you?”
 
    
 
   “Y-y-you’re already hurting me,” I said, the tremors making my voice tremble. Julie’s eyes flashed.
 
    
 
   “Yes. And I want to hurt you more,” she whispered. Then she let the clamp close.
 
    
 
   Pain rushed through my tit, down from my nipple, through the fats and solids, deep into my chest. From there, all the laws of biology and physiology said that the pain should have gone up my spine and into my brain. But it didn’t. Because it went downward instead. For some insane, messed up, fucked up reason, it went to my pussy, did a few laps, went for a swim, and only then went up to my brain.
 
    
 
   I let out a groan. Oh my god.
 
    
 
   Julie took that as a sign to go ahead and clamp my other nipple and a moment later I was whimpering as the pain surged through my chest. Julie stared at me for a moment, then nodded at Kari.
 
    
 
   “She’s ready.”
 
    
 
   Kari stood up and came right up to me, her eyes cold and dangerous. She reached up and put a finger on the alligator clamp jiggling at the end of my heaving left tit as I struggled to remain calm. A shard of fresh agony speared me as she tapped the stupid little metal monster.
 
    
 
   “You have thirty minutes to get to the end of your rope,” Kari said. I ignored the way that sounded. “Julie will encourage you to move forward and I will attempt to stop you.”
 
    
 
   I looked up at her. “Stop me?” I gasped, my hips already rolling, the rope a light burn between my legs. “How?”
 
    
 
   Kari held up one of those damned zappers, a sort of female cattle prod. Without a word of warning she pressed it to my breast, just to the side of the clamp, and pressed the button. A sharp, electrical crack filled the air and there was a flash of light that accompanied a sliver of pain that exploded against my boob and made me jerk violently to the side. 
 
    
 
   “Holy Fuck!” I shouted, gritting my teeth and trying not to cry. My bottom lip trembled and I shook my head. “Please… Kari. Please don’t hurt me with that!”
 
    
 
   Julie put a hand on my shoulder. “She’s only allowed to do it thirty times Bre. And she’s already used one. So she’s only got twenty nine more. You can beat her.”
 
    
 
   I sniffed, feeling a tear run down my cheek. “And what will you be doing to me?” I asked. 
 
    
 
   Julie let out a deep breath, then turned. I watched her walk back to the cabinet and to my utter horror, she pulled out a cane. She brought it back to me and I felt her lay it across my rump, just above the rope, rubbing it across my buttocks.
 
    
 
   It was Kari who answered my question though.
 
    
 
   “Thirty strokes of course.” She gestured at the rope. “You may begin.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My chest heaved as I stared ahead. Thirty knots. Thirty minutes. Fifty feet. I could do this. This was nothing. At least, that’s what I told myself. I glanced back at Kari.
 
    
 
   “What happens if I finish within the time frame?” I asked hurriedly.  Kari smiled.
 
    
 
   “You will suffer slightly less.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “And if I take longer than thirty minutes?”
 
    
 
   Julie lifted the cane off my ass with a sudden movement and it landed again, hard, leaving a hard sting crossing my buttocks. I yelped and surged forward, dragging my poor pussy across the rope, almost all the way to the first knot. The rope sawed through me, abrading and scratching my stretched out petals, worse than any knotted rope walk I’d ever done before. It chaffed my perineum, the tender spot between my bottom and my pussy. And it scuffed my bottom, tearing at the cleft between each sweet cheek.
 
    
 
   “You will suffer slightly more,” Kari added.
 
    
 
   And so I began.
 
    
 
   I lifted myself up, going as high as possible on tiptoe, struggling to lift my pussy over the knot. To no avail. The rope was set too high, dipping down only because of my weight. The rope tore at my clitoris and when I got to the thick double knot, as large as a damned walnut, I had to struggle and push myself over it. It seemed to claw at my clit, fraying my skin as it was dragged down into my actual slit. The pink inner folds of my sex wrapped around it, turning dark pink as I pushed, whimpering with the pain. I felt it pop into my opening, one of the worst but also one of the best parts of walking the rope and for a moment I was literally fucking the knot, letting it dip into my hole as my hips worked back and forth. I took another mini-step and it was pulled free, shredding my perineum before rising into my ass, pressing against the little brown button of my back door. It excoriated my bottom before I was able to move again, feeling it push aside my buttocks and emerge from between my cheeks like a fucking egg.
 
    
 
   It felt like rug burn, from my clit to my ass. I was just about to take a step when Julie landed another blistering stroke across my bottom. I cried out, surging forward again, the rope grating through my pussy as I let bit my lip. Tears filled my eyes. I looked over at Kari, who just stood there, watching.
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you going to shock me now,” I demanded, half angry, half in pain, with a healthy dose of sexual agitation.
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t even reply. She just smiled. I rocked my hips and found the knot with my clit. I rubbed myself against it, humping the knot for all intents and purposes.
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s good. Fuck it,” Julie whispered. “Do the rope like it’s doing you!” 
 
    
 
   Had I not been in some intense agony, that was mixed with a sexual arousal so intense that I wasn’t sure if I wanted to fuck the rope or not, I would have looked at her with incredulity. “Do the rope like it's doing you?” Seriously? That’s encouragement? WTF?
 
    
 
   Whimpering, I moved forward and did the next knot. It tore through my groin, leaving me stinging and hot. Neither woman used their… uh… encouragements… on me and I waddled forward to the third knot.
 
    
 
   “Four minutes,” Kari said, glancing down at the small wristwatch she wore. “You’ll need to pick up the pace, kitten.”
 
    
 
   Julie swatted me with the cane again.
 
    
 
   “Oww!” I cried, twisting my head to look at the thin boned woman standing slightly to my rear. “Damn it! I’m moving as fast as I can!”
 
    
 
   Julie didn’t even blink. “I’m not so sure of that, and I want to win. I have a lot on the line. So move your cute little ass.”
 
    
 
   The next twenty-six minutes were the longest of my life. I’m not going to describe what it felt like going over each knot. I can’t. Besides, there are only so many adjectives I can use to explain the sensation of a rough strand of hemp being forced through my soft and delicate parts. Compared to other rope walks I’ve done, this was one of the toughest, and not just because Kari and Julie were fucking around with me. The clover clamps on my labia, stretching them out around the rope, exposed a hell of a lot more skin to the rope and the abrasive qualities of the hemp as it was tugged along my pussy tore at me with increasing pain. And Kari? Julie was down to only fifteen strokes when Kari raised her zapper. She pressed it against my loins, just an inch above and to the right of my clit, giving me a shock that made me literally jerk backward so that the knot in my ass scraped across my perineum and popped back into my pussy with a thunk that left me breathless. The next shock she delivered to me, somewhere around the eleventh knot, wasn’t even on my person. She touched the fucking alligator clamp on my left nipple. That hurt in ways I’m not even sure I can describe. Needless to say, despite Julie whacking away at my rump, leaving hard red welts across both cheeks, doing the thirty knots in thirty minutes was not in the cards. 
 
    
 
   Kari glanced down at her watch. I had six knots to go. Almost there. “Three minutes,” she said politely.
 
    
 
   My groin burned. Burned like it was on fire. My chest heaved with pain and strain and my nipples throbbed hard as my heart labored to shove blood through the crushed tips. Every knot was like a mountain and my clit had swollen and felt like it was ready to burst. Tears streamed down my face, but the most horrible part was that I was so aroused, so horny, so desperate for satisfaction that I was literally fucking every knot I hit with a passion, my hips grinding and slinging back and forth as I rubbed my clit against the abrasive, rasping bundle of hemp with an eagerness that defied explanation. 
 
    
 
   Kari bent down and while I was fucking the knot, pressed the damn zapper to the bottom of my foot, right in the center of the arch. I screamed and kicked forward, almost losing my balance and scooting backward. Julie answered with another swat of the cane to my ass and I drove forward, mashing my clit onto the knot again.
 
    
 
   Suddenly I realized that I was the loser here. Julie got to cane my ass. Kari could zap me. The way out was to hurry. To go as fast as I could. Sure, Kari might start zapping me, but not if I got to the end. A righteous fury surged through me and I practically kicked my way forward, shocking both dominatrixes. Gone was the care I might have taken not to damage myself. I yelled and rocked, hitting the next knot with speed and practically had it rip my clitoris right off. Kari’s eyes widened and the zapper hit my breast but I yelled and kept going. So she did it again, this time on my stomach. I made it to the next knot and she went after my breasts; two, three, and then four zaps. Pain exploded through me and I squeezed my eyes shut, jumping upward to get over the next knot.
 
    
 
   Then Kari pressed the zapper against my clit, at the one moment I was most vulnerable, when I raised up for the next kink in the rope. The sensation of the electricity frying my clitoris was too much and I let out a sob and stumbled back. Even before I’d gotten my balance, Kari shocked me there again. Julie kept me from falling. I burst into tears, pain racking my body, every part of me trembling. Kari backed away and smiled.
 
    
 
   Julie let out a sigh of resignation. “Come on Bre, when you’re ready.” She gave me a little push. Three more knots. Just three. I stumbled forward, pain lancing through my groin. “Come on. You’re almost there!” Julie encouraged. Another knot. She helped me over it. And then, finally, I was done.
 
    
 
   Julie released the ratchet and the ends of the rope fell. But the part between my legs? That stayed in place, stuck to my flesh. 
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs, Bre.” Julie bent down and pulled the rope out of my pussy and bottom and I whimpered. She pulled me aside. I hurt everywhere. Kari had moved over to the side of the room and was pulling one of the plush mats out. Julie led me over and then lowered me down. I collapsed, shuddering. Julie stood over me, glanced at Kari with a rueful smile, and began undressing. Kari smirked and crossed her arms, looking like a cat with a mouse under a paw. It didn’t take Julie long to disrobe and she kicked off her boots a moment later. Her jeans came off and then her panties. All of it was dumped in a pile off to the side and then she marched across the room, back to the supply cabinet. I twisted slightly, my nipples still throbbing from the alligator clamps on them, the weight of the clover clamps biting at my sex still terrible. I watched as she pulled out something long and wobbly, recognizing it only when she actually came back with it.
 
    
 
   Julie smiled as she knelt down next to me. “Spread your legs, Bre. I’m going to remove the clamps on your pussy.”
 
    
 
   My lip trembled but I did as she asked, opening up slowly. Julie let out a hiss as she looked down at the damage done to me, but evidently it wasn’t too bad because she reached down. I actually cried out as she released the first clamp, and I put a knuckle in my mouth as she freed the other side of my pussy. It hurt and I knew I’d have some impressive bruises. The inside of my petals were all dark pink and scratched and my clit was swollen to twice its normal size. 
 
    
 
   “Julie?” I begged. “Can you take off the alligator clamps?”
 
    
 
   She looked up at my breasts, but her face clouded over. “Not yet, Bre. Soon though.” Then she picked up the Jelly Dong, a gift from Master Fred, and without another word, jammed it hard and deep and very fast into my vagina.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t exactly ready for it. Oh sure, I was wet. I was aroused. I was painfully accepting. But the jelly dong is eighteen inches long and it sank in and hit my cervix with a thud. I cried out, twitching as Julie began pumping it violently inside me, fucking me brutally with the damn thing.
 
    
 
   “This is from Master Fred,” Julie said, pounding me fast and hard. I cried out, my back arching up as Julie basically hit me between the legs, the fact that her fist held a massive dildo almost immaterial. Then she stopped. I gaped, groaning.
 
    
 
   “Thirty thrusts,” she said. Then she arched up, lifted one leg slightly, and drove the other end of the double dildo into her own sopping wet pussy. She swung her leg around and pushed it under me. I moaned as she leaned back, her hips pumping and I felt the petals of her sex touch mine. I was sore, but for a moment I didn’t care. The jelly dong moved inside me, reacting to Julie’s increasing pitch. I felt myself sigh and settle back, waves of pleasure mixing with the pain of the alligator clamps on my nipples. Slowly but surely it moved me, the steady pressure, the undulating movements of Julie’s thrusts, even the look of rapture on her face as we moved together, our loins pumping between us. I felt her hand on my ankle and grabbed the bondage cuff and pulled my leg out toward her. It increased the pressure and I moaned as the slippery wetness between my legs spread across Julie’s mons. 
 
    
 
   Julie’s eyes closed and she rocked back, the bliss written plainly across her face as she herself was fucked while fucking me. I was kind of surprised. Both of us had cum after the breast slapping greeting that morning, lost in the sweetness. Was she really going to cum again? Was I? I trembled with need, my toes curling.
 
    
 
   A hand came down on her shoulder. “Jules. She’s about to cum,” Kari warned. Julie looked down at me and grimaced, but pulled back suddenly. The jelly dong came out of her and she quickly bent down, grabbed it before it slid out of me, and bent it in half.
 
    
 
   I realized what she intended just a moment too late. “Wait!” I said, lurching up, right before she pushed.
 
    
 
   The jelly dong, slick with her juices, slid into my ass before I could even tighten up and I groaned as she pushed. My first instinct was to squeeze myself tight, but I fought that back as Julie worked more of the damn dildo in, holding it with both hands, one on the curve to keep it from coming out of my pussy. My heels thumped on the mat as she began working first one end, then other and I quivered, rocking even closer to orgasm. Julie twisted, putting her face right next to my groin and I felt her tongue come out and she began lapping at my clit. Kari stood right above us, watching with her mouth half open, her breath rapid. She had something that flashed metallic in her hand.
 
    
 
   “Yes. Almost there,” she whispered.
 
    
 
   An expression crossed my face, one of agony and ecstasy, of pleasure and pain and I couldn’t take any more. I was too tender, too aroused, too everything. Having the jelly dong in both holes, getting pumped and fucked at the same time was too much. I reached down, even as I threw my head back. I was going to cum.
 
    
 
   “Now,” Kari said. Julie yanked the jelly dong out of me and Kari bent down. Before I could even see it coming her fingers spread my folds and the jumbo alligator clamp latched onto my clit. The combination of the sudden emptiness mixed with the pain and I let out a cry that filled the entire space and would have woken the neighbors had there been any. My entire body shook as the pain ruined the orgasm I was just about to have.
 
    
 
   Kari sighed. “Perfect timing.” Julie looked up at her, a self-satisfied smirk on her face. Kari nodded. “You did much better than I would have,” she said simply. “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   Julie sighed and climbed to her feet. “Yeah, except for one thing,” she said as she looked down at me. I’d curled up into a tight ball, knees to my chest, hugging myself as the pain and lost orgasm overwhelmed me.
 
    
 
   “And what’s that?” Kari asked curiously.
 
    
 
   Julie sighed and gestured downward, her naked body beautiful in the light, her pussy wet and slippery. “I’m horny again.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   I was distinctly uncomfortable as Kari unlocked the door to the office. It was around nine-thirty and the lights were all still off as we went in. But what actually concerned me was the temperature. It was warm in the office. Too warm for a coat.
 
    
 
   “Um,” I said as Kari walked down that hall, flipping on the lights.
 
    
 
   She glanced back at me. “Yes?”
 
    
 
   I gestured at the desk. “Um, I’m not actually dressed to work the front desk today,” I said with my lip caught between my teeth. “And it's too warm in here to wear the coat.” 
 
    
 
   Kari looked as if she were thinking about it, but I knew it was a ruse. She already knew exactly what she wanted me to do. She just hadn’t told me. 
 
    
 
   “You can work in the conference room,” she told me. “The Wi-Fi is actually stronger there anyway and I’ll handle anyone coming in.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Well, that was better than the alternative. I took a deep breath and immediately regretted it as the pain of the alligator clamps chewing on my nipples throbbed in a rush of remembered agony. Grimacing I bent over and opened the desk drawer and drew my laptop computer out as well as the mouse and keyboard. Gingerly I tucked them up under my arm and carried them down the hall and turned right. Two more doors down was the conference room and I went in, setting up my system at the end of the table.
 
    
 
   Then I took my coat off.
 
    
 
   I’d been a bit disgruntled that morning when Julie had insisted that I wear nothing but my panties, the Monster Vibrator, my stripper heels, and my coat, but I thought that meant that she or Kari would be providing me something later, not having me go the route of street flasher. I looked down at myself. My thong panties were back on, covering my loins and keeping the Monster Vibe buried deep inside me. It was off though, which was just a touch disconcerting. I wanted it on. I needed to cum. So I figure that leaving it off was part of the punishment. Or torture. Or whatever the two of them were doing to me. 
 
    
 
   The alligator clamp on my clit ached abominably, but oddly enough - not as much as the pair that were still clinging to my breasts. Maybe it was the piercings, but my breasts just hurt. I tried to ignore it though and plugged in my computer. Sitting down helped too and for a moment I put my head down on my forearms, trying to work beyond the acute discomfort that affected me so badly.
 
    
 
   “You can take the alligator clamps off your tits now,” Kari said over my shoulder. I lifted my head and turned to see her standing there.
 
    
 
   “Really?” I asked. She nodded and sat down, putting a bright pink vibrator on the table. One I’d never seen before. It had… bristles.
 
    
 
   “Yes. Really.”
 
    
 
   With my eyes locked on the new toy I reached up and took the damned clamps off my tits with a small cry of relief. It hurt even worse for a moment, but I endured it, my face twisted up with the pain until the throbbing evened out into something a little less destructive. I tossed the metal clamps on the table, just a bit to the side of the vibrator.
 
    
 
   “You can remove the other one too.”
 
    
 
   Now that made me blink, taking my mind off the new toy. “The jumbo alligator clamp? Really?”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Yes. Of course really.”
 
    
 
   My hand was already digging into my panties when I glanced back up at her, a suspicious look on my face. “What’s the catch?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged. “No catch, though your task for the top of this hour is to masturbate.”
 
    
 
   I barked out a laugh. “You’re kidding me. You’re going to let me cum?” My fingers found the clamp and I pinched it loose, the pain hitting me hard enough to make me suck in another breath of air. I closed my eyes for a moment too.
 
    
 
   “You misheard me. I said you are to masturbate. For five minutes, without stopping.” She patted the new toy. “With this. The spikes are made of firm gel.”
 
    
 
   I tossed the jumbo alligator up on the table with the other clamps and sighed in relief, but then the reality of her statement hit me. “Five minutes?” I said with concern. “I’m all tender. That thing looks like it will hurt going in.”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “Yes. That’s the point. Make sure every time you pump you pull it all the way out.”
 
    
 
   I picked it up. It was much thicker than the monster vibe and the gel sheath around the vibrator was stretched tight enough that every little spike stood straight out with little hard tips. I shook my head. “Even with this I’ll cum long before I reach five minutes,” I declared. 
 
    
 
   Kari nodded. “Which is why you aren’t allowed to cum.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, holding the vibrator. “Excuse me?” I said, sitting up a bit straighter.
 
    
 
   “You aren’t allowed to cum,” Kari reiterated for the exceptionally slow.
 
    
 
   I stared at her. “Kari, do you even have an idea of my state of… of…”
 
    
 
   “Need?” She finished for me. “I’m aware of the fact that you’re on edge and that any sustained sexual stimulation will likely result in an orgasmic event. In fact, I’m counting on it.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed and wiggled the spiked dildo. “But… what if I cum?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She leaned forward and I saw the sparkle of desire in her eye. “Then I will punish you. Enthusiastically.” We looked at each other for a long moment and then she stood.
 
    
 
   “You will remove your panties and the Monster Vibrator. Please don’t forget to clean it properly. You will then spread your legs as wide as you possibly can, and I will come back when your time is up.” She turned and headed for the door, but then paused, looking back at me. “And Breanne, please… go ahead and orgasm. I’d love to punish you on your sexual birthday celebration.”
 
    
 
   I bit my bottom lip as she disappeared, but stood up anyway. I hooked my thumbs into my thong, dragging it down and catching the Monster Vibe on its way out. I kicked a little, and even pulled one foot out of the stripper shoe, in order to get my panties off. Then I sat back down, one hand on the Monster Vibe. I stuck it in my mouth, savoring the flavors of my own arousal even as I leaned forward and grabbed the spiked vibrator off the table. I sat back and put both feet up on the table edge, wide apart. Then, as delicately as possible, I pressed the spiked phallus to the swollen, tender, torn up mess that was my pussy.
 
    
 
   In sexual circles there is an act called edging where you deliberately excite yourself to a point where orgasm is imminent, only to hold back at the last moment, denying yourself relief. It’s called edging and Kari had specifically said I wasn’t to do that. I hadn’t ever realized it, but masturbating toward a known edge and masturbating toward an orgasm is a very different thing. You know, in your heart, whether you can go all out or are going to have to hold it in. Kari’s instruction opened that flood gate and so I jammed the spiked dildo into myself like it didn’t matter, even though it did. I went with what felt good, deciding that if Kari wanted to punish me then who was I to take that pleasure away from her? I started off slow and picked up speed, pumping the pin covered cock into my wet socket with appreciable speed and force. The gel spikes pressed against me, but only really hurt when they touched my tenderized labia. I tried to do as Kari said; the long full thrusts, pulling the vibrator out completely, but I’d turned it on to medium and my insides demanded full depth and not much in and out. I wanted to squeeze it and my hips rolled with a grinding sided to side motion that would have swung a hula hoop if I’d had one. My pussy was incredibly sore and my petals stung if my fingers touched them, but it still didn’t matter. I was a fucking machine. Worse, I needed to cum. I wanted to cum. Punishment be damned. And for one blessed moment, the spikes didn’t just feel arousing. They felt good.
 
    
 
   I cried out vocally, wildly even, so that even down the hall Kari would know as I slumped in my seat, chest heaving in delight, my eyes clouded and dazed as I smiled in exquisite bliss. The vibrator purred inside me and I didn’t care how many more minutes she left me here. I shuddered once and kept my hand on the vibrator, moving it gently in and out an inch or so with every thrust.
 
    
 
   Kari came back in not thirty seconds later. I felt her hand on my shoulder.  “Feel better?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I smiled, though some might have called it a smirk. I just sat there and continued moving the spiked vibrator an inch in, then back out, reveling in the sensation.
 
    
 
   Kari took her hand off my shoulder and I felt her moving around me. Then her hand went between my legs and she pulled the vibrator away from me. That’s when I opened my eyes. She was holding something round and I realized it was another one of her vibrator toys. 
 
    
 
   She gave me a warm grin and patted my outstretched thighs. “Do me a favor. Put your legs through the armrests.”
 
    
 
   I blinked and glanced at the chair I was sitting in. Like my office chair at home, this one had large armrests that formed a roughly trapezoidal loop. Putting my legs through them would force me to spread my thighs to the maximum, almost as if I were doing the splits, and would make it impossible to close them quickly. I looked back up at Kari and then nodded.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t easy, mostly because I’m not a limber little sixteen year old who can be bent into the shape of a pretzel, fucked for hours in every hole, and then bounce back like a young sapling. I had to stand, twist, take off my high heels, then put one leg through the armrest on the right side of the chair, followed by sitting down, then folding my left leg and twisting it outward to jab it through the other side. But I managed. Fortunately Kari’s conference room chairs are much wider than the one I have in my bedroom.
 
    
 
   The moment my legs were stretched open and held there by the armrests, Kari put her hand on my chewed up sex. The vibro… whatever it was… was already rumbling softly and she pushed it gently into me, pressing it past the scratched and still tender petals, letting it sink into my swamp with just a little pressure from her thumb. I can’t even begin to tell you how could that felt and frankly, I couldn’t believe that this was the punishment for cumming! More sweet stimulation? Was I going to be allowed another orgasm?
 
    
 
   Kari ran her hands up my body, over my breasts and to my hands. She lifted them up above my head and then behind the headrest. “Hold them there,” she told me and I did, closing my eyes as I felt my body being stretched. It felt amazing, especially in my thighs, where my muscles were rippling with sexual tension, interacting with the slowly vibrating egg inside me. I felt steel against my wrists after a moment and then I heard the tell-tale clicking of a pair of handcuffs.
 
    
 
   I pulled and found that Kari had linked the cuffs to the chair itself and that there was nothing I could do. I wasn’t about to be able to get my legs out of the armrests with my hands cuffed to the top of the chair. Kari came back around to me and when she picked up the jumbo alligator clamp off the table, my eyes widened as every last ounce of rebellion faded to nothing.
 
    
 
   “In a moment I will release your hands. You will not remove the clamps. What you will do is begin writing up your day. I expect a blog post by Saturday. I want a clear, detailed description of how we’ve abused you today. And just to make sure you work diligently, you will wear this clamp until you’ve written an entire page.” She leaned down over my outstretched leg and affixed the clamp to my clit, pushing her fingers into my petals, opening me up. My foot kicked and my legs tried to close but the chair I was bound to was stronger than I was. The shocked gasp I let out quickly changed to a whine of pain as she straightened, only to pick up one of the small alligator clamps and hold it up.
 
    
 
   “And this one can come off after page two.”  
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “Please Kari! I’ve already worn those for…” The clamp closed on my left nipple, right behind the piercing. I grit my teeth and winced, pain rushing up through my tit.
 
    
 
   “This clamp can come off when you’ve written a full three pages.” She attached the last alligator clamp to my right breast, behind the piercing and padlock. Then she set my laptop computer in front of me, brought up my word program, and then pushed my chair forward until my stretched torso was touching the edge of the desk. She moved behind me and I felt the cuffs being unlocked, one side at a time. Then Kari left the room.
 
    
 
   I rubbed my wrists and cupped my breast. How the hell was I supposed to write like that? My nipples throbbed and the pain between my legs was… tolerable I guess. The vibrating egg was going and I felt a thin film of renewed sexual need. But certainly not enough to cum. Not by a long shot! I took a deep breath, immediately regretted it, and then... I started typing.
 
    
 
   You’ve already read the first sentence.
 
    
 
   I admit, I did get into it. It was a trial, but the fact that my clit was hurting actually made it a bit easier to write parts. And when Kari came back into the conference room forty five minutes later, I was only wearing one clamp; the one on my right nipple.
 
    
 
   “My, my, my,” she said pleasantly, glancing down at me and then at the computer screen. “Aren’t you being prolific?” 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I looked up at her, fully aware that we’d reached the top of another hour. That meant another torment. And I just wanted the alligator clamp off. She put her hand on my chest, just by my throat, and ran her finger down to my right breast. It was definitely a caress, but she found the alligator clamp, flicked it once to make me gasp, tears filling my eyes, and then removed it. I cried out, blood rushing back into my nipple, and she bent down and suckled the tip of my breast, the padlock hanging out of her mouth. It felt awful and good, all at the same time. Then she came up and tossed the alligator onto the table next to the other two I’d taken off during my writing. 
 
    
 
   “Now,” Kari said softly. “It’s time for some more torture. Hands up again.” I sighed and lifted my hands, only to be rewarded with the same sensation of steel surrounding each wrist. A second later I couldn’t bring my arms down, the handcuffs once more firmly locking me to the chair. She came out from behind me and picked up the spiked vibrator from where it sat on the table. She twisted the base so that it rumbled to life. I still had the vibrating egg inside me as well and she smiled as she brought the spiked phallus down to my clit. I sucked in a sharp breath as the little spikes touched me, only to fold as she pressed harder. I tried, very hard, to close my legs, despite the fact that the chair’s armrests had me spread open like a damned buffet table.
 
    
 
   “Five minutes of direct, intense, prickly sensation,” Kari whispered, rolling the tip of the vibrator across my swollen clit. I could feel the little pinpricks of the spikes, even if they were made mostly of gel. It was a very direct sort of feeling. She moved the vibrator around in a circle and I let out a soft cry, waves of pleasure bursting between my legs, even as I strained to close them, the chair creaking.
 
    
 
   “Kari, I’m not sure I can handle five minutes!” I said in a whimper.
 
    
 
   She laughed. “I know. Don’t cum anyway.”
 
    
 
   I looked up at her, eyes widening in alarm. “You’ve left me buzzing for forty minutes, with clamps on. I’m all keyed up! And you think I’ll be able to hold back?”
 
    
 
   She shook her head, the corners of her mouth turning up as she rolled the vibrator over and around my clit. It was almost more than I could take. “Of course not. I totally expect you to cum again. Despite me telling you not to,” she said mischievously.
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “And what’s the punishment for cumming again?” It sort of blurred into a moan as she continued to stimulate just my clit and my pussy tightened rhythmically around the vibrating egg. The sexual pressure was building exponentially and I sort of felt like I’d swallowed a live grenade and was just waiting for it to go off between my legs. Kari continued the vibrational massage of my clit while looking thoughtful.
 
    
 
   “I’m thinking rubber bands,” she said with a hint of indecision. “I’ve got this urge to snap them against the soles of your feet, and maybe your cute nipples too.” She leaned forward. “And definitely against your clit.”
 
    
 
   I gulped, my pussy tightening around the egg even as my clitoris reported a flurry of mixed sensations, some of them not so good, right at the source. But that was the point, wasn’t it? I was sensitized, swollen, sore, tender, and my clit had been literally abraded with what amounted to a sexual rug burn. So while yes, waves of pleasure were streaming up from my lower half, the icing on that cake was pure, unadulterated ouch.
 
    
 
   My toes curled and I strained against the chair, shaking as Kari worked her magic on me. With my hands cuffed behind my head to the chair back, and my legs forced wide apart, there wasn’t much I could do. I could scoot back, but that would be it and it wouldn’t protect my clitoris from Kari anyway. So I instead I focused on gritting my teeth, crooning as alternating waves of pleasure and discomfort rocked me, and then along the midway point, my attention turned toward not cumming.
 
    
 
   That was the hard part. Because Kari was really, really trying to make me cum.
 
    
 
   “My goodness,” she said darkly, pressing the spikes harder into me, making me cry out with a half choked sob. “Do we need an extra minute?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I was panting with strain and I could feel the perspiration beading on my forehead. “Please Kari!” I gasped. “Please… not another minute!” I couldn’t hold still. My hips were pumping frantically and the tips of my breasts tingled. My clit felt hot and raw and wonderful, all at the same time. 
 
    
 
   She put her lips against my ear. “But what if I want another minute?” She purred. “Would you be willing to give me that? Another minute of your torment? Would you risk punishment, just to give me that one last minute?”
 
    
 
   The words were different, but I knew what she was asking me. “Do you love me?”
 
    
 
   “God yes!” I cried out, shaking hard. I felt like I was about to rupture, the tension and pressure inside me winding tight until it felt like I was about to shatter. She reached up and began running her fingers lightly over my right nipple and that was the straw, the single thing that broke me. I couldn’t take it. Not after what she’d done to me. I threw my head back and let out a wild cry as the orgasm came bubbling out of me in a rush. Every part of me strained to open and the chair actually creaked as I struggled against it. Kari didn’t even pull the vibrator away from my clit as I came, and her hand caught a bit of the spurt as I came, again, exploding wetly in the chair. As I groaned and slumped, she turned off the spiked vibrator and set it back down on the table. She patted my leg and stood.
 
    
 
   “I’ll go get the rubber bands.”
 
    
 
   She left me. With the damned egg still purring inside me.
 
    
 
   She was back in less than thirty seconds and she dumped a handful of different sized elastic bands on the table. There were even some unusually small ones. Those definitely concerned me.
 
    
 
   Kari picked up one of the little ones, a tiny band just barely big enough to slide down her pinkie. She stretched it a little, and then without even a word of warning she slipped it over the hoop piercing of my left breast and let the rubber band snap back to its regular size on the other side. Except, you know, my actual nipple was in the way. I groaned as it tightened around the sensitive nub that had been crushed in an alligator clamp for much of the last hour, but it didn’t really hurt. It was just, tight. Then she did the same with the other breast, though she had to use a slightly larger rubber band to get over the padlock. Still, it wasn’t comfortable. Then she used two of the largest, thickest bands and wrapped them around each breast, turning my boobs into taut balloons of ache. 
 
    
 
   “Now for your feet,” she said. “This is where I get to have my fun.”
 
    
 
   She reached down and grabbed my right foot, bending my knee. She was sitting in one of the other chairs and scooted behind me, grabbing a thin rubber band at the same time. In seconds she had it over my toes and then down around my arch. Then she repeated the process on my other foot and I twitched in expectation as she leaned around the chair, my left foot now held tightly in her hand.
 
    
 
   “I think thirty snaps would be appropriate, yes?” 
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Wait. Thirty snaps… to each foot?”
 
    
 
   Kari said nothing, but her nails grabbed the elastic, pulled it upward, three inches away from the soft, delicate arch of my sole, and then let go. How’s that for an answer? She only did it five times, but on the fifth my foot was twitching hard and the fragile expanse of skin along my instep burned with a hard sting. Then she swung her chair to the other side of my body, ignored the fact that I tried to kick away from her, grabbed my ankle and without a word began snapping my right foot hard. Same spot. 
 
    
 
   “That’s just wrong,” I panted as she finally let me go. She scooted back around to my front and picked up another of the thin rubber bands. 
 
    
 
   “No,” she said patiently, with a smile on her face. “This is wrong.” And she stretched the rubber band between her thumb and forefinger, pulled the center bit back, and then quickly put both hands between my legs.
 
    
 
   Before I could even move she let go and the doubled up rubber snapped forward and struck me right on the clit. It stung, like a blow of the leather sap and I let out a mewling screech as the pain slashed across me. Kari moved like lightning though and pulled the rubber back a second time, though she brought her hands up to my right breast. Once more she let it go, like a slingshot, the elastic snapping hard against my nipple. I jerked, crying out again and still she moved to the other breast, leaving another little light red line across the tip of my tit.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t sure if I should cry, scream, or just curse.
 
    
 
   She dropped the rubber band on the table with the others then disappeared from view, catching up my right foot in the process. I felt her nails scoop up the rubber band still stretched across my sole.
 
    
 
   Oh my fucking God.
 
    
 
   As far as punishments went, that was one of the more brutal I’ve endured. She did it by fives. Five snaps on one foot, switch to the other foot, then come back around to my front for a single snap against my clit and each breast. She got my front six times and each one just accentuated the fact that my clit had been the center point for some serious sexual desecration and my nipples had suffered almost as bad. My feet burned, the center arch of each foot hot pink from the hard snaps. It took almost fifteen minutes and by the time she was done I just wanted off the damn chair and for her to stop.
 
    
 
   I hurt.
 
    
 
   Kari finished with my clit last, leaving the final snap for that point and I screeched as the rubber impacted hard against the top of my slit. I was shaking and the second the elastic slammed back into me my feet kicked hard and I let out a sob that made the tears already streaming down my cheeks look silly. Kari sat back and then fished in her pocket. She pulled out a controller and the damn egg inside me picked up speed. Like I needed that. 
 
    
 
   “You will remain in that position, with your legs spread and held open, though I will free your hands so you may continue writing.” She moved behind me and the handcuffs came loose a moment later. Kari came back around and bent over me, her long blond hair spilling down upon my chest. She took off the rubber bands, both the ones on my nipples and the ones around the base. “No clamps, sweetheart. Just the egg. And don’t cum again or I’ll have to give you another thirty snaps.” Then she gave me a wet, sweet kiss even as her hand traced tiny circles over each nipple. She rose like an angel and left me to my own devices.
 
    
 
   And by devices, she meant the computer and the vibrating egg buzzing inside me. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ******
 
    
 
   One of the things that makes my writing so vivid is the fact that I tend to do when sexually charged, so stuck in that chair with my legs spread, still stuffed with the vibrating egg, despite the umpteenth orgasm inflicted upon my person, made for some thrilling erotica. I got lost in it. I also admit that when I’m naked and writing erotica, I tend to have wandering hands and after a page or so there was an embarrassing sheen to the keyboard of my computer. Totally redefines “wet spot”, doesn’t it? Still, I moved forward, my bare feet swinging on either side of the chair until Kari came back into the room. 
 
    
 
   “Hello, kitten. How’s it going?”
 
    
 
   I looked up and took stock. I didn’t hurt as bad as I felt I should have. In fact, I felt pretty good. Except for a lingering tenderness around a certain bundle of nerves at the top of my clit, I felt charged. And full. Oh. Right.
 
    
 
   “Kari?” I asked timidly. “Can I use the restroom?”
 
    
 
   She smiled and nodded. “Absolutely.” Slowly I pulled my right leg out of the chair’s armrest, almost having to fall over to do it. Eventually I was successful in extracting myself and my legs aches as I finally brought them back together. I grabbed my coat, since it was the only clothes I had besides the thong I’d worn that morning, wrapping it across my shoulders and hurried off. I didn’t bother with shoes. Now that I was standing, the snaps Kari had left on the soles of my feet ached enough that the thought of actually putting on my stripper shoes seemed repugnant. So I hurried across the floor of the lobby barefoot and looking like a stripper, feeling the vibrating egg inside my slit still buzzing merrily away.
 
    
 
   When I got back from the bathroom Kari was waiting for me. She’d obviously spent the time setting up the new tableau. Her yoga tack mat was out, resting on the mahogany conference table, pin side up, and next to it was sitting a thick wooden paddle. She’d also moved my jumbo alligator clamp, the one she’d attached to my clit that morning and now it sported an attachment; one of the vibrator clamps, which was nothing more than a thin bullet that had now been attached to the alligator. I froze in the doorway, my hands coming up to the front of my coat, squeezing it tight.
 
    
 
   “Take that off. I want to see your body,” Kari ordered, gesturing at my coat.
 
    
 
   Taking a deep breath, I shrugged out of the coat, letting it fall onto one of the chairs. I glanced down at the table, my nipples hardening. The last time she’d had her stupid little yoga mat out I’d been asked to lay my tits on it. I suddenly had a very bad feeling. My pussy tightened around the egg and I looked up at her.
 
    
 
   “Bend over the table,” she ordered. “You know where your breasts are supposed to go.”
 
    
 
   I took a few steps forward and bent over at the waist. She’d positioned the mat perfectly so that the distance between the hard edge of the table and the mat were exactly right, so that when I laid myself out, my boobs were centered perfectly. I grimaced as the prickly spikes began digging into my breasts and I almost lifted up to readjust because one had caught me straight on one of my nipples, when Kari put her hand on my back, right between the shoulder blades, and pushed.
 
    
 
   Down.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs and don’t move,” she warned me. I crooned out some sort of pained response which she took for acquiescence, but honestly, I just wanted up so I could reposition my breasts. The pin going right into the tip was agonizing. Still, I widened my stance, only to feel her foot against my heel.
 
    
 
   “Wider!” Kari barked, forcing my legs open even more. This put more of my weight on my bosom. I felt her hand loosen on my back and I rose up, shifting slightly, just enough to tolerate the spikes. Soon enough my hips were resting on the table and Kari picked up the jumbo alligator clamp and knelt, her left hand on my buttocks as she reached between my legs.
 
    
 
   “This might hurt a little,” she warned me. I nodded, bracing myself, but honestly, there really isn’t anything you can do to prepare when you know someone is about to clamp your clit with an alligator clamp. Sure enough I felt the teeth graze me as her fingers pushed into my slit, opening up my labia. Her nail teased me enough that I gasped, and my swollen, scratched, chaffed clitoris became an easy target. She caught the hood and clit in a single pinch and then I cried out as the teeth sank painfully into one of the most sensitive spots on my body. My entire back end shook for a moment, and then Kari switched on the dangling vibrator.
 
    
 
   Sometimes it is difficult to actually describe what something feels like because there just aren’t many times when we, in general, feel something similar. For example, if you’re a man reading this, trying to understand or internalize what it might feel like to experience both pain and pleasure at the same time might be tough. I’ve been told that a hand job, inexpertly done, where the girl focuses solely on the edges of the tip, might be a decent analogy to what I was feeling. And if you are a woman who hasn’t quite gotten to my level of stupidity (good for you by the way), then you might also wonder what exactly that felt like. I’m not even sure how to explain it. It’s worse than futzing with a canker sore with your tongue, that’s for damn sure.
 
    
 
   But even as my clit throbbed with pain, the vibrations coming up from the dangling vibrator and the ones emerging from inside my pussy via the egg, were so intense that I couldn’t help but get aroused. And I was already soaked. My hips were grinding against the table and I could once more feel the pressure building inside me. The little dangling thing hanging off my clit began swaying, which only exacerbated the pain. Which in a masochist like me, exacerbated the pleasure. What can I say? I’m broke up in the head.
 
    
 
   That’s when Kari hit me with the paddle. I’d been just a bit focused on what was going on between my legs to notice her rising up, picking up the wooden board, or even getting into position. My ass was still tender from the caning Julie had given it that morning, though in hindsight I doubt that Julie hit me all that hard. It had just felt like it. That’s the nice thing about BDSM. It doesn’t take a lot to hurt someone and you can generally do it with just a little bit of force without actually destroying someone’s rump. 
 
    
 
   Honestly, Kari wasn’t spanking me with much force either. Sure, they still stung like the dickens, but while they ended up leaving my butt a healthy shade of red, there weren’t any blisters. Kari was good about changing the target area up as well, striking me firmly across the cheeks, then catching me from below, almost on my thighs. I bounced on my toes, the pink lines of where she’d snapped the rubber bands across the arches of each foot completely visible. I’d put my hands down on the table and had taken some of the weight off my upper body, just to cut down on the ache of the yoga mat pins digging into my breasts. But what I couldn’t do was stop my body from swaying forward and back with each blow of Kari’s paddle. Newton’s laws were certainly in play and as the kinetic energy of Kari’s stroke translated the energy of her swing into movement, the energy forced me forward. This in turn went straight down to the alligator clamp, attached to my clit, and then even further down, to the vibrator that swung back and forth with each spank, right between my thighs. 
 
    
 
   That, my friends, was the true torment. 
 
    
 
   My body rocked with the blows but the paddle didn’t hurt half as much as that alligator clamp swinging on my clit, the added vibrator just making the whole thing worse. I couldn’t tell if it was turning me on or making me cry. Or both. Probably both. Half of me wanted Kari to flip me over and twist and pull on the clamp, the other half wanted her to remove the damn thing and suck my clit into her mouth, biting at me until I was screaming in release. It made the whole concept of agony and ecstasy easy to understand. 
 
    
 
   I lost count of the strokes I got, but I’m pretty damn sure there were thirty of them. Kari laid down the paddle and ran her hands over my scorched buttocks, which just continued the rocking motion as she pushed on my ass.
 
    
 
   “Do you feel it?” She said to me, dragging her nails over my ass. Her voice had a peculiar tension in it, as if she were close to orgasm.
 
    
 
   I had trouble forming thoughts. “F-f-feel what?” I gasped. I could feel so much; the tension in my thighs as my spread legs struggled to keep my bottom up, the stress in both feet, the pain in the arches from where she’d stung me earlier. I could feel the thick plastic pins of the underside of the yoga mat pushing hard into my breasts. I could feel her fingers rubbing me, the touch itself hurting, but the movement a caress. The egg was still in me as well, shaking and trembling, pushing me toward orgasm. And most of all, I could feel the alligator clamp chewing on my clit, the heavy vibrator hanging from it, swinging and purring back and forth, sending waves of agonizing sensation through my entire body. 
 
    
 
   “Does it make you want to cum?” She asked, her hands roaming over my backside, even going between my buttocks.
 
    
 
   I shook my head, my red locks flying. “No. I want you to take it off. Please!” 
 
    
 
   Kari reached down between my legs and I felt the weight lift. I gasped in relief, especially when the vibrator stopped. Then a sharp pain followed and I knew she’d removed the alligator clamp. She put it on the table and went over to the bar cabinets. She came back with lotion and she applied a generous amount to my bottom, rubbing me softly, then pushing up my back, giving me something of a massage.
 
    
 
   That mashed my breasts into the pins of the yoga mat again. Ouch.
 
    
 
   “Kari!” I groaned. “The mat!” 
 
    
 
   She let out a laugh. “Oh yes. Well, if you feel up to continuing…” she said, her voice trailing off. She pat me lightly on the rump and stepped back. “You may stand.”
 
    
 
   Slowly I lifted myself up and was unsurprised to see that the yoga mat came with me, some of the pins so deeply pushed into my tits that my skin had tightened around them. Kari reached out and pulled it free, her eyes bright at the plethora of red spots that dotted my bosom. I looked down. None of them were bleeding thank God. But I was going to have issues if anyone saw my boobs again for the next day or so. I looked up at her. She was grinning and from the sparkle in her eye, I was beginning to wonder just how far she intended to push me.
 
    
 
   “Lunch will be here soon,” she said. “I’ll bring it back to you when it arrives. Or maybe I’ll have the delivery guy do it.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and she laughed. Then she pointed at the computer. “Now sit down and keep writing.”
 
    
 
   *******
 
    
 
   I sat down and began working, glad that Kari had decided to give my poor legs a little break. My thighs ached from being locked open in the armrests of my chair. Kari had left almost immediately, most likely to arrange our lunch, or maybe get some actual work done. I don’t know. Twenty minutes later though I was aching again and I actually got up and just stood for a while, half bent over my computer as I struggled to concentrate. It was ten minutes later when I heard the chime of the front door opening and the soft conversation of my employer speaking with the delivery guy. I glanced over at my coat, contemplating putting it on, thus covering myself on the off chance she marched the guy into the back room, but before I could even act on that Kari brought in our lunch, alone. She put one of my favorite dishes down on the table and pushed it over to me. I opened the plastic cover and hummed. I love good food. On the flip side, I was starting to put on some weight. I needed to tell Kari to cut out the pasta and start in on the salads or I’d be a very pudgy nympho humiliation pain slut soon enough.
 
    
 
   “Had enough yet?” She asked me, sitting down in the chair next to me, pulling her own plate over. I looked up at her.
 
    
 
   “Enough of what?” I asked tentatively, wondering if this were a trick question.
 
    
 
   She shrugged. “Torment. It’s only noon. Technically I’ve got three more tortures to do to you.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard, and I didn’t even have any pasta in my mouth. Or cock. Or…
 
    
 
   “So,” I finally asked, a slightly flippant tone in my voice. “What’s next? Thumbscrews? The punishment frame? Or maybe the next time I need to use the restroom I have to go in the men’s side with my coat open?”
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes widened at that thought and I silently cursed. Damn my mouth.
 
    
 
   “It’s a good suggestion. But not quite appropriate for today. You’ll scare someone.” Her eyes went to my breasts. “They’ll wonder why your breasts are polka dotted and frankly your slit is so beaten that it might turn off some guys.”
 
    
 
   I snorted. “Whose fault is that?” I muttered.
 
    
 
   She laughed. “True enough. But all of today has been Master Fred. He’s the one who came up with the hourly torments.”  She gave me a sheepish grin. “Though admittedly, I’m the one who decided how to punish you for accidentally cumming.” She put another forkful of pasta in her mouth and then looked at me thoughtfully. A moment later she asked, “Are you close to cumming?” I could see the hope in her eyes.
 
    
 
   “Not yet,” I replied coolly, despite the fact that I wasn’t quite as far away from another orgasm as I might have seemed. The pressure was there, though not so much that I couldn’t handle it. But give me another forty minutes and I might not have been so blasé. She shrugged, making it clear she could wait. 
 
    
 
   “Well, your next torment should be enough to drive you over the edge,” she said with a shrug. “Master Fred would like you to hold a vibrator against your clit, on low, for an entire fifteen minutes.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Fifteen minutes!” I gasped. “I can’t take a vibe for fifteen minutes. Not like this! And especially not on my clit!” I looked down between my legs, spreading my thighs a bit. My clitoris was bright red and swollen to twice its size. I could feel it throbbing even without a damn clamp on it. 
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged. “That’s not my problem. It’s yours.” She paused thoughtfully. “I wonder what punishment I should apply. I could take you to the back, put you on the punishment frame, stuff that sweet cunt of yours with the motorized dildo, and then while the cock is pumping in and out of you, tape a bullet to your clit and leave it on high. What do you think of that?”
 
    
 
   I stared at her. “Are you crazy? Do you know how sensitive I’ll be? How sensitive I am already?” She grinned, nodding. “I can’t take that kind of abuse. I’ll have to call a medical out,” I told her heatedly.
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes rolled. “Oh I doubt that. I know you. We haven’t really hurt your clit yet.”
 
    
 
   I looked down at my Styrofoam plate and sat there trying to figure out what to do. “Why?” I asked timidly a moment later. “Did I do something wrong?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Kari’s head tilted to the side. “Wrong? What do you mean?” 
 
    
 
   I gestured at the clamps still sitting on the table next to the inverted yoga mat and the paddle. “This! All of this! The rope walk, the torture. Did I do something?”
 
    
 
   Kari blinked. “Well, yes. You got another year older.” Then she saw it in my eyes. “Oh,” she said with understanding. “No. No you didn’t do anything. We’re doing this to you because we want to. We like it. We love it when you’re sexually suffering.” Kari sighed. “Julie and I even argued over who would get you this morning, and this afternoon. That’s what the little contest on the rope was about. So I got you today and Julie gets you Saturday.”
 
    
 
   I looked up. “What?”
 
    
 
   Kari nodded. “Saturday. I’ve already spoken with your mother. She’s taking Rachel out for the day and then will drop her off at my place that afternoon. You are going to Julie’s Saturday morning for some additional play time.”
 
    
 
   “I am?” 
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “Of course. Now eat your lunch.”
 
    
 
   We ate, small talk filling our conversation as I sat there and fed myself with only the vibrating egg inside me serving as a distraction. I finished my pasta and pushed aside my plate and then got up, cleaning the detritus of our meal and putting things away in the trash. Kari leaned back and smiled at me.
 
    
 
   “You know, I think we’re close enough to the time,” she said, glancing at her watch. “Why don’t you sit back down. And stick your legs through the armrests again.” She grinned. “I like you open like that.”
 
    
 
   “No doubt,” I replied, my voice a touch surly as I climbed back into the chair with the same sort of limb bending gymnastics I’d done before. “You do realize that I’m not a spring chicken any more, right? I’m not some sixteen year old nubile nymph you can fold into a pretzel.” I groaned a bit as my legs were once more forced into the splits and the ripple of protest in each thigh actually turned me on. 
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “Hands up,” she ordered. The handcuffs were still secured to the headrest of my chair and I lifted my arms up and put them where she wanted. The steel bracelets went around east wrist and suddenly I couldn’t move anymore.
 
    
 
   “Now,” she said, sitting down next to me as she ran a finger from my elbow to my hip, making me shiver. There was a peculiar eagerness in her voice, a roughness that I hadn’t detected before. “Which vibrator should I use on you?” She looked over at the table. “The spiked vibrator? Or should I clamp your clit with the vibrator clamp?” Her eyes glittered. “Or should I go get something new that I know you’ll have trouble dealing with?”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened suspiciously. “New? What do you mean?” I asked, my hips pumping because the vibrator egg was still inside me and the new position had forced it into a new angle. Kari didn’t respond, but instead got up and left me sitting there. She was gone for only a minute, but when she came back she had something hot pink in her hand. It was silicon covered and I realized it was a vibrator, except that instead of the usual tapered head I’m used to, the top was formed into a pair of soft rabbit ears. Kari bent down and slipped my clit between the two protrusions and turned the vibrator on.
 
    
 
   Julie has a vibrator similar to the one Kari was using on me, but it had been quite a while since I’d been subjected to those kind of intense vibrations before. I immediately gasped, stiffening as the waves of acute pleasure hit me like a two by four in the gut and my hips immediately began the tell-tale grind of a girl only moments away from orgasm. Kari saw the expression on my face, the tension in my arms and legs as my body struggled to handle the intensity of what she was doing with her little pink wand and she turned the damn thing up. The sensitivity of my clit made the stimulation cut against me too. It stung, like a sunburn a few hours later. Or sand being rubbed into my folds. My legs strained to close and couldn’t and the chair creaked. I pulled hard enough on the cuffs to leave red marks on my wrists. I backed away from Kari, pressing myself into the seat, but it wasn’t enough and she followed me, my clit pinched again between the tongs she held.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God! Please! Kari! I can’t take it!” I said through clenched teeth. “I’m going to explode soon!” My hips wouldn’t stay still and Kari was having trouble keeping the vibrator on me. Every little touch felt like a violent earthquake. 
 
    
 
   “You will take it,” she said firmly. “And you’ll continue to take it for the full fifteen minutes, whether you’ve cum or not!”
 
    
 
   I kicked my feet, not that it did any good. “Kari!” I squealed. “Please! Please no!” Her official response was to press the vibrator into me even harder. And with that I popped.
 
    
 
   When I say popped, I don’t mean like a brown paper sack blown up and then forced to burst in a middle school cafeteria. I mean popped like kernel of popcorn coated in oil and heated to a point where my own internal moisture ruptures the dry outer shell, leaving the white, soft insides exposed. Or like a soda bottle shaken to the point where the little Mentos candy stuck in the cap comes loose. That’s what I popped like. I went rigid, my hips thrust forward as Kari continued to rub me in just one, horrible, terrible, wonderful little spot. My toes curled and my legs kicked straight out. My thighs pushed against the chair’s armrests and I pulled hard on my wrists until the strain almost hurt me. My chest heaved, my nipples tight and sticking straight out. All I could think of was cumming, over and over and my pussy locked down tight on the egg still buzzing inside me.
 
    
 
   Sexual euphoria is a state of mind that comes from the rush of various hormones that are released into the bloodstream at the climax of sexual stimulation. Adrenaline, endorphins, dopamine, and even oxytocin make orgasm rival drug induced highs. Does anyone wonder why I’m addicted? I crooned out in sweet bliss as Kari held the vibrator against my clit and I just sat there and trembled, wave upon wave of multi-orgasmic crashes hammering me into my seat. I felt opened up, torn to shreds and spread out, like a Georgia O’Keefe flower, my petals opened and pulled apart.
 
    
 
   And she didn’t stop.
 
    
 
   My heart hammered in my chest and a fine sheen of perspiration appeared on my brow. I felt like taffy being pulled until I was too thin, another orgasm hitting me like a drowning swimmer getting swamped by a wave. Kari began moving the vibrator up and down and over my swollen, chapped clit, not just pinching it between the rabbit ears of the vibe, but going after me in other ways. She made circles, squares, boxes, and then she pressed it against me hard. It stung and hurt and felt amazing and wonderful all at the same time.
 
    
 
   “K-k-kari!” I managed to stammer.
 
    
 
   “Ooohh!” She cooed in my ear. “Multiple orgasms means multiple punishments!” 
 
    
 
   And I came a third time. I felt a hand on my breast and she was squeezing my nipple, pinching it and rolling it hard between her thumb and forefinger, waves of sweet bliss rolling me up in a daze while here and there it felt like someone with a biting whip was cutting into me. Sweet and spicy, hot and cold, vanilla and chocolate. She held me in stasis, constantly cumming, whimpering and blubbering, my entire body trembling incessantly, for the entire fifteen minutes.  
 
    
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   I wasn’t absolutely positive, but I think I was drooling. I blinked and wiped away the spittle on my chin. The first thing that shocked me was that my hands were free. When the hell did that happen? And where was Kari? My legs were still stuck through the armrests of the chair and I could see the rabbit-eared vibrator sitting on the table, next to the alligator clamps and the spiked gel vibe. But there was no sign of my mistress.
 
    
 
   I felt worn out. Every part of me ached, but in that good way you sometimes get after a hard day's work, where you know you accomplished something meaningful. Or maybe after a really good workout in the gym. You ache, but it was well worth it. That’s how I felt. Even my toes seemed to feel that way. The only still really tender spot was between my legs and my fingers probed my folds gently. I winced only when I got to my clit and I bent over, trying to get a good look.
 
    
 
   My folds were bright pink and the insides bore these tiny, almost invisible, little red lines. Obviously these came from the rope that I’d traversed that morning. It made the skin tender, and just a little inflamed, but since I was soaked, there was a thin layer of lubrication over my labia that protected me. My clitoris however, was quite impressive. I don’t exactly have a large clit, nor what I would describe as a tiny one. On a normal day (okay, not a normal day for me, but you know… a day without a whole lot of stimulation) my clit sort of peeks out from under my hood. You can actually see it, unlike girls with a tiny clitoris. Well, upon examination, my clit was huge. It was swollen, bright red, and poking out from out of my clitoral hood like a fucking moray eel emerging from his watery hole. If I’d had a clothespin, I could have easily gotten it on just my clit, not even bothering with the clitoral hood. Had I been insane, I could have gone to the piercing parlor and the guy there would have had no problem piercing just my clit.
 
    
 
   Provided he had earplugs. I would have screamed bloody murder.
 
    
 
   Because it was sensitive. Touching it made me hiss and shiver. The sensation can only be described as strange, though I was intimately familiar with it. I was sensitized. Every nerve in that little nodule of flesh had been scoured and flayed and now every touch, every caress, even a breath of air across my clit felt like an emery board being dragged through my crotch. But even then, that discomfort, that abrasive, rug-burn like sensation, excited me. I’m a masochist and something painful happening to my sexual parts is an aphrodisiac. Which is why I’m all fucked up. It’s a vicious cycle. Someone hurts my delicate parts, which turns me on, which makes me want more hurting, which turns me on more, which eventually makes me cum. The base result of such behavior is that I end up sore and tender and… yes. Turned on. Which makes me want more hurting, which turns me on more, which eventually makes me cum. If you’re careful, you can cycle me through this loop a dozen times and until I get to the point where the pain overwhelms any arousal, I’m in stasis, locked in a constant circle of pain and pleasure.
 
    
 
   I noticed that the vibrating egg, the constant low level torment I’d been enduring almost since I’d gotten to work that morning, was off. With the exception of my position, I wasn’t being tormented. Slowly I extracted myself from the chair, clinging to the table and bending myself into a variety of interesting shapes. Finally I was free and I stood up, stretching languorously, feeling a few joints snap into place and giving strained muscles a chance to get back into normal position. I was just about to leave and go looking for Kari when she walked in carrying a black cloth case I’d never seen before and a roll of fabric that looked like it might have been a curtain. She placed both items on the table next to the inverted yoga mat.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you have to work?” I complained, though I meant it jokingly. Kari laughed anyway and gave me a winsome smile.
 
    
 
   “Today, you are my art project,” she said, her eyes caressing me. “I especially like turning the pink bits red.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. “Yeah. Okay. What’s in the case?” I asked suspiciously, crossing my arms across my breasts, unconsciously covering them in what I’m sure was a subconscious attempt to protect them from whatever cruel and vicious torment she had planned next.
 
    
 
   “Your punishment,” she replied blithely. “I realized that you still needed to write, and while this is technically next hour’s torment, I figured we could try a lower level setting to test your resilience.”
 
    
 
   That just scared me. “What is it?” I pressed.
 
    
 
   She opened the case and my stomach suddenly tightened into a series of hard knots, though admittedly my pussy tightened up hard around the quiet sex toy still buried inside me. Kari began pulling a variety of items and with each one I felt like I was getting kicked, hard.
 
    
 
   The first thing she pulled out was a dildo. It was narrow, made of hard plastic, and obviously shaped with a sort of narrow pinch at the base, making it obvious which hole it was intended for. But because the plastic was clear, I also saw the metal strips, and the black and red wires coming out of the base. I knew that it was an anal plug, a long, uncomfortable anal plug, and that it was wired for electricity. It also came with a bottle of special lubricant, the kind that conducted electricity. This made the next three items that she pulled from the bag easier to handle emotionally. All of them were clamps and all three sported the same black and red wiring. She pulled out a number of neatly tied loops of wire, followed by a small, black, battery operated machine with four channel plugs running along the top. I’d encountered something similar a number of times before. The device was called a Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator or TENS unit, and was supposed to be used medically to help patients with carpal tunnel syndrome or other muscle issues to feel better. More perverted persons realized that with judicious application to certain other body parts, one could inflict anything from a light tingling sensation to what some people have described as “shoving red hot pins through my nipple, followed by grabbing hold of it with a pair of spiked pliers coated in lemon juice, and twisting it off. Through my ass.”
 
    
 
   What can I say? I have a way with words.
 
    
 
   It was Kari who had first introduced me to the TENS Unit. She had one at her apartment, a cruel, plug into the wall sort of thing, with multiple channels so you could technically fry both nipples, my clit, and insert plugs into both my bottom and vagina, and still have enough slots left over to put electrostim tabs on both feet, thighs, and stomach. She hadn’t done that much to me, since she knew I didn’t care for it. And besides, I had to be fully restrained, bound to her iBench with my legs and arms spread, locked down to prevent me from thrashing. And let’s be honest, that makes for a boring “tale” yes? I mean, would you really like to just read a tale that had me bound like that, getting fried for hours at a time.
 
    
 
   Oh. I uh… didn’t realize… okay. Um… well… I just… uh… okay. Well. Maybe I’ll talk to Kari about that. Maybe we could work something out where… it isn’t quite so… well yeah. I’ll tell her to turn the TENS Unit as high as I can stand it. What? Higher? Do you realize I’ll be screaming? Um… yeah… but I hate gags. They make me drool and I just… well yes, if I’m lying on my back with my arms and legs spread I don’t have to worry about that. Yes. I get it. Fine. Okay alright? I’ll arrange it. Okay? Damn. 
 
    
 
   You people… sigh.
 
    
 
   Kari reached across the table and grabbed hold of the yoga mat, flipping it toward me. “Why don’t you put your breasts on that again,” she said lightly, giving me that look.
 
    
 
   “Is that a suggestion or an order?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Kari’s smile didn’t change a whit. “Which do you think it is?” She asked, her voice cool.
 
    
 
   I immediately stepped up to the table and bent over. This time I did it more gingerly, the little plastic spikes facing up biting right into my breasts. I put my forearms down on the table and made some loud noises indicating my discomfort. I guess I was sort of hoping she’d focus on something else.
 
    
 
   “Put your hands behind you. Rest all your weight on your tits,” Kari said, putting her hand on my bottom. And not on a cheek mind you. She put her hand right in the center, her fingers touching lower, in a certain delicate spot and she began rubbing even as I moaned, taking all my weight on my boobs.
 
    
 
   A second time. Damn. I was going to have even more little red dots all over my bosom!
 
    
 
   She moved and sat down, pulling up a chair.  “Spread your legs wide, Bre.”
 
    
 
   “They are wide,” I replied, though my voice was a bit tense. I was feeling those sharp little plastic pokes and it wasn’t pleasant, even if it was being done to my boobs. Still, I spread my legs a little wider for her. Then I felt her fingernail just on my bottom, right at the little brown button. She reached and picked up the bottle of lubricant. A moment later came the cool thrill of her ringing the bell at my back door. She spread the lubricant around my opening, then did the same to the anal plug. 
 
    
 
   “Relax and open for me,” Kari said as she placed the tip of the probe against my rear.  It took an effort of will to relax, but I managed it. I’m not a fan of anal sex, but it seems to happen to me so much that I’ve actually become used to it. It’s not hard anymore for me to give up the urge to tighten, to clench my buttocks. In fact, loosening up for the coming push, felt a lot like trying to push out. And the plug slid in easily. For about four inches. Then instinct took over. Kari grunted slightly as my ass tried to stop the intrusion, but she pushed harder, worked her way past the muscle reflex, and then my sphincter closed in tight around the pinched neck of the probe. 
 
    
 
   “There,” she said satisfactorily. “Stuffed.”
 
    
 
   And I was. The anal plug was filling me up rather nicely, even without a huge girth. This was good because with the non-vibrating right now egg inside me, there wasn’t exactly a whole lot of room down there. I was literally stuffed. I groaned, just for effect.
 
    
 
   “You can stand up now,” Kari said.
 
    
 
   I put my hands back down on the table and used my fingers to snag the inverted yoga mat to keep it from coming up with my breasts as I rose. For a second time I popped up from the surface of the table with my breasts looking like someone had used them for BB target practice.
 
    
 
   Actually… that would make an interesting tale, wouldn’t it? Me… strapped to a board or something, a nice mask… maybe a piece of plywood across my belly so that the only parts of me exposed are my…
 
    
 
   What the fuck am I thinking? This is a horrible idea!
 
    
 
   Kari gave my chair a calculating look. “I think you need to sit back down,” she said decisively. I moved toward the chair and as I was about to plop my stuffed rump into the leather seat she shook her head. “No. You need to put your legs through the armrests again.”
 
    
 
   “Kari!” I protested. “My thighs ache already! Please don’t make me sit like that again. It stretches me open wide!”
 
    
 
   Kari eyes met mine and her lips closed tightly. She took a step closer to me and her hands came up to cup my cheeks. “Breanne,” she said softly. “Your legs being open should be a constant for you. If I could find a way to make it so that your knees never touched each other again, I would. Being open and available, your legs spread as wide as possible, making your exposure and accessibility a natural state, is what you are; a nympho humiliation pain slut. So you will sit the way I tell you to. And you will spread your legs as wide apart as you can. And you will practice this from now on. In fact, perhaps we really do need a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #6.”
 
    
 
   I tried not to tremble.  “A nympho humiliation pain slut may never close her legs, keeping them open as wide as conventionally possible in all circumstances?”
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “Let’s try it for a week? See how it works?”
 
    
 
   I swallowed, but nodded. This was not good.
 
    
 
   “But for right now, you will absolutely follow NHPS Rule #6 by sticking your legs through the armrests of that chair.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes Kari.” She let me go and I turned around for the umpteenth time I did my strange, weaving body dance, finally settling into the chair with both legs stuck out to side as if I were riding an elephant instead of a horse. Kari picked up the rolled up bolt of cloth, which was easily the size of a small pillow, and jammed it into the space behind my back, forcing me even further forward in the chair. This made my legs open even wider, uncomfortably wider, making my thighs ripple with distress, and tilted my exposed clit and petals higher. My toes grazed the floor and Kari ran her hand down my arm to my wrist, then grabbed hold of it, and brought it up above my head. Once more I found myself handcuffed to the top of the chair as she found my other hand and brought it up to match.
 
    
 
   I was at her mercy.
 
    
 
   “Now honestly, this was supposed to be your torment for the next hour, which technically starts in about thirty minutes. But I figure we still need to calibrate it since you’ve never been tormented with this TENS Unit.”
 
    
 
   “Calibrated?” I asked fearfully.
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Absolutely. After all, Master Fred wanted me to fry your clit on level five for twenty minutes. We have to see if level five on this machine is the same as the one on Julie’s portable.” She lifted the first electrostim clamp and without even a word she pinched it closed on my right nipple, behind the piercing and padlock. She squeezed it shut with a click and I winced. It didn’t technically hurt. At least, not yet. There wasn’t any electricity running through it. Hell, she hadn’t even attached the wires yet. But the pressure around the nipple was certainly noticeable, and thanks to the stuffing, the position, and my general attitude, damned arousing.
 
    
 
   Kari did the other side of me too and then finally she attached the third clamp to my clitoris. Not the clitoral hood mind you, but just the extended, swollen nub itself. I bit down, clenching my teeth together because she had to tighten the clamp enough that it would stay on. I sure as hell felt that. Then she went about plugging both ends of the wires in. One breast, then the other, then the wires that stuck out from under me that went to the anal plug. Finally she did the clitoral clamp.
 
    
 
   “Let’s test the one in your ass first,” Kari said, plugging the appropriate wires into the fourth channel on the TENS Unit.
 
    
 
   On Julie’s mobile TENS Unit, my rear was one of the lease reactive to the electricity. That’s because the probe is buried deep and there just aren’t enough nerves inside you to react to it. As I expected, I didn’t feel a damn thing as Kari began setting the numbers. Level 1 was imperceptible, both on the beat function and the more powerful “kneading” wave. Level 2 was something I still wasn’t sure I felt, though I could sense something different. Pleasure or pain? Not even there. Even Level 3 wasn’t anything more than a slight touch. Level 4 was where I first actually felt the tingle and Level 5 still didn’t hurt. Level 6 however? Yeah. That made my butt come surging off the chair, my loins lewdly shoved forward as if begging Kari to start smacking me with a leather sap.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm, level six for your bottom,” she said. “That might pose a problem.” She turned off the machine and I let out a choked groan as my lower half sank back down. “Now let’s check your nipples.” She plugged in the four sets of wires and then turned the machine on. Level 1 on Julie’s mobile feels sort of like these finger taps on your nipples. They don’t hurt. In fact they’re barely perceptible. But Kari’s new TENS Unit? Level 1 was sort of like level 2 and a half. We went from nothing to having my nipples feel as if someone was giving them both a decently tight pinch. Not a “rip your nips off” sort of pinch. But imagine just reaching up and grabbing a girl by both tits, her nipples caught between thumb and forefinger. You don’t want her to move away, so you’re holding on tightly enough that if she pulled back you’d still have a good grip on her. But you aren’t trying to crush her nipples either. Imagine her grabbing hold of your wrists, her eyes closing with the discomfort of what you’re doing, but not screaming. She’s grimacing only, the pain seeping up through her breasts as you hold on.
 
    
 
   That’s what Kari’s Level 1 felt like. 
 
    
 
   Level 2? Oh that felt like pins being driven through the tip of each breast. And level 3 turned up the notch by making those pins hot. Level 4 took the hot pins piercing each nipple, and then twisted them a full ninety degrees to the side while Level 5 actually sent a second arm of the pin deep into my breast, all the way to my heart with excruciating penetration. And just for fun, Kari decided to see what Level 6 would do to me. That only lasted a second because I screamed, thrashing in the chair and she didn’t want anyone in the building to call the police.
 
    
 
   She turned off the electricity flowing to my tits and looked up at me with a smile. I was panting as if I’d just run a race and I’d gone right back to that tightness I’d felt before the last orgasm. I hurt, in a myriad of ways and it was shocking.
 
    
 
   Uh… pun intended?
 
    
 
   “Interesting,” Kari observed after I’d calmed down. “Now let’s see how much your clit can take.”
 
    
 
   I let out a whimper. “Kari… please…” She turned the electricity on.
 
    
 
   Had my clit not felt like it had been sandblasted, or maybe if the contacts were on my clitoral hood instead of my clitoris directly, or maybe if she hadn’t jacked the TENS Unit up to level three right off the bat, it would have felt different. Instead, it sort of felt like someone kicked me between the legs, with spiked shoes. Unlike my nipples or ass, my clit throbbed in time with the electricity and I didn’t even realize I was holding my breath until I almost passed out. Pain radiated up from between my legs, sharp hot agony and I couldn’t even tremble. Kari studied me with barely concealed glee. Then she got really close to me.
 
    
 
   “Does it hurt?” She whispered.
 
    
 
   I nodded my head frantically, not trusting to speak. 
 
    
 
   “I can see the tension in you. Your body looks exquisite and it just makes me so wet seeing you like this,” she said breathlessly. She reached for the TENS Units and suddenly my nipples joined my clit, waves of electrical current flowing through me. She didn’t turn up the power to my nipples quite as high as she had my clit though and it just felt as if my nipples were being squeezed and pulped in some sort of giant juicer. I gasped, but then my teeth locked back down together. I couldn’t even seem to kick my legs.
 
    
 
   Kari stood up and to my shock (ha ha, get it? My shock?) began unbuttoning in her pants. She slid them down her trim legs as she kicked off her heels. She was wearing a pair of white lace panties with a little pink bow along the waistband, right at the front and she peeled those off as well, leaving herself wearing only the white blouse. Then she grabbed the spiked vibrator off the table.
 
    
 
   “You are so beautiful,” she whispered, turning on the vibrator. “Hurt for me.” Then she pushed the tip against her clit, rubbed for a brief ten or fifteen seconds, and then slid the vibrator into her bare slit.
 
    
 
   Her wrist barely moved and I sat there watching my best friend of over twenty years fuck herself with the same dildo that she’d pushed and rubbed and tortured me with. Her eyes stayed open, locked on my quivering body and I watched as her petals got wetter. Soon she was driving the whole thing in, slowly of course. Kari has never been able to take much when it came to sexual stimulation and I’m guessing she only lasted two or three minutes before that expression crossed her face, the one that wasn’t pain but looked like it. She cried out, clearly blowing a gasket and fluids seeped out from between her legs. She shuddered and pulled the vibrator out of herself, clutching it tightly in her hand as she panted, trying to recover.
 
    
 
   For the first time in my life I heartily wished we’d have a random visitor, who would barge through the front door and march down the hall looking for Kari Anders Interior Design. Could you imagine his face, finding this gorgeous blond, naked from the waist down, her pussy dripping with juice, sitting across from a naked redhead who was bound to the chair with clamps on her nipples and clit, all wired up to a machine that was obviously shocking her to pieces?
 
    
 
   Yeah, well sometimes fate is a bitch. No one came.
 
    
 
   She didn’t touch the TENS unit, leaving me to barbecue as she put the vibrator down on the table, leaving a wet smear. Then she grabbed her panties and pants and hurried out, no doubt heading for the kitchenette. 
 
    
 
   I suffered.
 
    
 
   She came back a few minutes later, turned on the anal plug so that I felt a new burst of electricity in my ass that matched what was happening to my clit, and sat down with a sigh. All of her clothing was back in place and she slipped her heels back on her sweet, delicate feet, hiding the blue toenail polish.
 
    
 
   “That,” she declared. “Was wonderful.” She smiled at me, as if I had personally brought her to orgasm. 
 
    
 
   Yeah? Really? I’m glad you had a good time while I was being clit roasted. 
 
    
 
   She stared at me awhile longer and then her hand went back to the TENS unit. Suddenly the power decreased and I found myself able to move again, to breathe properly. I couldn’t feel the one in my bottom, except for its size and shape. My nipples throbbed in the light pinch and my clit just tingled. I sighed in immediate relief and tears filled my eyes. Kari reached out and patted my shoulder.
 
    
 
   “You should write now,” she said softly. “Because you’ve only got ten minutes before I come back in here, crank the juice back up to high, and give your clit thirty minutes on level five, just as Master Fred wanted.”  Then she left.
 
    
 
   *********
 
    
 
   “AAAGGGHUUUGGHHHNNNNNNNN!” I said, screaming into the ball gag Kari had forced into my mouth. It did a pretty decent job of muffling my voice, but I was still noisy enough, all things considered. Pain rippled through every pore of my body, but the majority of it seemed focused on my poor, well abused clit. I shook violently as the electricity poured through me, or more accurately, across me and I wondered, briefly, if this was what the condemned prisoner felt before being sent off for higher judgement. Of course, I doubted that they were anally impaled with one of the electrical probes like I was. 
 
    
 
   Ten minutes before Kari had come back into the conference room. I knew she was coming in because the vibrating egg, still implanted in the warm cocoon of my sex, began rumbling, like the metal rail does before an oncoming train. This melded quite nicely with the soft and only mildly discomforting shocks that were being delivered almost on a second by second basis to each nipple and clit, as well as deep in my rear end. Unfortunately a large portion of my fucked up psyche thought this new and creative torment was quite arousing, and despite a vocal protest in my head, went right along revving up certain juices and forcing my aching hips, spread legs, and pumping loins to join in on the fun.
 
    
 
   Kari came in and stood behind me. “Hands up, kitten.”
 
    
 
   I sighed and lifted my arms, feeling the steel bracelets once again lock around my wrists. “I want padded cuffs next time,” I said sourly. Kari laughed.
 
    
 
   “I like these. I like the look of them,” she said simply. She put both arms around me and ran her hands down the insides of my elbow, down to my ribs. It tickled and I clenched my teeth and tried not to go crazy as she used her fingernails to leave my skin with rows of goosebumps. 
 
    
 
   “I’ve got one more thing for you,” she said, taking her hands off my sides.
 
    
 
   “What is it?” I asked, twisting my head around. But it was too late. The red rubber ball flashed across my eyes and wasn’t able to close my mouth in time. The rubber hit my teeth and just as I bit down to close my mouth she managed to get it in enough to keep the door from closing. She pulled and forced it even harder in between my jaw until it ached. I made a few loud noises of protest, but the damn thing muted them all into something barely audible. I hate gags.
 
    
 
   “Now,” she said, sitting down. “I want to make sure that you’re sufficiently capable of handling this next torment.” I watched in trepidation as she picked up the spiked vibrator, the one she’d masturbated with, and twisted it to maximum. Then without another word she began pressing it to various parts of my body. The gel was not conductive so she didn’t have to worry about getting shocked, or shorting out the trembling toy, even as she pressed it to my nipple, or to my clit, or back up to the other nipple. The arousal I’d already been swimming in deepened until I was getting close to the edge of the metaphorical “cliffs of orgasm” and I could see the abyss. She brought me right to the point of falling, then put down the vibrator and turned up the TENS Unit.
 
    
 
   Some of my online doms like to inflict a particular harm upon me called “ruined orgasm.” The concept is simple enough. In the middle (not before) of an orgasm, you apply enough pain, or other intense and wild, unexpected sensation, thus forcing my nervous system to respond to the new stimuli. I fucking hate it because any sort of bliss or relief I might have gotten from the brief surge of orgasm is completely shot to hell by the intense pain, or intense cold, or intense heat that’s been applied and it destroys the very thing I’m after. Do you really think I like being stripped and humiliated in public? Do you think I enjoy having electrodes placed on my body so that increasingly painful jolts of electricity can shock my delicate bits? Do you think I like having a wide variety of objects stuffed up my ass? Do you think I’m pleased at the thought of being forced to dress up like a sixteen year old hooker, so addicted to sex that I’m willing to fuck anything for a dollar?
 
    
 
   Of course not! I don’t like ANY of those things. But like a druggie addicted to heroin, I’m willing to DO all those things for the fix I really want. The shot of all natural, completely organic, orgasmic soup of chemicals and hormones that flood my brain with something so sweet, so overwhelming and so addictive that you can go right ahead and fuck me in public, or tie me into a position so restrictive that I can’t stop you putting anything inside me. 
 
    
 
   And “ruined orgasms” take that away from me.
 
    
 
   Why am I talking about this when Kari didn’t “ruin” the orgasm? I’m talking about it because the pain the clamp on my clit was inflicting upon me was exactly what she would have needed to actually ruin an orgasm. So while I wasn’t in the midst of my sweet addiction, any hope or chance of getting there was immediately and horribly lost. I felt the first line of spittle escape from my gagged mouth and I cringed as it slid down my chin, only to fall in a line to my chest, right between my breasts and all I could think about was the pain.
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t stop with the vibrator either. She moved it in light circles over my clit, ignoring the jolts of electrical energy that literally fried every nerve ending on the swollen nub. I kicked my legs, my ankles twisting round and round as coherent thought pretty much became an impossibility and my world condensed to stimuli and response. My bottom tightened up in repeated spasms even as my nipples underwent the repeated piercing, twisting, and burn in the same way. My toes curled and my fingers tightened into fists as my body tried to tear itself out of the chair, to no avail. 
 
    
 
   And Kari kept rubbing.
 
    
 
   At some point, I have no idea when, something changed. I don’t if she turned down the power, though I doubt it, or if it was me responding to the vibrator. But suddenly I felt this surge of adrenaline that went far beyond the physical response to the pain. My hips pushed forward and the scorching heat and stinging burn between my legs suddenly felt different, altered somehow. My pussy tightened around the vibrating egg, trying valiantly to crush it to bits inside me and as a clear stream of saliva seeped down my sternum, between my heaving tits, I began to pressurize, to build back up to the levels I’d been at before Kari had decided to cook me from the outside in. She changed the pulse from beat to knead and it was like pin covered fingers massaged my nipples and ass, pinching my clit between them. It felt…
 
    
 
   It felt good.
 
    
 
   Even now, days later, I can remember that feeling of shock, of surprise, of total disbelief. I was being electrocuted, tortured, hurt in ways that are even difficult to comprehend and my fucked up, stupid, god-damned messed up noggin was happily screwing up the nerve pulses going up my spine and putting them in the wrong fucking in box. I imagined a little me in there, dressed like a slutty secretary, trying frantically to keep the mail guy from dumping letters into the pleasure box, grabbing handfuls and pushing them into the “pain” receptacle, knowing that I could never hope to get them all in the right spot. That little secretary? Yeah, well a second mailman suddenly came in, grabbed her by the wrist, ripped her blouse right off her cute naked little body, and put his face down on tits, sucking her nipple while his hand went up beneath her skirt, pushed aside the lace panties, and finger fucked her till she moaned.
 
    
 
   Now that’s what I call mail delivery. It’s also a terrible run on sentence. Sigh. Oh well.
 
    
 
   “You know what I wish we could do,” Kari said conversationally as I drooled, shook wildly, and stared at her with a vapid expression. “I’d love to put you on display, like in an art gallery, bound like this, with the electrostim tabs and everything inside you and on you. But maybe tied up in a way that you could still move your arms and legs and thrust those cute little hips of yours. Just you wouldn’t be able to close your legs. And then we’d put buttons out around you, so that visitors coming by could see you and press those buttons, sending electricity into your delicate bits. And maybe the button would be set next to a dial, so they could control the intensity. Now wouldn’t that be an amazing sight?” She whispered as I fried.
 
    
 
   I let out a long, agonizing cry of need, the whine muted by the gag. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as I felt it, like a blade being drawn across my clit. My pussy clamped down hard on the egg. My ass tightened around the plug. My chest heaved as I sucked in a hard breath. Lightning seemed to flash across the insides of my eyelids and there was nothing I could do as the wave rose and rose and rose and then crested. It wasn’t an explosion, not like my other orgasms. It was… it was…
 
    
 
   When I came to the pain was gone. My hands were still cuffed and my ass was still plugged, but the clamps were laying on the table in a pile. I blinked. The electricity was off and Kari was standing there, looking mighty pleased with herself, a smug grin on her face. I blinked, suddenly realizing that she’d take off the ball gag. 
 
    
 
   “Mgrghgddhfffff,” I said slowly, my tongue feeling like it had run three marathons followed by licking twenty women to climax.
 
    
 
   Kari looked up at me and smiled so warmly that I felt a tingle down to my toes. “How are you feeling?” She asked. 
 
    
 
   How was I feeling? My God. I felt wonderful. I felt light and airy. I felt so relaxed. I felt amazing. A little sleepy maybe. I could have drifted off with ease. Even the ache in my thighs was pretty much gone and my spread legs felt natural and soft. I didn’t try to close them. I smiled back at her, but it was a lazy grin.  Kari laughed and moved behind me, using her little key to unlatch the cuffs. My right arm came loose and it flopped down into my lap. Kari let out a little curse and when my left arm started to fall she caught it and lowered it down to the armrest my leg was stuck through.
 
    
 
   Kari came back around and turned the chair so I was facing her. “Are you okay?” She asked again.
 
    
 
   This time my tongue worked, though I still felt mush mouthed. “Oh yes,” I hummed. Kari eyes brightened and she patted my leg.
 
    
 
   “Well, you’re done for a while. It’s almost three o’clock though. Another twenty minutes. I’m driving you home today so you’ll need to pull it together.”
 
    
 
   My head sort of fell over. “Okay,” I replied. I was still in happy land.
 
    
 
   She began putting away the TENS Unit and then she looked over at me. “Bre, that means get your ass up out of the chair. I need the anal plug.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, her words taking a moment to percolate through my synapses, not to mention the necessity to actually interpret what she was saying. Finally I got it.
 
    
 
   “Ohh!” I said. “Right.” Then I just sat there.
 
    
 
   “BRE!” Kari said in frustration. She reached out and pinched my right nipple. Hard. That got my attention and broke through the daze.
 
    
 
   “Oww! Damn!” I said, feeling a flush of anger. 
 
    
 
   “Yeah? Well get the fuck up.”
 
    
 
   I put a hand to my breast, grimacing and rubbing the brief pain away. “Did you have to pinch me?”
 
    
 
   Kari looked up thoughtfully. “Well I could have slapped you,” she mused. “But since I would have smacked you across the tits anyway, I figured a decent pinch would do the same thing.”
 
    
 
   I gave her my Kermit the Frog frown and slowly began extracting myself from the chair. It wasn’t easy. The moment I tried to move my legs the total sense of relaxation faded and the muscles in my thighs reported instantly that I’d tried very hard to break the chair with my legs. I groaned as I folded and pulled my feet out of the armrests, one at a time. The moment my bottom was up off the seat though, Kari reached behind me and grabbed the electroplug and yanked it out of my ass.
 
    
 
   “Ugghh…” I groaned. Kari smiled, waved the plug for a moment, and then waltzed out of the conference room. I heard the water running in the sink. I managed to get totally out of the chair and I stood there, still totally naked, stuffed with just the vibrating egg, as Kari came back in with the washed toy. She put it back in the bag with the other TENS Unit supplies and the bottle of conductive lubricant. I sat back down in the chair, feeling lethargic and sort of wiped. Kari picked up everything and with her usual OCD demeanor, put everything away. Finally she came back and sat down in the chair next to me.
 
    
 
   “How are you feeling?” She asked softly.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath. “I feel sort of scoured actually. That was one of the most intense days I’ve ever had. The only thing you forgot to do to me was a hot waxing and a sapping.”
 
    
 
   Kari let out a little laugh and looked away. “Well, it’s almost three o’clock. And I did promise you that I would take you home. But I know we have a little leeway. Besides, the day isn’t quite over for you,” she said.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “What? You aren’t serious! Do you know what my clit feels like right now?”
 
    
 
   She reached into her pocket and suddenly the damned vibrating egg came back to life, trembling inside me. I shook my head and pointed at my bottom half. “That is not going to be sufficient.”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “I know. Get up on the table. On your back. And spread your legs,” she told me, standing up. I gave her an impenetrable glare. “Unless of course you’re asking for a medical out.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know if I am,” I retorted. “What are you going to do to me?” Still, I stood up and put my butt against the edge of her mahogany conference table. My palms came down and I lifted my ass over the lip and sat on it. Kari came up to me and laid a hand on my shoulder, pushing me back until I was flat. She tucked the bolt of material under my head and it pillowed me as I spread my legs. Kari ran her hands over my body, down my legs and then almost to my sex.
 
    
 
   “Your poor clit,” she whispered. Then to my astonishment, she bent over, opened her mouth, and began licking just my tender little nub.
 
    
 
   I let out a soft whimper because even her wet, soft mouth felt like the rasping swirl of a sander. Still, I could tolerate it. Her mouth was warm and she didn’t just lick my clit. She went up and down my folds too. After a minute or two my body began responding to both the vibrator and her mouth, then her probing fingers. I felt my pulse quicken and my breasts began to rise and fall in time with her ministrations and I felt the flurry of sexual longing, of burgeoning pressure. How the hell could I possibly be horny? Again?
 
    
 
   Kari came up for air, her mouth wet, her chin glistening with my juices. She reached into her blazer and pulled out something black. For a moment my brain didn’t even recognize it, not until she’d already swung it down. It was just a light tap, and had I been opening my legs for her that morning, before I’d been abraded, clamped, vibrated over and over and then electrocuted, the blow of the leather sap would have been nothing. 
 
    
 
   As it was, the soft slap she gave my pussy felt like scalding water striking me. I cried out, half closing my legs only to be stopped by her hands as her mouth came back down on my pussy. She licked me into submission again until my legs trembled and I wanted her fingers back inside me. Then the sap landed once more.
 
    
 
   I lifted myself up on my elbows, a grimace on my face. “Kari! Please! That hurts!”
 
    
 
   Kari nodded, her mouth only an inch from my pussy again. “I know,” she said, her tongue coming out and giving my tingling, burning clit another lick. My knees trembled. “That’s the point,” she said. “You only have to take thirty strokes. Well, twenty-eight more.” Her mouth came down on me again, suckling my clit. It was so intense. So direct. So… so… right. Her head lifted and the sap fell, just a little stronger as my hips began pumping, rising up to her.
 
    
 
   I felt the surge of need. This was me. This was what I longed for. Spread open. Held this way by will alone, my legs spread, her mouth and sap used on me in equal parts, granting her the pleasure of my suffering, of my longing, of my arousal. I was a toy, a sexual object, a living fuck doll’s whose only purpose was to let others use my body for their own perverted pleasures, my own needs, my own hurts, ignored in favor of my mistress. I spread my legs even wider, struggling to offer myself up even as I tried to tamp down the urge to cum, the need to let my body give in to her. Her hot mouth did wonders to me, things I can’t even comprehend, much less explain or describe. It was absolute ecstasy. And then she’d destroy that with the sap, bringing on the agony.
 
    
 
   “Twenty-five left, Bre.” She gave me a wicked, dark look, her eyes sparkling as she looked at my hands, both of which were cupping my breasts, pinching my own nipples as my hips rolled with desire. “And kitten?”
 
    
 
   “What?” I gasped, pushing my swollen, reddened, abraded, and well used sex up toward her with corybantic need.
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “Don’t cum. I’m not sure you can handle the punishment.”
 
    
 
   My eyes snapped open and I stared at her. Then I took a deep breath, put my head back down and stared at the ceiling. I started to laugh, the little titters turning to spasms of actual laughter. Kari joined in and as the tears rolled from my eyes, the sap landed once more, right between my legs. I jerked, crying out for just a moment before collapsing back down on the table. Kari’s mouth surrounded me, sucked my folds in and her tongue bathed my sex. When she came back up and said “twenty-four, and you better not cum,” I had my answer ready for her.
 
    
 
   “Do your worst,” I sighed, watching as she raised up her sap once more.
 
    
 
   Kari Anders, the tall blond goddess, my boss, best friend, lover, and mistress, smiled at me. “I always do, Bre. I know you like it as much as I do. That’s why this works. I love you.”  And she brought the sap down hard.
 
    
 
   Ow.
 
    
 
   Oh.
 
    
 
   Yum.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Finger Puppet
 
   March 26th, 2016
 
    
 
   I stared out the window as I bent over the desk. The view was admittedly impressive, with half of Houston’s skyline showing from horizon to horizon. We were high up and the late afternoon sun flashed on mirror-like glass, giving the darkened office a sort of golden hue. The desk itself was cherry, or at least the veneer was that color. I had a strong suspicion that underneath the facade of hardwood was the typical pressboard that so much furniture is made of these days.
 
    
 
   “My God, you look amazing,” Jason said, running his hands over my bottom. My skirt had been tossed over one of the arm chairs just a few feet in front of me, right next to my blouse, which had been pretty much all I was wearing unless you counted the blue open toed, stiletto style sandals I was standing in, or the vibrating clamp that was dangling from my clit. I could feel it rumbling against my thigh and there was even a tiny clatter as it shifted against the edge of the desk.
 
    
 
   My breasts were pressed against his desk calendar, somewhere between Easter and Good Friday, the pair of steel clover clamps that were attached to each nipple bent upward painfully, the chain slack and stretching all the way up to St. Patrick’s Day. I shifted momentarily, spreading my feet just a bit more as his hands roamed over my rear end, fingertips gliding through my opened thighs and fluttering delightfully across my petals. I didn’t moan with the pleasure of it, but only just. I didn’t want to confuse Jason and I needed his attention fixed on the right hole. The small bottle of baby oil I’d purchased from the drug store sat on the desk next to me and he picked it up.
 
    
 
   “You’re so wet, you don’t really need this,” Jason said, his fingers playing with my petals. This time I couldn’t hold off and I groaned, my hips doing this little dance. I was so wet and desperate that my pussy was practically dripping.  I glanced back at him and swallowed hard.
 
    
 
   “Yes, but I think the oil will feel better,” I said, pitching my voice high for the cuteness factor. “And imagine what it will feel like when you fuck me if you’re all oiled too?”
 
    
 
   Jason grinned, clearly liking that idea. He popped open the cap and a moment later I felt a trickle of oil at the top of my bottom. It seeped down through my buttocks and even though it meant putting more pressure on my boobs, I reached back with both hands, grabbed hold of my own ass, and pulled on my cheeks. I felt Jason’s finger almost immediately, spreading the oil around the small, brown button of my back door. I took a few deep breaths, trying to brace myself, to relax, and Jason’s finger dipped in, spreading my bottom. It felt good actually. There are a ton of nerves there and when you’ve got a fricking vibrator attached to your clit, and your horny as fuck, and your nipples are tightly pinched between the steel pincers of a pair of clover clamps, bent ninety degrees upward, having someone lightly swirl the pad of their forefinger around your bottom in a non-oral simulacrum of a rim job, well… I’m sure you can understand the rise in blood pressure, or my panting groan. Jason certainly interpreted the movement of my hips properly and he sank his finger in up to the first knuckle, curling it slightly.
 
    
 
   I tightened once, accidentally, but Jason didn’t seem to mind. As soon as I relaxed he began pumping, pulling his finger completely out, rubbing the outer rim again, only to push it in just a little deeper. Soon I had him up to the second joint, a full three inches of his forefinger buried in my ass, feeling him curl it, stroking the insides of my bottom. I whimpered, my hips twisting and thrusting and I grit my teeth. Fuck. I was going to cum and I wasn’t supposed to. Not again. When was I going to learn?
 
    
 
   Jason pushed his finger in deep and began the piston like movement in and out. It was intense and insane and totally overwhelming. I’m usually not a fan of anything anal, but this… this was so damn perfect. My body trembled with the pressure as I tried to hold off, Jason’s finger sinking in and the coming out. The vibrations combined with the pleasure and I clenched my jaw, trying not to cum. I shut my eyes, thinking back to that morning…
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “Feel good? Yes?” Jose asked me, his hand slapping wetly against the splayed and open petals of my slit. His middle finger was extended in a rather rude gesture, but since the offending digit was buried inside my pussy, wriggling around with rather frantic movements, I was disinclined to be offended. Besides, if memory serves, the official interpretation of that particular gesture is “fuck you.” And I was certainly getting fucked. My skirt was bunched up around my waist and the white and blue blouse I was wearing, the one with the plunging V neck collar, had been tugged to the right, freeing my pierced and padlocked nipple. I groaned, panting hard as I kept one hand on the folds of my skirt, the other jammed into my shirt, pinching my left nipple hard. My back was to the wall, the cold tiles only barely keeping me upright.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, Si!” I moaned. Jose’s grin was huge and he picked up the pace, making my entire body quiver. His finger curled and swirled inside me, but in all honesty it was the smacking of his palm against my clit that drove me over the edge, leaving me gasping as the orgasm gushed wetly between my legs. I grabbed hold of his arm, his wrist still working me, and held on, my toes curling in the sandals I wore. My skirt fell down and I could feel the wetness leaking down my thighs. I managed to stop his hand from moving, but his finger continued to wriggle inside me like a snake and I whimpered. My heart hammered against my chest and I put my head down on his shoulder until finally he disengaged, pulling his finger out of me, leaving me slumped against him.
 
    
 
   “Es good? Yes?” He asked me again.
 
    
 
   I nodded with a slightly breathless laugh. I picked my head up with a smile, my left hand going down his arm until I found his wrist. I pulled his fingers up to my mouth and watched his eyes widened as I slurped the goo covering his middle finger right off the digit. Of course that was just a mask as I put my hand on the firm bulge in his pants. Our eyes met and I gave him a smile that would have stiffened a wet noodle. He grinned again and I stepped back long enough to push the elastic waistband of my blue pleated skirt to the ground. Jose was already unbuckling his blue jeans when I plucked the condom out of my purse and when I sank to the ground, getting on my knees, he knew exactly what to do.
 
    
 
   I’m a talented cock-sucker and I had Jose in my mouth for less than three minutes. I could tell we were getting close and I pulled back and quickly bent over the sink, wiggling my rear end at him. I watched him in the mirror as he moved behind me and quickly slipped his cock into my wet depths, plunging hard and fast, fucking me with rapid thrusts. It felt amazing to have him in me like that, the thickness of his manhood a stark difference from his curling middle finger. I felt my pussy tighten, reacting to the stimulation with predictable results, and while I wasn’t catapulted back up the mountain toward a second orgasmic climax, I certainly felt the pressure of sexual need build. My sweet little pussy clutched at his throbbing prick until he grabbed my hips and jammed himself in hard, over and over, groaning as his own release overwhelmed him.
 
    
 
   Afterglow, when you’ve just had wild monkey love in the women’s restroom, bent over a vanity counter, isn’t exactly easy. The moment only last so long and then we’re faced with the consequences of our actions. Jose stumbled back and stripped the condom from his prick and dumped it in the waste bin while I slowly straightened. Our eyes met and the lack of a common language clearly was felt, but I smiled and winked, then picked up my skirt and took it with me into a stall.
 
    
 
   I listened to him putter for a moment and while I tried to clean up the excess fluids that had coated my thighs, I heard him leave. I followed a minute or two later, almost bumping my head on an aluminum bar sporting a “closed for cleaning” sign. Jose’s smile was huge and I returned it as I skipped along by him and headed toward the glass door that barricaded the darkened interior of Kari Ander’s interior design offices. I was just in the process of sticking my key in the lock when the boss emeritus herself waltzed into the building.
 
    
 
   Her long blond hair streamed down around her shoulders and made the blue dress she was wearing look that much better. Sort of like pairing white gold with… uh… with anything. The skirt came down just to the top of her knees. A wave of material danced around her middle, making the top look like a blouse or tunic. The collar was cut low, emphasizing the perfection of her breasts and the cream expanse of her cleavage made my mouth water.
 
    
 
   “Good morning, Bre.” She gave me a warm smile. “And how has your morning been?”
 
    
 
   My own grin was more than enough to make her eyebrow go up, but I’m not the kind of girl to kiss and tell. Or uh… well… at least not verbally.
 
    
 
   “You’ve already started your assignment?” She asked as we entered the office. I nodded as I started flipping on lights. Kari gave me a contemplative look and the brushed past me, heading for her office. I followed along behind her.
 
    
 
   “Did Julie send you a copy of Master Brandon’s assignment?” I asked as she put her purse down. Kari fished out her phone.
 
    
 
   “Of course, Bre. Considering you have to find ten different people to slip a finger into your sex, it would hardly be germane if I wasn’t aware of it. Besides, I’m the one who approved for you to do it today. As it is, I have some errands that need attending to. You will be my courier, which will also give you the opportunity to complete the assignment.
 
    
 
   I blinked. I wasn’t quite sure how I felt about that. Sure, part of me was pleased because I’d actually have the opportunity to get out. But it also meant that I didn’t have an excuse.
 
    
 
   “Furthermore, I’ve made arrangements to pick up Rachel in the event you haven’t completed your full task by three this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” I replied, just a little startled. “Thank you,” I said with sincere appreciation. It was things like this that made me love Kari. Besides, Rachel would have an absolutely wonderful afternoon with “Aunt Kari.”
 
    
 
   Kari waved her hand. “On the contrary, I’m looking forward to hearing about your day.” Then she gave me a winsome smile. “Now my dear, if you will please proceed to the closet and remove that delightful ensemble you’re wearing, I’ll be glad to provide another finger fuck for you.”
 
    
 
   The smile that crossed my face was only slightly marred by my concern. The “closet” wasn’t exactly needed for a finger fucking.
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied obediently. I turned tail and headed down the hall, already peeling off my shirt. By the time I passed the kitchenette, Kari’s art room, and the conference room, my skirt was slipping down my body. I opened the last door on the left side of the hall and my eyes focused on the black pipe of the punishment frame.
 
    
 
   Made of steel, the punishment frame is nothing more than a single brace that goes up a foot or two above my head. There are a number of curious attachments however, and I plucked a pair of thick bondage cuffs off a nearby hook and began wrapping them around my wrists. There was no logical reason for Kari to want me in the supply closet unless she intended to put me on the punishment frame itself, and that meant the wrist cuffs. I was just finishing with the buckles when Kari appeared in the doorway.
 
    
 
   “Oooh. Proactive. I like it,” she said, grabbing hold of my hands and checking the binding. Satisfied she nodded toward the frame and I stepped up to it, straddling the two padded braces that stuck out at a slight angle away from the canted spine of the frame. Kari quickly secured my hands above my head, clipping the cuffs to a waiting ring. Then she put her high heel on one of the little pedals and began pumping. The frame began to extend and a moment later I found myself on tiptoe, then literally hanging from my hands.
 
    
 
   Her foot moved and the second pedal began separating and lifting the two braces between my legs. They started at my mid-thigh but moved down and outward, forcing my knees apart. Since I wasn’t putting any weight on my legs it didn’t matter much, but I still felt the strain of it as my feet were lifted and my knees forced toward the walls. Kari kept pumping until I was basically doing the splits, my dripping wet pussy perfectly displayed for her.
 
    
 
   I expected her to put her hand between my legs, slipping her forefinger or middle finger into my slit, but instead, much to my consternation, she plucked a rubber stranded flogger off the wall. She wasn’t able to get any really good momentum, so the stroke that came slashing across my breasts only stung a little. Still, it was the sensation that mattered, right? I gasped, my little pussy tightening up. Kari hit me half a dozen times across the chest, just enough to make my nipples tingle nicely before she changed the angle of her attack and brought the flogger up between my legs. The rubber impacted on my petals lightly at first, but then with increasing pressure as she hit me again. The strands started to sting as they opened me up and after ten or fifteen underhanded flicks of Kari’s wrist I began whimpering, my face reflecting the discomfort as the whip seemed to scour my sex, cutting into the soft and pink depths. Kari kept hitting me between the legs until I finally broke, crying out and almost managing to pull myself off the braces that kept my thighs parted. It was only then she dropped the whip on the floor, closed the distance, and cupped my sex with her right hand as her mouth came down on my left breast, her tongue darting out against my nipple.
 
    
 
   Kari’s finger was narrower and longer than Jose’s, but what really made the difference was her fingernail. She scratched at me gently from inside, curling her finger as her palm was pressed flat against my clit. She moved her hand in a circular pattern as I gasped, thrusting up against her.
 
    
 
   “I’m trying to decide,” she said, our faces only an inch apart. “If I should make you cum,” her finger wiggled wildly inside me, drawing a fresh gasp of need. “Or if I should let you dangle.”
 
    
 
   “Please,” I begged her. “Please make me cum!” Her nail dragged along my insides and my hips responded with predictable coital thrusting. I was putty in Kari’s hands and she worked me perfectly into a steaming froth. She glanced up at me and with her free hand flicked my right nipple hard. I gasped, my hips making my little pussy buck in her hand. Then her eyes darkened and her lips curled up into a smile.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm… Maybe.”
 
    
 
   **
 
    
 
   My second orgasm of the morning came in the stairwell of an office building. I was standing with my legs spread ridiculously wide, tilted backward, leaning against the steel railing, a precipitous eleven story drop behind me, all while staring at an emergency roof hatch. My shirt was on the floor next to my skirt and Malcolm had his left hand on my rump while his right was cupping my sex, his middle finger curled up and pushed inside me. I arched my back, letting out a loud whimper as the waves of acute pleasure shot through me and Malcolm gave me an excited grin as his hand slapped against my pussy, his finger going in and out of me. I felt him kneading my bottom, but that was just icing on the cake. The real impetus for orgasm was his palm against my clit, and maybe his wriggling finger had a bit to do with it as well. Personally, I couldn’t have been happier. I was two for three as my body stiffened and a fresh surge of juice announced my incipient orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, baby. Give it up,” Malcolm whispered. He was clearly trying to keep his voice down. The echoes of my own cacophony of cries, moans, whimpers, and groans still spiraled down the stairwell, without much in the way of discretion. I gritted my teeth and a wet splatter sprinkled down on the concrete landing, around Malcolm's probing fingers. I let out a single, soft, grateful gasp. My body trembled and he held me, ostensibly with his right hand still cupping my sex, his finger still wriggling inside me.
 
    
 
   “There, there. You got this. Feel good, baby?” He asked me. I nodded, feeling the sweet euphoria swirl through my brain. I’m not ashamed to admit I’m a junkie and that sex is my drug. If we could bottle this we could make millions. As it is I know of only one sure way to get that sensation. Fuck your way to it.
 
    
 
   Slowly he extracted his hand from my slit and he held up his wet hand. He looked around for just a moment, but then grabbed my shirt off the floor and used it to dry the girl cum on his fingers. I wanted to object, but wisely kept my mouth shut.
 
    
 
   “Now girl, your part of the deal.” His hands went to his jeans and began unbuckling his belt. I nodded. When I’d gotten on the elevator to come down from dropping off Kari’s proposal, Malcolm had already been inside. His eyes had told me that he’d have no problem slipping his fingers into my wet box and I’d made the proposal between floors three and two. By the time we got to the lobby he was already pressing the button for the top of the building. He’d actually done some preliminary exploration under my skirt by the time the lift doors had opened and he’d been very pleased when I’d eagerly followed him to the emergency stairs. The fact that I stripped naked on the top landing, without even being asked, had sealed the deal. He’d eagerly fingered me at that point.
 
    
 
   Me? I went down on my knees and took his thick, black cock in my mouth. Malcolm was a short guy, only five foot five or so, but he was muscular and I appreciated his physique. I bobbed my head, rubbed the full length of his six inch member, and deep-throated as much of it as I could. I was down there for maybe ten minutes, fifteen at the most, before Malcolm let out a soft groan and my mouth filled with jism.
 
    
 
   I swallowed. That’s what a good girl like me does, right? I got a mouthful of salty, tangy cum and I slurped it down eagerly, draining Malcolm's balls right through his soda straw. I got it all too, which was rather impressive if you ask me. Finally he pulled his limp member out of my mouth as I licked my lips and gave him an appreciative grin.
 
    
 
   “Hey girl, as much as I’d like to let you do a second round, I’ve got work to do,” he said, pulling up his jeans. I stood up, rubbing my knees lightly. He eyed me slowly and his face broke into another big grin. “Damn you sure look good naked.”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “I like being naked.”
 
    
 
   His eyes met mine and I might have seen it coming if I’d thought about it. Malcolm bent over, picked my clothing up off the ground and held it out to me. I raised my hand to accept, but instead he took a step to the side, put my shirt and skirt over the eleven story drop, and let go. My clothing fluttered down out of sight.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” I protested, twisting around. I watched as my shirt fluttered down, landing about four stories lower. My skirt kept going. “You jerk!” I muttered. Malcolm laughed.
 
    
 
   “You just better hope I don’t pull the fire alarm on your way down,” he told me. “Or feel free to use the elevator.” I glared at him and started down. The only problem was that I couldn’t hurry. Not in six inch stilettos. I had to go carefully, slowly, or I’d trip, fall, and break my neck. I heard the door open and close above me as I went down. Four stories lower I found my shirt. It was damp from where Malcolm had wiped his hand, but I put it on anyway. There was no sign of my skirt, so I kept one hand low and kept going. I found my skirt on five and was just so relieved that Malcolm hadn’t pulled the fire alarm that I just pulled it on and kept going. I made it to the bottom none the worse for wear, but just a bit discombobulated.
 
    
 
   ***  
 
   I leaned back in the car seat and moaned as Julie’s fingers swirled, curled, and dipped in the wet well between my outstretched legs. My hands were cupping my clover clamped breasts, the blue and white striped shirt pulled down, revealing both tits with perfect clarity. During that particular moment I couldn’t have cared less that we were sitting at the back of a mall’s parking lot. Sunlight streamed around us and I couldn’t help pumping my hips spastically, working myself fervently on Julie’s hand. The tinkle of the metal chain between my nipples was dampened by the incessant buzz of the tiny dangling vibrator that I had clamped to my clitoris.
 
    
 
   “So am I the fourth or fifth person to have my hand up your skirt today?” She asked wickedly, using her thumb to press the vibrator clamp into my clitoris, even as her forefinger and middle finger wriggled inside me.
 
    
 
   “What?” I gasped, blinking as I tried to use my brain while in the throes of passion.
 
    
 
   She gave me a penetrative look. “How. Many. People. Have. Fingerfucked you!” She asked again, enunciating each word and punctuating it with hard thrusts of her hand. I almost lost it right there.
 
    
 
   In my head I counted. Jose was first, followed by Kari, then that fucker Malcolm, and then Roger in the parking lot, then the cowboy. “Six,” I replied.
 
    
 
   Julie’s face broke into a wide grin. “Really? I’m number six?” She considered that. “How many times have you cum?”
 
    
 
   My voice trembled almost as violently as my body. “Three!” I gasped. “Two authorized and one not.”
 
    
 
   She snorted. “I knew about the unauthorized orgasm the second I heard your cute little vibrator. Tell me, is it driving you crazy?”
 
    
 
   I moaned. “Yes. Oh god yes! Please Julie! Please let me cum?” Her fingers continued to squirm inside me.
 
    
 
   “Pull on the clover clamp chain,” she ordered. “And I’ll think about it. Make those tight. I want your nipples blue.”
 
    
 
   I let go of both breasts, grabbed the chain and yanked. Most sets of clover clamps would have come right off with the tug I gave that chain, slipping on the little nub of flesh, but not mine. Mine had been filed to create a set of ridges that prevented almost all slipping and so when I pulled hard, all I managed to do was tighten the two metal vices dramatically. Pain shot through my chest and I squealed in agony. This pain didn’t quite make it to my brain though because it got lost in the pleasure of what Julie was still doing to my pussy. It melded with it, combined with it, and made that pleasure twenty times more powerful. Suddenly I realized that my orgasm was no longer up to Julie. I let out a wild croon and my hand went down to her wrist. Part of me needed her to stop, the pressure boiling out of me while another part wanted her to go on and on. Julie felt it too and wouldn’t let me pull her hand out of my pussy.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, that’s your third allowed orgasm, isn’t it?” She whispered, leaning over. I shuddered violently, her fingers still curling inside me. “How do your nipples feel?”
 
    
 
   I think that was a rhetorical question because frankly, I wasn’t really capable of answering questions at that point. Julie kept her hand between my legs for another thirty seconds, digging at me until my whimper turned to a whine. She pulled her hand out, the fingers covered in goo. She brought it up to my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Lick it,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   The taste was familiar, tangy and salty and me. She didn’t make me clean her hand though. This was about humiliating me, though I’ve long gotten over the thought of tasting myself. I’ve sucked enough cock that had been in there to know the taste of Breanne Erickson. She pulled her hand back out of my mouth and wiped it on a small towel she kept in the center console. I shuddered and took a rasping breath.
 
    
 
   “Vibrator?” Julie asked sympathetically. I nodded.
 
    
 
   “It’s driving me crazy,” I admitted.
 
    
 
   “How’d you end up with the vibe on?” She asked. “I thought you’d do a better job controlling yourself.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, feeling the flutter against my petals and translated right up to my tightly crimped clitoris. “The cowboy was feeling rambunctious and wanted more than a blowjob.” I thought back to that moment, the two of us sitting in the front passenger seat of his massive pickup, stopped in a Home Depot parking lot, with me naked from the waist down, bouncing gymnastically on his condom clad and studdly cock. He kept reaching around me and touching my clit. I hadn’t been able to take it and cum long before he did.
 
    
 
   “So, you think you’re going to have another unauthorized orgasm again?” Julie asked me.
 
    
 
   I turned my head and gave her an incredulous look. “It’s almost one in the afternoon. I still haven’t had lunch, and the only time I’m allowed to turn the vibrator off is when I’m driving. Of course I’m going to have another unauthorized orgasm.”
 
    
 
   See? That’s me being positive. Or realistic. Or something.
 
    
 
   Julie patted my leg. “Well, I’m glad you’re being sensible about it. Now, how about that lunch?”
 
    
 
   She put the car in gear and hit the accelerator as both my stomach and my pussy tightened. Julie’s hand fell on my thigh and slid up my skirt a second time, her fingertips fluttering against my petals and around the little pendant vibrator hanging off my clit.
 
    
 
   “Very realistic,” she said.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “You’re very relaxed,” Jason said as he wiggled his finger inside me. It felt odd to me and I tried to stay loose. I knew exactly why I was relaxed in that particular spot. Not fifty minutes before I’d been in a similar position; naked and bent over the hood of a car actually, with a young man who had been a bit coarser than Jason’s refined, more gentlemanly demeanor, who had taken advantage of both my position and willingness to jam more than just his finger in there.
 
    
 
   I groaned, my rump waving as he rammed his middle finger up to the knuckle in my back door. It didn’t hurt, not after what I’d already had up there earlier, but it was still both humiliating and a bit disconcerting. It also wasn’t driving me toward another orgasm. No, the vibrator pendant hanging off my clit was doing that and I was just hoping he’d hurry. We’d already met the requirements imposed upon me by Master Brandon’s assignment. Now I just wanted him to take his reward. I glanced back at him.
 
    
 
   “I want your cock,” I said urgently, giving him a smile. See? It’s all about how you phrase things. If I’d said “Okay. Thanks. That’s enough fingering my ass. Can you just fuck me now before I have another orgasm?” God knows how long he’d have spent back there with his thumb in the dam.
 
    
 
   Jason grinned and plucked the condom off the desk next to me. I looked back out across the Houston skyline, watching the sunlight glimmer off the buildings. I took several deep breaths and braced myself. Getting reamed in the rear is the sort of thing that takes a bit of mental preparation for. Not to mention lots of practice. At least I was well lubed and his finger had opened me up nicely.
 
    
 
   Did I want to get fucked up the ass? Normally, the answer is no. I don’t enjoy it. It generally doesn’t provide any sort of sexual stimulation. But this time I wanted it. The reason was simple. I really, really, really wanted to avoid another unauthorized orgasm. I’d already managed to cum nine times that day, starting with Jose. Malcolm had delivered nicely, despite the fact that he’d thrown my clothes down six flights of stairs. Then I’d screwed up with the cowboy and popped like a firecracker while he was pushing his shaft deep into my well. That meant meeting Julie with the vibrator pendant dangling from my clit and the clover clamps swinging from each nipple. Julie had let me cum too, as had the nice young man named Grover who was in the process of making a delivery and found a redhead vixen waiting for him with an offer he just couldn’t refuse. The gentlemen after Grover was just as pleased to get a blowjob in exchange for slipping his finger up a beautiful girl’s pussy and he was especially vigorous, jamming his hand up against my wetness until he practically lifted me up, my whimpers of orgasmic bliss echoing around the tiny closet. What really sucked though was number ten. His name was Victor and I’d made it through his fingering just on the edge, but holding it together. I couldn’t just see the light at the end of the tunnel. I could feel the warmth of it on my skin! I was practically finished. All I had to do was let him fuck me. He took forever and I couldn’t hold off.
 
    
 
   Which mean two more finger fucks! One of which had to be orgasmic. Then, on number twelve, in the back area of a grocery store meant for produce, I was sandwiched between two guys, getting fingered and sucking cock, when Billy, the grocer who had his finger in my pussy, elected to swap out for something a little thicker. I groaned when he pushed the cucumber into my sex, pumping it rapidly and there was nothing I could do! They had me! My pussy tightened around the thick green phallus and a moment later I was spurting! Billy pulled it out and shoved his own cock in and I was lost in the moment, too dazed on the sexual high to object. Not that I would have. My God it felt good. But it also meant a third unauthorized orgasm.
 
    
 
   Shit.
 
    
 
   I’d offered my ass to Jason because I couldn’t risk another orgasm. And this was it. The end of the tunnel, right? I felt the tip of his cock against my ass and I rolled my hips to give him a better shot. He rubbed his cock through the oil and I felt the pressure of him. I braced myself, opened and relaxing, readying my rear end for the thick and full penetration of something a hell of a lot meatier than Jason’s stupid finger.
 
    
 
   “Here it comes, girl.” Then he pushed.
 
    
 
   For a moment things went right. Then his cock seemed to slip downward over my perineum and before I could object his cock went deep into my pussy, spreading my petals. He penetrated deep, grabbing my hips, pumping frantically as I gasped. The vibrating pendant swung on my clit and a whole host of sensations poured into me. My brain protested, knowing that this was bad. Very bad. But unfortunately my pussy had completely different opinions and basically told my brain to shut the fuck up. So I hung on to the desk and prayed that I could hold out longer than Jason.
 
    
 
   Thirty minutes later I climbed into the front seat of my car. I was tired, thirsty, and felt amazing. Getting screwed out the wazoo multiple times in a single day can do that to a girl. With a lingering smile on my face, I lifted my phone and dialed Julie’s number.
 
    
 
   “Hey girl, glad to finally hear from you,” Julie said. “Feeling good?”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “Oh yeah. Definitely.” I started the engine.
 
    
 
   “Get all of your finger fucks in?”
 
    
 
   “Hm-mm,” I hummed. “Oh yes. All fourteen of them. Two in the back door even.”
 
    
 
   Julie clucked her tongue. “My goodness! You had three unauthorized orgasms?”
 
    
 
   I let out a low throated chuckle. “Actually, I’ve got a question for you.”
 
    
 
   I could almost hear Julie’s eyebrow going up.  “And what’s the question?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I put the car in gear and headed out. “What exactly, are you going to do to me, for unauthorized orgasm number four?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne, your assignment today will be penetrative, so you are exempt from NHPS Rule #1 for the duration of the day. You will wear clothing consistent with both your professional role for Kari, and a nympho humiliation pain slut, which of course means revealing, short, skin baring clothing, sans any kind of under garment. You will have with you at all times your vibrating clamp and your clover clamps on a chain. Hopefully you will not need them.
 
    
 
   Your assignment today is to get finger fucked. Repeatedly. You are required to ask ten different individuals, in different places, to stick at least one finger up your cute little shaved twat. Furthermore, five of these events must be orgasmic for you. That’s right. You have to cum five times. How you “pay” for getting finger fucked is up to you. May offer oral, anal, or vaginal satisfaction, or just hope that getting a hand on a beautiful redhead’s cunt will be payment enough. Your choice. However you do it though, I must insist that you not cum. Again, the only orgasms you are allowed to have is when you’re getting fingered. Any other orgasms are unauthorized. Should you be foolish enough to have an unauthorized orgasm, you will apply the vibrator clamp to your clit and will remain active and on for the remainder of the day, on high. You will also put both clover clamps on your tits. And yes, I’m fully aware that such stimulation will just make it more likely you will fuck up and cum when you aren’t supposed to. Too bad for you. Should you have a second unauthorized orgasm, you will add an addition two finger fucks to your required ten, as well as one additional finger fuck orgasm. A third unauthorized orgasm will result in you being required to get two anal finger fucks as well. Hopefully you will have learned by that point.
 
    
 
   Have fun. - Master Brandon.
 
    
 
    
 
   RVP Blush
 
   April 2nd, 2016
 
    
 
   A beautiful girl sat down in the chair opposite me, her bright blue eyes flashing with amusement as she cast an appreciative glance over me. She was wearing a light blue summer dress that did absolutely nothing but flaunt her amazing curves and a pair of heeled sandals that were both sexy and sensible. The collar was low, revealing a great deal of her chest, which for the most part was creamy white, except instead of freckles a dusting of what looked like stars in the sky stretched across her cleavage. And what a cleavage! Her décolletage was the sort of thing that men dream about burying their faces in. Down around her upper thighs, the hem of the dress danced enticingly. I stared at her as she gave me a huge smile, my face expressionless as I struggled not to cry out, whimper, or make a scene.
 
    
 
   “You know,” Alissa said, leaning forward with a smirk. “I was worried I wouldn’t be able to find you. But Christ, Bre. You’re like a fucking peacock. Practically every man here is staring at you.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t bother to glance around. I knew damned well what she was talking about. With my fire-engine red hair standing out like a beacon in the crowded food court, I could have been wearing a plastic garbage sack and men would have looked at me. Red hair is like that. Kari once told me that redheads come in two flavors: those who wish they were the center of attention and those who need to be. I’m not sure where I qualify on that spectrum, but my hair isn’t “auburn” or “rose.” My hair is red. An unnatural hue of it too. So my crimson locks are meant to attract attention. Personally I disagree with Kari. I think my hair color is a cry for help. But combine fire-engine red hair with the ivory colored dress Kari had bought me, not to mention the six inch high heels I was wearing, and my attire practically screamed “LOOK AT ME! NOW!”
 
    
 
   Along with other, more prurient suggestions.
 
    
 
   Alissa looked at my dress with a calculating expression. “That’s a novel outfit. How are you keeping your breasts in it?”
 
    
 
   I swallowed and looked downward. I could understand her curiosity. The front of the dress had an oval cut in it that exposed practically everything from the hollow of my throat to a disturbing point midway down my ribcage. The top halves of both breasts were pushed up and looked like they were about to pop out of my dress with the slightest provocation. I’d complained to Kari when she’d given it to me that a deep breath would cause a “wardrobe malfunction.” I’d meant it as a joke, except it had actually happened in the car. The dress was tight, which was just about the only thing keeping my bosom from falling out. Kari had warned me just as I left, not to do any jumping jacks.
 
    
 
   “It’s tight,” I said, my voice strained. Alissa leaned forward.
 
    
 
   “Is that your RVP I hear?”
 
    
 
   My RVP, or “Rotating Venus Penis” is a sex toy that I’ve had for years (though I’ve replaced the thing twice.)  The current model was shaped like a purple butterfly which was strapped into place along my slit. The nose of the butterfly was pressed against my clit, delivering some rather intense vibrations to one of the most sensitive spots on my body. Unfortunately this was combined with a four inch silicon covered phallus that extended from the butterfly into my dripping, hot depths. Then, to make matters worse, a second motor caused said phallic probe to corkscrew around inside me. And since both motors were set to their highest speeds, I was on the verge of having a rather impressive, loud, somewhat frantic orgasmic explosion.
 
    
 
   In a crowded mall food court.
 
    
 
   I gritted my teeth, trying hard to suppress the involuntary jerking of my hips. Alissa looked around. “I’m thinking I should get something to eat. How much more time do you have?”
 
   I glanced down at my watch. “Eight minutes,” I said tightly.
 
    
 
   Alissa leaned back and crossed her arms. “You’re wound so tight it looks like you’re about to pop.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “I am about to pop!” I hissed.
 
    
 
   “Good!” She replied wickedly. “I was worried I was just here as a witness.” She glanced under the table. “Are they in your purse?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, struggling even more not to cry out. Beads of perspiration had appeared on my forehead and the full throttle churning of the RVP’s prick inside me, not to mention the vibrations rushing up from my pussy and clit, was about to send me over the edge. I gripped the edge of the table, my knuckles white.
 
    
 
   “I’m curious,” Alissa continued, as if her conversational companion wasn’t trying to desperately control the tremors shaking her. “Will this be a ‘When Harry Met Sally’ moment? Or do you think you’ll be able to keep your screams to a minimum.”
 
    
 
   I little touch of anger flashed across my eyes. “Worried I might embarrass you?” I asked spitefully, knowing damn well what she was trying to do.
 
    
 
   Alissa laughed. “Hardly. If I’m not humiliated to be seen in public with you in the first place, you cumming loudly in the food court isn’t going to phase me.” She leaned forward, grinning “You know, I wasn’t told that you’d be wearing such an intriguing outfit. I especially like the neckline, or lack thereof. Do you think anyone would mind if I just tug the front down and put your alligator clamps on right here?”
 
    
 
   And with that she managed to do exactly what she intended. My mind was filled with the image of her reaching across the table, grabbing my dress and yanking downward, both breasts falling out. My pussy tightened as she fished the alligator clamps out of my purse and put them both on me, right behind the piercings on each nipple, sending wicked shards of pain through each soft jug, straight to my brain.
 
    
 
   But that was just fantasy. What actually happened was that I let out a shallow, low throated moan that held more than enough innuendo to tell everyone in the immediate vicinity that I was having an orgasmic episode. I pitched forward, almost enough to hit my head on the table, stopping myself just in time as my hips began rocking wildly. The wicked movements of the RVP spinning and screwing inside me sent waves of wild pleasure up through my body and my toes curled as the spasm of sweet tremors left me rigid and panting. I felt the surge of wetness and my cheeks turned crimson, knowing I’d just soaked the back of my dress, the part I was sitting on. I let out a bit of a whimper as the peak crested and then faded, leaving me breathless and limp. Slowly I straightened and looked up at Alissa.
 
    
 
   She reached out and patted my hand. “Actually, I was joking. But if you want you can give me the alligator clamps now.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and I glanced down, gasping. Sure enough, my left boob had pretty much exploded out of the dress, the nipple totally visible. I glanced around as I hauled up on the dress and saw a number of pleased grins.
 
    
 
   “You can turn off the RVP now, Bre.” Alissa’s lips were pressed together in a smirk and I nodded wordlessly, my face flushed as I put my hand down in my lap. I pulled up the hem of my dress just enough to get to the controller. I’d asked Julie to loan me her wireless version of my RVP, but she’d laughed and said that having a wire and control box would humiliate me even more. So I exposed an unseemly amount of leg and plucked the purple controller out from under one of the straps of the butterfly itself and quickly thumbed both sliders downward. The little lights went out and I sighed in relief as the churning and shaking stopped.
 
    
 
   “I’ve reconsidered,” Alissa suddenly said. “We can go someplace private to put on the alligator clamps,” she said. She stood up and was clearly waiting for me to follow. I tucked the RVP controller back under the strap and rose slowly, picking up my purse from the floor at the same time. I ran a hand down the dress, trying to force the hem lower but all it did was stretch the material over my breasts and threaten to expose them. I slid my hand to the back and winced as I felt the wetness. A glance down at the chair confirmed it and I grimaced.
 
    
 
   “You okay?” Alissa asked, showing genuine concern.
 
    
 
   I glanced back at her and nodded. “I’m just…” I paused and glanced around. I was clearly the center of attention. People everywhere were looking at me. Some, the closest, clearly seemed to know what I’d just done and were waiting for my other breast to pop out. Others, further out, just looked on in mixture of longing or disdain. I felt the flush of heat on my cheeks.  “Totally embarrassed.”
 
    
 
   Alissa took my hand and squeezed it. “Good. You should be.” Then she led me away.
 
    
 
   **
 
    
 
   “What’s the matter?” Alissa asked, popping a French fry into her mouth. “Not hungry?”
 
    
 
   I sat across from her at the table she’d selected. We were at one of Houston’s more fashionable chain burger joints and the rock ‘n’ roll paraphernalia that dominated the decor gave the place a decidedly sixties feel. Music played loudly and for that I was grateful, since it meant that not even I could hear the muted roar of the RVP swirling and churning around inside me. I felt it of course, the incessant buzzing against my clit, the purple butterfly toy set to full power again. My pussy spasmed around the silicon probe that stirred me like a pot of boiling pasta, waiting for me to froth and bubble over. I stared down at my burger, which I hadn’t even touched, despite being hungry, and felt my bottom lip tremble. Alissa glanced down at her phone, which was sitting on the table.
 
    
 
   “Wow. You’re just four minutes in and already incapable of speech,” she observed. Her eyes sparkled. “Is it the RVP quivering in your cute little pussy, or is it the alligator clamps?”
 
    
 
   I glanced down at my chest. The dress did absolutely nothing to hide the outlines and shadow of the alligator clamps. Both steel pincers were hanging from my nipples downward, tightly chewing on the tips of each breast. Alissa had waited till we’d parked before reaching over and pulling down the front of my dress. Both breasts fell out easily, hanging high, supported by the bunched up material. But Alissa didn’t just put the clamps on. No. She’d bent over and began licking each nipple in turn, hardening them until each one was puckered and wanting, before she attached each toothed clamp. It was both wonderful and excruciating and I moaned loudly when she’d done it.
 
    
 
   “Both,” I said softly, acutely aware of both the pain and the pleasure streaming from separate parts of my body.
 
    
 
   Alissa nodded. “Just sixteen minutes to go. Do you think you’ll cum again? After all, it’s only been about thirty minutes since your last explosion at the mall.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, cautiously of course, one that was laced with the harsh sting of the clamps and picked up my burger. Concentrating on eating actually seemed to help and I took a huge bite and began chewing methodically, even as the RVP spun and danced between my legs. Alissa watched with amusement as I tried to eat and fuck the machine strapped to my pussy at the same time, all without anyone knowing that was what I was doing.
 
    
 
   “So, how are things with Julie?” She asked me a moment later.
 
    
 
   I put down my burger and took a sip of my Diet Coke. “She’s fucking Mike.”
 
    
 
   Alissa laughed and rolled her eyes. “Well yeah. Who doesn’t want to fuck Mike? I mean even I’ve had the pleasure of that man’s....” Her voice trailed off when she saw my face.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” She asked suddenly.
 
    
 
   My pussy tightened around the RVP as I answered. “She’s doing him when I’m not there is what I mean.”
 
    
 
   Alissa blinked. “Oh. So she’s having him on the side?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, resisting the urge to rock back and forth.
 
    
 
   “I caught them two Saturdays ago when I showed up early for some playtime with her,” I said, my voice just a tad bit strained. “They were in the middle of it, and I think Julie might have been tied down.”
 
    
 
   That made Alissa blink. “Wow. Really?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Later, when they had me on the coffee table, she rode the wooden pony she’s got.”
 
    
 
   Alissa’s eyes widened. “Oh. Wow. That’s really… um… is she allowed to do that?” Alissa asked curiously. “I mean, she’s a dominatrix for the Society. If they find out she’s submitting to a man…”
 
    
 
   I shrugged, which made the alligator clamps shift inside my dress. Fresh shards of pain shot through both boobs, but instead of going up to my brain, the sensation got lost, headed down to my pussy, frolicked and played with the throbbing and stirring toy between my legs, and only then decided to inform my brain that two metal, toothed vices were slowly biting off each nipple. I let out a soft groan.
 
    
 
   “You look like you’re ready to cum again,” Alissa observed.
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard. “I can’t… you know… take the RVP for very long. Not only full power.”
 
    
 
   She glanced back down at her phone. “You’ve done just about ten minutes. Halfway there.”
 
    
 
   I bit my bottom lip. I could feel the pressure building. There was no way I was going to make it ten more minutes. Five maybe. Ten? Impossible. The extra five minutes that had been added to the time limit thanks to the orgasm in the food court basically made enduring the RVP impossible.
 
    
 
   “You know what I wish I could do to you right now?” Alissa said softly. “Put my hand between your legs and push the RVP tighter against your pussy.” Our eyes met and I let out a soft gasp as she picked up her burger, licking her lips seductively. She took a big bite a bit of mayonnaise ended up on her lip. She licked it off.
 
    
 
   Oh my.
 
    
 
   My bottom lip trembled and for a moment I didn’t know if I was going to cry or scream. My nipples throbbed angrily underneath my dress, pressed tight against the material. My clit felt like it had been glued to a hand mixer set to level six and pressed into whipping up a batch of cookies. Oh… and the bowl? Yep. Me. And trust me, I could feel that beater going around inside me, churning the butter and mixing it with the sugar and…
 
    
 
   I looked up at Alissa as the trembling started.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry,” I blurted. Then the orgasm started. My mouth came open and a long, low cry escaped my attempts to stifle it. Fireworks were essentially going off between my legs and the amount of adrenaline rushing through my veins was enough to power that rocket right up to the ceiling. The orgasm in the mall was nothing compared to this one, which felt twice as powerful. Already I was drawing unwanted attention as I wrapped my arms around my torso and tried to control the shakes. My hips began jerking frantically as I fucked the stupid RVP rhythmically. The desire to reach up, tug the front of my dress down, and twist the alligator clamps was almost more than I could handle.
 
    
 
   Across from me Alissa ate and watched as if there was nothing wrong with the redhead slut seated across from her. I could have been going into anaphylactic shock and she was just observing, like it was a fucking Sunday matinee. I let out close lipped wail that was reasonable muted by my clenched teeth and realized I was slipping from my seat. I caught myself, but hit the crest of my climax right at that moment, my back arching slightly as my pelvis tilted forward radically. This time the surge of wetness soaked my thighs and I held onto the table like a lifeline. The world around me faded as my body surged and ebbed like the tide, thrusting and pumping and wanting and cumming.
 
    
 
   Finally the pressure went away and I looked up through a few locks of my hair to see Alissa smiling at me. Behind her were a group of men eating lunch together, all of them staring at me, while to the side a couple gave me intrigued looks. I looked down and sure enough, both my breasts had fallen out of the damn bodice again. I let out a low toned gasp and pulled up on the front of my dress, yanking the material up to cover my clamped tits.
 
    
 
   “Can we leave? Please?” I begged, totally mortified.
 
    
 
   Alissa frowned. “You’ve barely eaten your burger though! And you still need to turn off the RVP, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, but almost imperceptibly. I was almost willing to leave it on, just so I didn’t have to go digging for the damn controller. But after about ten additional seconds I needed it off so I slipped my hand up along my right leg, up under the hem of the dress, until I found the damn thing. I didn’t bother pulling it from the strap. Instead I just swept the sliders downward. The RVP went silent inside me and I couldn’t help vocalizing a small moan.
 
    
 
   Alissa leaned forward, her voice barely intelligible under the music. “Look around Bre. Some of these guys saw your tits and they’re all staring at you. I wonder how many know what you just did and how many only suspect? And what about the ones who were further away and just saw you sway? How many men here want to see those alligator clamps again? How many women? I know I do!” She licked her lips. “And to think, you had another orgasm. That means another five minutes added, right?” Her smile got bigger. “And that other thing. What’s it called? A Thrusting Anal Vibrator? You’re going to let me slowly push that into your bottom, right?”
 
    
 
   I took a ragged breath. “You want to try this sometime?” I replied weakly. The very thought of having the Thrusting Anal Vibe being pushed up my bottom, by Alissa or anyone, was not something I wanted to dwell on.
 
    
 
   Alissa’s eyebrow went up. “Alright. Tell you what. If you manage to get through just ten measly minutes on the next round, I’ll do it. You can stuff me with the RVP…”
 
    
 
   “And the Thrusting Anal Vibe,” I said quickly. Her eyebrow went up. I could see she was actively considering it.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” she replied, crossing her arms. “I’m game. I admit I’m a bit curious. Is it that different from a regular anal plug?”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “You have no idea,” I muttered. I looked down, trying very hard to ignore the interest others were still expressing in me. I grabbed my burger and began devouring it, hoping that normal behavior would be less of an attractant.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “Oh God,” I said as Alissa parked the car. “Please. Not here!”
 
    
 
   Alissa looked out the window and her brow narrowed. “Why not? It’s just a bar.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. Yes. It was just a bar. But it was an upscale bar that I’d been to once before and I knew damned well that I’d made a complete and utter fool of myself that night. I still haven’t found the panties I’d been wearing.
 
    
 
   “Please? Can we go somewhere else? Maybe back to the mall?” I pleaded, shifting uncomfortably. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator was off and unmoving but the fact that I still had a six and a half inch long, two inch thick phallus jammed up my rear end made sitting just a bit of a challenge.
 
    
 
   Alissa took a deep breath and then shook her head. “No. Kari specifically said we were to go to this bar, so this is it. You’ll just have to deal with it.” She put the car in park and hopped out. I sat there for a moment, hoping she’d go in by herself, but she put her hands on her hips and tapped her foot expectantly. Finally I climbed out.
 
    
 
   “You do realize that the longer you wait, the more likely you’ll explode, right?” She demanded.
 
    
 
   I nodded bitterly.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you want me to have to wear the RVP?”
 
    
 
   I glanced at her. “And the Thrusting Anal Vibe.”
 
    
 
   She sighed. “Right. And the Thrusting Anal Vibe.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged my shoulders. “Yes. I do. But…”
 
    
 
   She took my hand and dragged me in.
 
    
 
   The inside of the bar was dark and cool and felt luxurious. It was early afternoon so there weren’t exactly a lot of people in the place. The kitchen served sandwiches and there were two guys playing pool, both of whom eyed Alissa and me like sharks do wounded seals. Alissa ignored them and we found seats at the bar.
 
    
 
   “What can I get for you two ladies?” Asked the barkeeper, a very good looking brunette wearing a halter top that actually made my dress and bulging chest look somewhat normal.
 
    
 
   Alissa smiled. “I’ll have Sex on the Beach please,” she said.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “I’m assuming that’s a drink?” I asked. The bartender laughed.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely,” the brunette said, nodding toward Alissa. “Vodka, Peach schnapps, cranberry and orange juice.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Of course. It does sound good.” Alissa grinned at me.
 
    
 
   “Want one?”
 
    
 
   “Sure. I’ll give it a try.”
 
    
 
   The bartender moved away to assemble what she’d need for our drinks and Alissa turned toward me. “I think now is an appropriate moment to turn everything on.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Shouldn’t we wait for our drinks?” I asked, glancing around.
 
    
 
   Alissa laughed. “No sweetie. You’re so tense you’re vibrating and you don’t even have the RVP on. So either you turn it on or I will.” I nodded and ran my hand up the side of my dress. “And don’t forget to turn on the anal thing either.”
 
    
 
   I gave her a sharp glare, but didn’t say anything. Instead I focused on getting my hand up the side of my dress. I turned on my bar stool to make sure the two guys who were now only sort of paying attention to their pool game didn’t get too good a look at my leg. My fingers found the RVP controller first and my eyes met Alissa’s as I slid both control pegs upward. I didn’t need to look down at the little led lights glowing on the box. I could feel the motors spin up, churning and buzzing inside me. I let out a tiny gasp and felt my loins tighten.
 
    
 
   “I love that look,” Alissa said, leaning close.
 
    
 
   “What look?” I asked breathlessly.
 
    
 
   She grinned. “The one you get when the RVP starts up, especially when it’s been off for a moment.” She gave me a thoughtful look. “Turn it off again.”
 
    
 
   Since my hand was still on the controller, I pushed the sliders back down until the corkscrew action of the four inch cock stilled and the vibration motor went silent. I nodded at her. “Okay, it's off.”
 
    
 
   She put her hand on mine and the bartender came back with our drinks. I took a sip. Admittedly, “Sex on the Beach” was pretty good. I still prefer a Celtic Creamsicle, but I could definitely do with more sex on the beach in my life. I drank a bit more, feeling the cold liquor slide down my throat.
 
    
 
   “Now,” Alissa said. “Turn it on to full. Now.”
 
    
 
   The bartender looked at her peculiarly. “Turn what on to full?” She asked.
 
    
 
   Alissa smiled. “Oh, Breanne’s sex toy. She’s stuffed.”
 
    
 
   I went scarlet as the brunette’s eyebrow went up and she turned and looked at me. For a moment our eyes met and I wondered if I were about to get thrown out of the establishment. Again.
 
    
 
   “Go ahead,” the bartender said with a smirk, her eyes dancing. “I like watching a pretty redhead squirm and this place has had its share.”
 
    
 
   I think my cheeks matched my hair.
 
    
 
   My bottom lip got caught in my teeth, but my hand moved back to my leg, pulling up the side of the dress until I found the controller again. With a sweep of my fingers the RVP roared back to life and Alissa giggled as that same expression of lust and mortification crossed my face.
 
    
 
   “Wow, she’s really doing it, isn’t she?” The bartender asked, her brunette locks bobbing sweetly around her face. She was much closer to Alissa’s age than mine and my companion nodded.
 
    
 
   “She’s a nympho humiliation pain slut,” Alissa said conversationally. Then she turned to me. “Don’t forget the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, Bre. Turn that on too.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and if I could have turned a darker shade of scarlet I would have. She had to say it in front of the bartender? Trembling from a mixture of intense sexual stimulation and utter shame, I found the second controller jammed into the straps of the RVP. I pushed a few buttons and a moment later the thick, uncomfortable, deep penetrating, alien like cock, began shaking in my ass. Then it extended an additional inch, thrusting higher into my back end like some sort of sick worm. I gasped, my eyes widening at the dual and conflicting sensations and I grabbed the edge of the bar to keep my balance.
 
    
 
   “Thrusting Anal Vibrator?” The bartender asked, clearly intrigued. Alissa nodded.
 
    
 
   “It’s actually kind of neat,” Alissa explained, turning away. “It’s like this alien cock, all black and slick and with strange edges. And it will literally fuck you. It extends like two whole inches inside you, all while it’s vibrating.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” The bartender looked skeptical. “What does it feel like?”
 
    
 
   Alissa opened her mouth, but then she blushed. “I’ve never had it in me before.”
 
    
 
   “Yet,” I muttered under strain. I could feel the sexual pressure building. “I hope you’re keeping time.” The conflicting speeds of the motor buried in my lower half was making it difficult to even sit still. I felt like ants were crawling around in my panties. If I’d been wearing panties.
 
    
 
   Alissa’s eyes widened and she gave me a chagrinned look, only to pull her phone out. “Nine minutes left,” she said with acknowledgement. “But you still have to endure twenty-five.”
 
    
 
   “Or what?” Asked the bartender.
 
    
 
   Alissa laughed. “There is no ‘what’. Even if she cums she has to leave it on for twenty-five minutes. That’s the point.”
 
    
 
   “Even if she’s sensitive?” The bartender exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “Yes. She’s a nympho humiliation pain slut. See the alligator clamps on her nipples?”
 
    
 
   The bartender nodded. “I noticed them when y’all sat down actually. I thought it was just decorative jewelry.”
 
    
 
   Alissa laughed. “Hardly.” Then to my shock, she reached across, grabbed the front of my dress, and pulled downward. Both breasts exploded out of the material, the steel alligator clamps jerking as my boobs jiggled with freedom.
 
    
 
   “Ooohhh!” The bartender laughed as I cried out, my arms coming up, trying to stuff myself back in. I didn’t look behind me at the two men playing pool until I’d managed to get it all back in. They were clearly curious, but evidently hadn’t seen anything.
 
    
 
   “Alissa!” I hissed.
 
    
 
   The bartender laughed. “Oh please, feel free to let them hang out. I don’t mind,” she said with a smoldering look.
 
    
 
   That would have made me blush. If I wasn’t already doing it. Right down to the tips of my breasts.
 
    
 
   Alissa looked out across the bar. “Hey. Why don’t we ask those two guys if they want to play pool with us?”
 
    
 
   I gave her a horrified look. “What? Are you kidding me? In my condition? I can’t even stand,” I whispered urgently. Stand? Hell. I couldn’t even sit still! My lower half was jerking and trembling and my ass probably looked like a bowl of jelly on top of a washing machine on spin cycle. In fact, despite the fact that I’d cum, not once but twice in the last two hours, having the bloody Thrusting Anal Vibe trying to mash my colon into sexual mush along with the stirring shimmy of the Rotating Venus Penis was forcing me up that metaphorical mountain of orgasmic pleasure a hell of a lot faster than I’d expected.
 
    
 
   “Can I see your alligator clamps again?” The bartender asked sweetly.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. Alissa looked at me expectantly. I glanced back at the pool guys. They were still glancing over at us, but I could turn my back to them. Slowly I twisted in the stool again until I was facing the mirrored back of the bar itself. I reached up and gingerly took hold of the front of my dress and pulled down and outward. A half second later my boobs had popped completely out of the open front, the nipples dark pink and throbbing. Each gold piercing was sticking straight out due to the pressure of the clamps. I kept hold of my dress, expecting to have to cover up immediately.
 
    
 
   “Put your hands down in your lap,” Alissa told me. “Don’t be so panicky. She told you it was okay.”
 
    
 
   The bartender nodded. “Like I said, you aren’t the first girl to bare herself in this place,” she said, winking. “There’s a wall in the men’s restroom with pictures and a trophy.” She shook her head. “It’s embarrassing.”
 
    
 
   I sat there, shuddering, my boobs hanging out. I could see them in the reflection of the bar mirror and the steel clamps looked engaging. The bartender reached out and put a delicate finger on my left nipple, her nail grazing the distended and crushed tip.
 
    
 
   “It looks so pretty like that,” she said softly. Her nail moved across the nipple and down the curve of my breast, then back up to the clamp itself. “So, so sweet…” she said, then began wiggling the clamp.
 
    
 
   Shards of white hot ecstasy shot up through my chest. Or at least, I think it was ecstasy. I might be wrong. All of the nerve impulses coming from my breasts, sex, and ass were just a bit confused and my overwhelmed brain sort of jumbled all of them together in a single stew and so I just let out a sweet groan, arched my back, put my hands in my lap and basically offered to let the bartender play with my tits to her heart’s content.
 
    
 
   “Six minutes left,” Alissa said as I shuddered. I was basically a mercury thermometer and the redline was going up and up. I’m not sure if Alissa meant I’d been enduring for six minutes, or that I had six minutes to go. And there was no way I was close to my twenty-five minute limit.
 
    
 
   Then the bartender reached over with her other hand and began wiggling the second alligator clamp. Six minutes might as well been six hundred. It didn’t matter anymore. I put both hands down on the counter, my mouth open as I swooned with a massive surge of pleasure, my entire body tingling. My lower half was twisting and jacking around in the stool and then Alissa put her arms around me, one between my legs. I could feel the incessant push of the anal vibrator, jamming itself seemingly deeper and deeper, then the pressure of the RVP against my sopping wet petals. I spread my thighs instinctively and her hand went up under the hem of my dress, pressing against the RVP.
 
    
 
   I cried out, lost in the throes of the orgasm, clinging to Alissa as the bartender flicked and twisted the alligator clamps. My vision went white, then red, and my heart seemed to hammer in my chest. I could feel my pulse surging into my clit, through the tips of my breasts, and every part of me seemed to tighten.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God!” I said loudly, my voice tight and strained. “I’m cumming!”
 
    
 
   The next minute was a rollercoaster. When it ended I felt like I’d been dunked in a cold lake, flung against a brick wall, wrung out, then stretched over a line to bake in the sun. I shuddered against Alissa, grabbing hold of her as I lost control. My brain swam in a soup of endorphins and oxytocin, adrenaline, and dopamine, every little chemical designed to make me feel so good that I’d be willing to do this all over again, over and over. I let out a satisfied moan as that wave of euphoria came down on me. I was a junkie with her fix and the fact that my boobs were hanging out, clamped with toothed steel, or that my butt was jammed full a pulsing, thrusting banana sized phallus was just the icing on the cake. Alissa’s hand stayed between my legs, moving in a tiny circle, pushing the RVP against my pussy in waves of sweet bliss.
 
    
 
   “See? I knew I wouldn’t have to wear the RVP. Or put that thrusting thing in my ass,” she said in my ear. “You just can’t help yourself! And look, you’ve still got another twenty-one minutes of torment to deal with.”
 
    
 
   I let out a half-choked sob but it sounded more like hysteria. I’m not sure. Alissa gave me a hug and turned to the bartender. “Do you want her first?”
 
    
 
   The stunning brunette gave Alissa a curious look. “Want her first?”
 
    
 
   Alissa nodded. “Because I’m about to offer the two gentlemen down there Breanne blowjobs. So if you want first dibs you better take her.”
 
    
 
   The bartender grinned, locked up the register and hurried out from around the bar. She was wearing this cute little black skirt and she took my hand, pulling me from the stool. “Keep an eye on things,” she told Alissa. Then led me stumbling through the bar. I didn’t even realize my breasts, bare, clamped, and totally exposed were still on view and it wasn’t until I saw the astonished and grinning expression of the two men at the pool table that it occurred to me. Then the bartender pulled me into the girl’s bathroom.
 
    
 
   I wish I could remember her name and I feel kind of bad that I can’t. But I can remember the taste of her, the scent of her skin, the texture of her pussy. She kept herself trimmed with just a small bush, but burying my nose in her wetness was enough to help me ignore the incessant stimulation, the agitating fermentation of my pussy juices. By the time she stiffened and cried out, her hand on the back of my head, holding me tighter between her open thighs, pumping her hips, another ten minutes had passed. She let me go, a sigh of satisfaction on her lips, clearly enjoying the same drug that I craved constantly.
 
    
 
   “We need more redheads in the world,” she said softly. She lifted her leg and swung it over my head, then began pulling her panties back on. I sat down on the floor of the bathroom and looked around, feeling the burgeoning pressure of the sexual torment. The Thrusting Anal Vibe seemed to be driving deeper into my bottom. The bathroom walls were covered with framed pictures of mostly naked men. Very attractive, muscular, iron pumping men. There were bulging crotch pictures too. I let out a soft, manic laugh.
 
    
 
   The bartender stood up and managed to get her skirt back in place. “Come on, Breanne. Your friend is waiting.” She pulled me to my feet and I felt my knees buckle. The waves coming from the RVP were not sweet bliss, not any more. There was a cruel intensity too it, like the tiniest bit of rug burn, of irritation. She pulled me forward and out of the bathroom and I stumbled back out into the bar.
 
    
 
   “Oh! There she is!” Alissa said. She was standing next to one of the pool guys, her hand actually down the front of his trousers. “Guess you earned that blowjob,” she said wickedly. I blinked as she drew her hands out of his pants. His face was red and he looked like he was about to have a coronary. He grinned at me and handed Alissa his pool stick. Then he came straight at me.
 
    
 
   I gave her just a single, frustrated glance before I was firmly, but gently escorted to a different restroom. He pushed me into a stall, sat me down on the toilet, and a moment later his thick cock was hitting my cheek. I opened my mouth and began sucking, swirling my tongue around as my hips jerked and fluttered and my ass tightened around the thrusting anal vibrator.  It only took five or six minutes and I realized that Alissa must have been prepping him for me, rubbing him just enough to get him ready to pop. Talk about sweet. A moment later he exploded, sending ribbons of white cream down my throat as I gagged and slurped, swallowing every bit I could.
 
    
 
   “Now stay here, Breanne.” He zipped himself up. “My friend will be here in a moment.” He glanced down at my breasts and grabbed one of the alligator clamps, giving it a little twist. I groaned and cupped my boobs, leaning back. “God yes. You like that? You are such a pain slut!” Then he laughed and walked out. I was left alone for maybe fifteen seconds, which seemed like a long time when all you’ve got to measure it with is the beat of your heart, felt through the crushed tips of your breasts. Then his friend came in and we went with round two. He opted to empty his balls on my breasts, leaving a white gooey slick flowing down my cleavage, the tip of his cock smearing the jism across the slopes. I sighed and he smiled down on me.
 
    
 
   “Your friend said that when you’re done blowing me you can turn off the toys. If you want.” He adjusted his pants and smiled down on me. “You are a great cock-sucker. Thanks for the blow.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, sir.” It came out as a tight whimper since the toys were getting to me. I wasn’t sure if I needed it all to stop, or for me to explode one more time. He nodded and turned, leaving me alone in the bathroom.
 
    
 
   I turned off the toys, then sighed in relief. I used the tissue paper from the roll to wipe my breasts as clean as possible, even going up under the dress to get the stuff that had leaked down to my belly. Finally I felt human again and I opened the stall door. The bathroom was decorated in pictures of women, most of them in varying stages of undress. Most I recognized. They were famous celebrities and some of the shots appeared to come from certain magazines that will remain nameless. I frowned, shaking my head, and turned to the door. That’s when I froze. There were five pictures, all framed, hanging on the back of the door, surrounding a pair of blue lace panties. The pictures were all taken inside the bar. Each frame was filled with the crowd, and the shots were a bit blurry, but in the very center, a thin, redheaded girl was on her back, lying on one of the pool tables, her head near one edge, sucking cock, while one of the men had stuck the end of his pool stick into her exposed slit. You couldn’t really see her face. Another shot was of her bending over, taking someone’s dick from the rear, while her tongue lapped at the head of another penis. The fourth was of her sitting naked in some guy’s lap, her bare bottom exposed, her hands held above her head, while her breasts were slapped back and forth. And the last? Clover clamps. Her face was turned away and her tits filled the frame. My mouth went dry as I saw the single hoop piercing the girl’s right nipple, a small gold padlock dangling from it.
 
    
 
   I pushed open the door and found Alissa waiting for me. She gave me a warm smile and then wrapped her arms around me.
 
    
 
   “How do you feel?”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Good,” I said honestly. “Thanks.”
 
    
 
   She took my hand and led me back up to the bar where the cute brunette gave me a wink. I waved at her and then Alissa and I were back out in the afternoon sunshine. We walked to her car and she gave me another appreciative grin.
 
    
 
   “That was spectacular. You are amazing. You know that?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. 
 
    
 
   We climbed into the car and she gave me a curious look. “You seem a bit… weirded out. Are you sure you’re okay.”
 
    
 
   I looked up at her and gave her a weak smile. “Yea. I’m just…” Then I shrugged and sighed.
 
    
 
   “I found my panties.”
 
    
 
   Hey Bre, your next assignment, should you choose to accept it, is simple. You'll start with your RVP. Off. Wear something only barely acceptable for being in public. I want you to draw attention. Everyone should be staring at you. High heels please. Find a public location, like a mall, restaurant, or bar. Go in, sit down, and turn on the RVP, both functions, full power. Keep it on until you've either cum or fifteen minutes has passed. Once you've completed this task once, do it twice more in different locations. Additionally, if you DO cum before the allotted time, you will apply a pair of alligator clamps to your nipples and add five minutes to the next "endurance" time. A second orgasm will result in an additional five minutes and your Thrusting Anal Vibe in your bottom. Enjoy - Brandon
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Garter Clips
 
   April 17th, 2016
 
    
 
   “Stand up,” Kari said to me as she came through the glass door. It was a heck of a greeting. Normally I get a “good morning, Bre. How’s my favorite fuck slut today?” Or “You look ravishing this morning Bre. I think I might just have a taste of my nympho humiliation pain slut.” Or at least “Hello Bre, go to the supply closet and strip naked. I want to whip your cute little pussy.”  But now that I think about it, maybe “stand up” is actually better. It avoided a label that a good portion of my messed up psyche isn’t exactly comfortable with.
 
    
 
   So I stood, like any good, submissive, fuck slut would. Like I said, I have a messed up psyche.
 
    
 
   Kari put her purse down on the desk and rounded the corner so she could see me completely. I felt like a bug under a microscope as she examined my person with both appraising and appreciative eyes. She started at ground level, no doubt examining my selection of footwear; a pair of black stiletto heels that had a good four inch lift. We’d had a discussion about shoes a week before and she’d grudgingly agreed to let me come down a few inches in order to spare my back. High heels can be a killer. We also agreed that boots would be acceptable on some outings, like demo days, so I had a pair in the trunk of my car.
 
    
 
   My legs, as usual, were totally bare. I’m not a stockings girl for the most part. Sure, I own a few, but I’ve never really seen the appeal of them. Since Kari prefers open toe heels on me, stockings would look a little odd at the tip. She once told me when we were teenagers that not wearing stockings revealed a vulnerability, just one less piece of attire between my body and hers. 
 
    
 
   Kari liked accessibility, which was why I was wearing a mini-skirt that barely covered my ass and left ninety percent of my leg showing. It was the kind of skirt you see on a girl who is constantly flashing the little lace triangle of her panties every time she sits down, or climbs in or out of a car. Men are constantly waiting for that little glimpse, though I can honestly say that they would wait in vain if they were watching for my lace undies. I was following in the footsteps of great pantiless women like Madonna, Kate Moss, Britney Spears, and Kim Kardashian; the soft pink petals of my sex waited wetly for an embarrassing moment to peek out from under the hem, revealing just how desperately wanton I was.
 
    
 
   Yes. Wet and wanton, all thanks to the vibroballs that had been stuffed into my pussy that morning. It wasn’t just the sexual stimulation either. There was definitely a humiliation component and Kari’s eyes traced the bright pink wire that extruded out from under my black mini-skirt’s hem and trailed upward toward my hip. It was an obnoxious, obvious display, since the position and color of the wire made it rather obvious that I was either stuffed with a sex toy, or had shoved my iPod mini up under my skirt. There would be little doubt in educated or speculative minds that the wire led to something a hell of a lot more interesting the Apple’s latest gadget. The pink control box stuck in the waistband served as another point of humiliation for a girl who cringed when walking into public. The single knob was set to low, sending a small electric current down the wire, which in turn powered a pair of weighted motors, both offset of course, inside two plastic, pill shaped containers. These “pills” were too large to swallow though and had been placed, like suppositories, into my sex that morning with a judicious push of my thumb.
 
    
 
   But Kari didn’t stop at my skirt. Her eyes continued upward, roaming over my exposed tummy and up to my top. I hoped she was looking favorably on the blouse I’d selected that morning. It was one she’d bought me and I’d avoided wearing it for months. It was technically a turtleneck, but since it was made of black lace with embroidered black leaves and flowers on it, indecently exposing every curve of my breasts, making it obvious I wasn’t wearing a bra, calling it a turtleneck implied a sort of conservative persona that I find hard to apply. My nipples were hidden, but only by the grace of God and maybe a conscientious designer who had placed the embroidered ivy leaves in just the right spot. Which was good, because the gold hoops which pierced both of my nipples would have been easily seen through the lace sections of my top. And we don’t even need to talk about the small, shiny padlock that could be seen, or the fact that it was hanging from my right nipple.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t wearing any other jewelry, unless you counted the dangly earrings that pierced each lobe. They were gold, twenty-four carat, and matched the shirt. Lately Kari had requested I wear earrings that befitted my station in life. I’d been a smart ass and asked exactly what my station in life was and Kari had given me such a wicked and sexually naughty look that I just shut the hell up. If you’d asked me, I’d have told you that I’m a stud girl. No… not that kind of stud, though I’ll do him too if I get the chance. Studs as in small, understated earrings. Remember, if given the opportunity, I’d dress like a mouse and you’d never notice me. I hate being put in theses… costumes. It’s humiliating beyond all belief.
 
    
 
   I cringed under Kari’s sharp gaze and felt my pussy tighten up even more around the vibroballs. For a wild second I hoped she’d order me to the supply closet, where the punishment frame was waiting. I’d strip naked, let her hang me by the wrists, my weight supported on the twin spreader poles which would force my legs open. She might whip me, or cane me, or use the leather sap on my pussy, or she could push the fucking machine, a dildo tipped post attached to a quiet electric motor, underneath me, letting me endure and enjoy the constant fucking for hours. It wouldn’t be the first time.
 
    
 
   “Well, we’ll just have to see about that,” Kari said. She turned back toward the door, the one leading to the lobby. “Come along, Bre.” She stepped out into the building’s atrium, pulling her door key out at the same time.
 
    
 
   I blinked and gaped. Today wasn’t an outing day. I wouldn’t have worn the outfit I was in if I’d know we were going out! “Kari!” I hissed. “I’m not dressed for an outing!”
 
    
 
   She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “On the contrary my dear, your outfit is almost perfect.” Then she went out the door, holding it open, expecting me to comply. I swallowed hard, a mixture of fear, excitement, and definite arousal surging through me. Would she humiliate me? Would she hurt me? Would I cum?
 
    
 
   Well, duh.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my purse. It held the basic necessity a girl like me needs; condoms, clamps, a few diabolical sex toys, lubricant. Then I followed her out. She locked the office and together we went to her car.
 
   **
 
    
 
   Our first stop did not relieve any of my sense of sexual foreboding. There is a shop near the Galleria specializing in attire for girls like me, or for lovers who like to wear something a little more risqué for their partners - in private. Kari ordered me to go browse while she did some shopping, which left me feeling a little uneasy. The clerk admired me with an appreciative eye, her own attire a combination of sexy yet elegant.
 
    
 
   It took a bit of time, but eventually she approached me. “Can I help you?” She asked, eyes locked onto my breasts. I wondered why she was ignoring Kari, all things considered. Perhaps it was my mistress’ attitude. Kari exudes confidence in ways that make people behave funny. I, on the other hand, appear extremely approachable. 
 
    
 
   I flushed crimson. “Uh. No. I’m uh… just looking. But my friend might need some assistance. I don’t know what she’s looking for.” I pointed back over toward my blond haired goddess who was moving along the far wall.
 
    
 
   The clerk arched her neck - a long pretty neck - and smiled. “Stockings, huh? Okay.” She started to pass me, but then leaned over. “I love your blouse.” Her smile was full of appreciation and the offer was in her eyes. I looked away shyly, my skin rosy down to the tips of my breasts.
 
    
 
   The clerk went over to Kari and the two conversed quietly. Kari nodded a smile of thanks and then the two of them moved off as I turned and contemplated a baby doll outfit that I thought would look really nice on Kari. Especially if I could parade her around the mall in it. Let her have a taste of what being humiliated in front of others was like. Kari weaved through the store and when she and the clerk got back to the register I sauntered on over, admittedly curious. My eyes widened when I saw what Kari had bought and my heart began thudding in my chest.
 
    
 
   The first item was a pair of thigh high stockings. They were black and instead of being smooth, were made of lace, matching at least in concept if not actual design, my indecent blouse. Tons of my skin would show through the lace, making the stockings an attractant, screaming my sluttiness. Next to the package were a pair of garter clips. Not a belt mind you, but just the clips. Each one had an adjustable length elastic strap and the metal clips were stitched into the ends. Next to them Kari had placed a brand new pendant vibrator. This tiny sex toy was nothing more than a rubber padded clamp from which another electric motor dangled. I owned a few of these vibrator clamps, though this one was understated and quite pretty. Would you believe it worked on watch batteries? Lastly came a pair of tweezer clamps, both sporting tiny bells dangling from the ends.
 
    
 
   My mouth went dry and I knew exactly what Kari was doing. My assignments are frequently about props and I’d been putting off a particular one that had come from Master Matt. Everything needed to complete his little task was there on the counter and the clerk was ringing it all up.
 
    
 
   “Kari, please! No!” I begged her, one arm on her elbow. “Please?” 
 
    
 
   The clerk smiled, completely misunderstanding me. She thought I was begging to put it all on right that minute. 
 
    
 
   “There’s a changing room right over there,” She said, pointing. “If you need some help I’d be happy to give you a hand.” The way she said it was deep with meaning.
 
    
 
   I glanced at the clerk, mortified. From the sparkle in her eye, I could tell that the clerk was hoping I’d ask for help, and I was willing to bet a twenty stroke spanking that her fingers and tongue would be heavily involved. I suppressed a shudder that didn’t start in my shoulders, but instead came from the vibroballs still purring embarrassingly in my pussy. Kari passed over her credit card and then handed me the pendant vibrator, the tweezer clamps, the stockings, and the garter clips. Then she turned back to the clerk.
 
    
 
   “I’m sure Breanne would greatly appreciate your assistance,” Kari said wickedly.
 
    
 
   The clerk’s eyes brightened and I’ve never seen a sale consummated as fast. She handed Kari her receipt, picked up my items, and then gestured for me to accompany her to the dressing room. I followed along, the scent of my arousal actually perfuming every step. I could feel the wetness seeping down my thigh. The clerk opened the little door for me and I stepped into the cubicle, which was just big enough for two. Mirrors lined each wall and there was a tiny bench for sitting. I just barely had time to put everything down when she grabbed my breasts. It surprised the hell out of me, her squeezing and pinching the tips of my nipples with sudden hunger. I fell back against the wall as she pressed her body against mine, undulating and rubbing herself against my boobs and leg. 
 
    
 
   “My God, you are so sexy!” She whispered to me. Her fingers went down and found the bottom edge of the lace turtleneck, the one that went right across my belly pulling it up and baring my breasts in less than a second. I gasped as she put her mouth on my left tit, sucking the nipple and piercing into her mouth. Pleasure shot up through me as I tilted my head back, totally lost in the rapture. Her left hand came down off my right breast after teasing the nipple and pulling on the padlock, only to come up between my legs, pulling the skirt upward until she could cup my sex with her hand. I spread my legs without a single thought. It was totally instinctive, a response to her suckling and touch. She let go of my breast, the vacuum of her mouth replaced with the darting lick of her tongue and then she pushed a finger into my pussy, pressing her nail against one of the humming vibroballs, tapping it with a pressing rhythm that sent pressure waves through me.
 
    
 
   I trembled under the touch and the scent of her filled my nose. She pulled her head away from my breasts and turned toward the items Kari had bought, her hands tearing open the box that held the tweezer clamps. My eyes locked onto her hands as she brought the two steel pincers out, holding them up. The rubber caps on the ends were black and the corners of the clerk’s mouth curled up as she delicately placed each clamp on my nipples, just behind the hoop piercings. She pushed up the tightener bands until I gasped. There was no pain, just this delicious squeezing that made me think of my breasts constantly. The little silver bells rang as I breathed and her hand went back down between my legs, her fingers rubbing at my clitoris. 
 
    
 
   “Do you taste as good as you look?” She asked with heat. I didn’t reply but she sank to her knees and lifted my left leg up, setting my foot on the little bench beside us. I couldn’t help my response as her tongue darted forward and began licking my clit. I let out a powerful moan and shuddered with pleasure. Her hands came up under the skirt, pushing it up to my waist, baring my bottom. Her hands took hold of me, cupping my buttocks and kneading my flesh as she sucked and licked and nipped at my clit. I was getting dangerously close to orgasm and when she let go with one hand and groped for the pendant vibrator box I knew that there was no holding back. She kept licking me even as she tore open the cardboard and pulled the little plastic tab that activated the toy. She pulled back, just for a moment, in order to clip the thing to my distended clit. I cried out, loudly I might add, as the duck bill clamp closed down on my swollen nub. Then she went back in, licking the little bit of my clit sticking out from between the two sides of the clamp.
 
    
 
   And that was just about all I could take.
 
    
 
   The orgasm that rocked through me was rather powerful, considering Kari had me prancing around like a hooker doing the slut walk of shame. But to be taken like this, by a woman who didn’t know me, who wanted me just because of how I was dressed, was totally humiliating. The clamps the clerk had put on me didn’t technically hurt, not really. But I could feel them, the light pinching, the sweet dark sensation of something naughty, combined with the vibrations coming up from the pendant, the soft ringing of the bells dangling from my tits. It all came together in this wave. It concentrated and enhanced the orgasm, making it all feel twice as large, twice as intense, twice as exhilarating. I cried out and put my hand on her head, threading my fingers into her hair. I didn’t hold her in place. I’m not like that. But I made sure she knew that what she was doing was so good, so incredible, that I wanted, no - needed her, not to stop. 
 
    
 
   I slumped against the wall, my chest heaving, the bells clinging to my nipples ringing out each breath, feeling as if everything was right with my world once more. Any doubts about my attire, my embarrassment, any of it, had been blasted from my mind, my worries cast away. A silly stupid smile spread across my face and I looked down at her upturned eyes, her lips glistening with my effluvium. I pulled my fingers out of her hair, but pulled her up and when she was on her feet I pulled her into an embrace, my mouth coming down on her, my tongue licking her lips, tasting my own sweetness, then French kissing her. 
 
    
 
   Then…. Then it was my turn.
 
    
 
   She was wearing a cute little black dress and went to my knees, pushing up at it. She gasped and I heard soft words of protest come from her mouth. “Oh! No! Please! Really I can’t!” She whispered to me. My eyes met hers.
 
    
 
   “Please? Let me reciprocate?” I begged. “Kari will punish me if I don’t.”
 
    
 
   She paused. “Punish you?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Most likely a whipping or a spanking,” I told her.
 
    
 
   I could see the wheels churning in her mind. “I’d like to see that,” she said with a grin. I pulled back slightly. She gave me a smile and then grabbed the box that held the stockings. “Come on. I’ll help you get them on. Take off your shoes.”
 
    
 
   Slowly I stood, feeling just a bit disappointed that I wasn’t going to get my tongue inside her pussy. Still, I had to respect her wishes, didn’t I? So I put one foot up on the bench beside her and started on the straps. By the time she had the box opened and my new lace stockings out I had my shoes off. I held up one foot, bracing myself against the sides of the changing room and she began rolling the stocking up my leg. The bit around my foot had a tighter weave than the rest of the lace, thank God, so it didn’t expose my toes, but as it went up the larger gaps near my calf and thighs revealed a ton of white, creamy leg. Then it stopped, mid-thigh. I blinked.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear. I’m not sure she got the right size,” said the clerk.
 
    
 
   I looked down. My skirt was still around my waist and I rolled it down. Sure enough, there was a four inch gap between the hem and the top of the stocking. 
 
    
 
   “No. She got exactly what she wanted me to wear,” I assured the clerk, a sinking feeling in my tummy. I put my foot back down and then lifted the other leg. It felt good to have her fingers gliding up my skin. She gave me a curious glance and started putting the second stocking on my foot. 
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure what your mistress is thinking though. These stockings have an elastic top. They won’t be sliding down so you won’t need those garter clips.” She finished pushing the nylon lace all the way up my leg and again it was short under my skirt. I turned my leg left and right, examining the look and finding it just a bit much. The lace screamed “fuck me.” I put my foot back in my high heel and she helped me buckle it up. 
 
    
 
   Of course while all this was going on I had the vibrator pendant still on and swinging from my clit, as well as the two vibroballs buried in my pussy. So while I’d just cum, the sexual tension and torment hadn’t stopped. My pussy was still rhythmically pulsing around the toys. I took a deep breath and picked up the cardboard package that held the garter clips. I began tugging at two of them, tearing them free.
 
    
 
   “Didn’t you hear me sweetie? You don’t need those,” the clerk said softly, putting a hand on my upper thigh, just above the stocking. “Besides, you don’t have anything to clip them too.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed. With my turtleneck blouse still up above my breasts, the bells rang steadily as I struggled with the tension of expectation. “Yes. Yes I do.” I put my right leg up on the bench beside her and clipped one end of the little elastic band to the inside of the stocking. It gripped with some small, plastic teeth, guaranteed not to tear the material. I pressed the elastic up along the inside of my leg. The clerk watched with increasing puzzlement, right up to the point where I shortened the strap and pinched open the free clip.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God!” She whispered. “Don’t! That will hurt!”
 
    
 
   I clipped the strap to my labia. 
 
    
 
   She was right. It did hurt. The soft, wet petal of a woman’s slit was never meant to be caught between the open pincers of a garter clip. Still, it held and the little plastic teeth, designed not to damage the material of my stocking, dug deep into my flesh. It pulled my pussy open on the right side, exposing the soft and delicate inner parts of my sex. I put my leg down and felt the pull. It was quite uncomfortable. But that was the point, right? 
 
    
 
   “Can I have the other garter clip?” I asked, my voice tight. The clerk looked up at me and picked up the clip. “Please? Can I do it for you?” She asked. I nodded and lifted my other leg. Quickly she secured one of the clips to my stocking, right along my inner thigh. She shortened the strap to match the one on my other leg, and then pulled on the elastic, stretching it up to my pussy. She pinched open the end and using her fingers, pushed my labia between the teeth. It closed down, biting into me and I gasped again. I lowered my leg and stood there trembling, my clit vibrating, my labia caught and pulled open, attached to my stockings. The surge of arousal that hit me at that point was damn near intoxicating and my hips rolled with a pelvic thrust that would have put a stallion standing stud to shame. Of course, that’s when I realized that any such movement would tug on my petals. I ran my hands down my body and pushed the skirt as low as possible. It concealed my sex, barely. Then I grabbed my blouse and rolled it back down over my breasts, the lace material enclosing around the tweezer clamps clinging to my nipples. The nice part was that the lace also silenced the bells. We took a moment to get my shoes back on. 
 
    
 
   She opened the door for me and I stepped out, taking small steps that wouldn’t pull on the garter clips too much. As it was every step still resulted in a hard, painful tug on my labia, the juicy petals pulled outward. Kari was standing a few feet away, her arms crossed, and a smug look of victory on her face.
 
    
 
   “It looks very nice,” She said. “Except for the shoes. We’ll have to fix that.”
 
    
 
   I gulped. Kari leaned forward. “Did you cum?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes mistress.”
 
    
 
   Kari shook her head. “Tsk, tsk, tsk. You know the consequences of that, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and my thoughts went back to Master Matt’s assignment. Cumming was permitted, but only under specific circumstances. But I’d thought that meant after I’d been clamped and gartered.
 
    
 
   “Uh…” I stammered. Kari gave me a smile and then looked at the clerk. “Do you have anything that might serve as a switch?”
 
    
 
   The clerk’s eyes widened and I saw that sudden brightening. She gave me a flash of a smile and then hurried past, dipping into a doorway that clearly went to a back room. Kari looked back at me. 
 
    
 
   “How do they feel?” She asked curiously.
 
    
 
   I shifted my weight from one leg to the other, feeling the garter strap pull harder on that side of me. “It aches,” I said softly. “But what feels the strangest is being opened like this. I can feel the air on the insides of my pussy.” I bit my lower lip. “It’s a bit disconcerting.”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed, her voice musical. “Good. I like you disconcerted.”
 
    
 
   We waited a moment more and then the clerk came back in. She was holding what looked like a doubled up wire, encased in plastic. “Will this work?” She asked, handing it to Kari. My mistress unfolded it and I realized it was some sort of electrical cord. Both end had receptacles. Kari folded it back up, looping it, only to give it a little swing. 
 
    
 
   “Yes,” Kari replied. “This will serve well.” She turned toward me. “Please bare your breasts and your ass. I think five strokes to each will be sufficient.” Then to my shock, she handed the cord back to the clerk. “You may deliver the punishment.” 
 
    
 
   The clerk took the cable with wide eyes. “I uh… really?” 
 
    
 
   Kari nodded and crossed her arms. “Please do. And be sufficiently thorough or I’ll have to repeat the punishment in order to make sure she has appropriately suffered.”
 
    
 
   The clerk licked her lips and stepped up to me. A thrill of fear and excitement hit me and my pussy clenched hard around the vibroballs. The pendant danced at the end of my clit and I pulled my shirt back up, exposing my tweezer clamped boobs. The bells began jiggling again and then I reached down and tugged up my skirt. For a second I wondered what part of me the clerk was going to hit first. Then she took a step back along my left back quarter, raised the cord, and whipped it hard against my ass.
 
    
 
   Physics demanded a response from my person and the first thing that happened, besides a biting sting that had me gasping in alarm, was for my entire body to rock forward. What made this intriguing was that both bells hanging from the tweezer clamps rang and tinkled merrily as my body jerked with the burning sting. My hips were thrust forward, a natural reaction to having something strike your posterior and this forced the garter clips to pull painfully on my pussy lips. My arms swung backward, my instinctive reaction to cover my bottom, which I only managed to quell a moment before the second stroke of the electrical cord slashed across my rump.
 
    
 
   “Ooohhhhh!” I gasped, taking a step or two forward. The clerk was hitting me hard enough that the cordage she was using on my ass was definitely leaving a mark and I could feel the blistering heat as my skin reddened and rose in a lined loop, matching the curvature of her makeshift lash. Of course my steps tugged painfully on my stretched labia and I let out a whimper as my body folded and cringed. 
 
    
 
   A third stroke was lighter than the first two, but still hurt like the dickens. I made it to the checkout counter and braced myself, the bells ringing as I sucked in each new breath. My ass shook, the garter clips tugging on my petals and a fourth stroke drew a scorching line from one side of my rear to the other. I gripped the counter as my knees buckled and I drew in a long, shrill breath.
 
    
 
   “Just one more, darling.” The clerk laid a soft hand on my waist. She swung the cord and it impacted along my flank. It bit into my bottom and I ended up slamming my hips against the counter top. I let out a squeal as the differing pains exploded through me, all of which were tinged with the still buzzing vibroballs and the pendant vibrator hanging from my clitoris. 
 
    
 
   “Oh sweetie, I’m so sorry you had to take all that,” the clerk said, throwing the cord down on the counter. I was panting hard and laid my head on my arms as she wrapped herself around me. Thank God she avoided touching my butt. 
 
    
 
   “Now her tits,” Kari declared. “Five strokes.”
 
    
 
   My head snapped up, just the same as the clerk. “Uh. I’m… uh. I’m sorry. But I can’t,” the clerk stammered, backing away from both me and the cord. Kari gave her an appraising look. Then the blond goddess plucked the electrical cord from the counter and gave me a nod.
 
    
 
   “Assume the position,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   I knew which position Kari wanted me in. Slowly I turned around. The counter was low enough so I leaned backwards and put my palms down on the counter. This presented my breasts, the tweezer clamps, and the stupid little bells. I stood there, bracing myself, expecting Kari to swing the cord at any second. I felt the tremors, my body poised on the verge of panic, of expectation. I was scared to death of the pain and yet a part of me wanted it desperately. My bottom still burned and then Kari suddenly reached out and plucked one of the tweezer clamps off my breast. I gasped and she tugged the other one free, tossing them both on the counter behind me.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs,” she whispered.
 
    
 
   Oh. Oh shit. 
 
    
 
   Our eyes met and she waited expectantly. A few feet behind her the clerk watched, and it wasn’t a look of sympathy. She wanted Kari to hit me, even if she couldn’t bring herself to do it. She probably wanted to see my pussy pulled apart by the garter clips too. My skirt was still pulled up around my waist and slowly I widened my stance.
 
    
 
   “More,” Kari said.
 
    
 
   I moved my feet another few inches. 
 
    
 
   “Further apart. I want your pussy pulled open.” 
 
    
 
   I groaned and spread my legs even more. I felt the hard pull on my labia, the garter clips digging into my flesh. Pain radiated up from my slit, but it was attenuated by the vibrating pendant and the vibroballs. I buzzed and moaned and my hips rolled. Then Kari moved off to my side, reset her grip on the cord, and swung it lightly at my tits.
 
    
 
   By lightly, I mean light enough that I didn’t scream bloody murder when it hit me. It struck with just enough force to make me gasp, for both boobs to jiggle and shudder, and for the lightest of lines to be drawn from one end to the other. My pelvis tilted with the blow as my body worked to relieve the tension, totally oblivious to the fact that thrusting forward lasciviously would tug and stretch my labia even more. The pink insides of my pussy were on full display as I gasped and struggled not to cover my breasts.
 
    
 
   Kari swung again, this time just a little harder and I flinched. My knees closed. A deep, hard pain appeared in my chest and seemed to clench a fist around my heart for just a moment. Then my boobs seemed to throb and I shuddered. 
 
    
 
   “Get back in position,” Kari said, her voice still soft. I whimpered as I straightened up and Kari’s arm slashed forward again. The rubber coated cord bit into the supple flesh of my bosom, drove in half an inch, and then exploded back outward. I cried out and fell forward, my arms flashing across my tits as I crumpled. Kari caught me halfway and held me while I let out a choked sob. The pain that radiated through my bosom was breathtaking, and by breathtaking I mean that it literally took my breath away. It hurt to breath. Kari held me as tears streamed down my cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Sshsshhh, it’s almost over.”
 
    
 
   I let out a shrill protest. “N-n-no it’s n-n-not!” I stuttered through my tears. “Y-y-you’re going to walk me around like this, with those c-c-c-clips on my pussy!” 
 
    
 
   Kari rocked me back and forth and I felt the garter clips pulling on my labia. Finally she pushed me back, forcing me into an upright position. “Yes. But first I’m going to finish whipping your tits. Now put your hands behind your head.”
 
    
 
   She pulled on my arms and I let her push them up and back until my fingers were locked behind my head. The clerk was watching wide-eyed as I just stood there and accepted the abuse. My chest heaved and Kari took a step back, loosening up the cord.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs, Breanne. I don’t want to have to tell you again or I’ll whip you there as well.”
 
    
 
   I spread my legs, wincing as the garter clips tugged my labia outward in the obscene pull, exposing the dark, inner pink. Pain radiated up from my lower half and mixed with the deep discomfort and ache of my boobs, and then seemed to merge with the pleasure of both the vibrating pendant and the vibroballs. Kari gave the cord a practice swing, making me flinch. It swirled in the air and Kari took a half step forward. The cord flashed and caught just the tip of my left breast. It stung like the dickens and I gasped, but just barely managed to hold my position. Kari smiled at me. 
 
    
 
   “Last one. Be brave,” she told me.
 
    
 
   I nodded. Kari swung the cord and it cut into my right breast, buried itself deep, then went through to my left breast. My entire body swung as it turned me and I cried out as the pain blossomed like a firebomb going off. My hands came off my neck and I cradled my hurt bosom as Kari rushed to me, planting kisses on my cheeks as she soothed me. I kept my legs open as Kari ran her fingers up and down my back and then down between my legs. A sudden wave of exquisite pleasure hit me as she pressed the vibrating pendant into my clitoris and then her mouth was on mine, kissing me. I shook and trembled in her grasp until finally I started feeling like myself. Kari put her mouth next to my ear.
 
    
 
   “Are you wet?” She asked me.
 
    
 
   I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. 
 
    
 
   “Ask the clerk to put the tweezer clamps back on your tits. Then we’ll go buy some shoes.”
 
    
 
   I whimpered. “Oh please, no Kari!” 
 
    
 
   “You will do as I say, kitten.” Then she let me go. I turned toward the counter and reached for the tweezer clamps, trying to see them through my tears. I held them out toward the clerk. My voice warbled as I spoke.
 
    
 
   “W-w-would you p-p-please put these on my nipples?”
 
    
 
   Kari gave the girl a warm smile. “Tightly please.”
 
    
 
   The clerk swallowed and reached out, taking the two tweezer clamps. “Uh… yes. Of course.” I held my breath as she attached the tweezer clamps to the tips of my breasts a second time. Her eyes were sympathetic and she bit her lip as she put the first tweezer on my nipple. “Does it hurt badly?” She asked me.
 
    
 
   I nodded. I could see the welts appearing on my tits and my right nipple was especially sensitive. I hissed as the tweezer clamp surrounded the distended and swollen tip and pinched it lightly. The clerk pushed the retaining ring up and the bell tinkled beneath my boob. She moved on to the other side, once more positioning the tweezer clamp behind my piercing. It tightened around the nub and I groaned. Then she stepped back and I turned to face Kari. 
 
    
 
   “Very nice. You may cover up,” she said.
 
    
 
   I nodded and brought my shirt down over my breasts, muttering “if that’s what you want to call it.” My hands slid down and pushed my rolled up mini-skirt back down, covering my welted ass and clamped pussy. I could feel drops of juice along my outstretched labia and the garter straps were wet. 
 
    
 
   “Come along, Breanne. We can’t have you wearing open toed sandals with stockings, no matter how slutty they make you look,” Kari said, turning her back on the store and heading for the door. I glanced at the clerk who gave me a huge smile.
 
    
 
   “Good luck, Breanne. I wish I was as brave as you.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and instantly regretted it.
 
    
 
   Brave. Yeah. 
 
    
 
   More like stupid.
 
    
 
   And then I followed Kari Anders.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Kari laid a hand on my arm and I came to a halt just a few feet away from the mall entrance. Honestly, just getting this far had been something of a trial and I glanced over at the blond beauty next to me, trying to gauge her demeanor. I’d pleaded with her almost non-stop in the car until she’d finally given me a stern look and told me to shut up. I’m not sure if parking on the wrong end of the mall, so that I’d have to walk practically the whole damn thing in order to get to the shoe store, was punishment or just business as usual. We’d parked in the garage and I’d climbed out of her convertible with something akin to paralyzing terror, scared someone would see me.
 
    
 
   To me, there was absolutely nothing wrong with the shoes I was wearing. Both were black strap on sandals, with four inch heels. Totally respectable for any stylish woman if you ask me. But Kari had lodged an objection because evidently it is against some sort of rule that you aren’t supposed to wear stockings with open-toed shoes. Okay. This sort of makes sense, but I didn’t think anyone was going to be staring at my toes. The stockings themselves were rather outrageous. Made of black lace, the pattern woven across the whiteness of my skin made for some rather intriguing shapes and even I found it difficult to tear my eyes away. Like everything else I was wearing, the stockings seemed to want to scream “SLUT!” and “LOOK AT ME!” They went up both legs, past my knees, and about midway up my thighs.
 
    
 
   The problem with the stockings however, was that they didn’t go high enough. My black mini-skirt, which just barely covered my rump, had such a high hemline that if I’d done a single skip there was a damn good chance I’d have flashed my goods to any interested parties who happened to be watching. Considering my stockings would have had their eyes glued to my body, I had to be careful not to skip. In any event, I had a four inch strip of bare skin between the top of my stocking and the skirt. 
 
    
 
   Speaking of skin, things weren’t any better for me from the opposite end. The shirt I’d selected that morning, from a limited number of options mind you, had been daring. I’d expected to spend the entire day in Kari’s office, not parading around a retail shopping center. Cut similar to a turtleneck sweater, the collar wrapped around my throat, but failed to come down lower than three inches beneath my boobs. This left my midriff shockingly bare. Worse, the blouse was made of lace, much of it completely see through. I hadn’t dared wear a bra, because it would have looked strange. So I had to rely on the embroidered black ivy to cover up my nipples, not to mention the gold hoops piercing them, or the padlock that dangled from my right breast. The shirt was tight enough to handle that originally, but my circumstances had changed. Kari had arranged for a pair of freshly purchased tweezer clamps, complete with silver bells, to be attached behind each piercing. The tightness of the blouse kept the bells from ringing, but the shapes, the outlines of each clamp made my front a topographical map of unique interest. I think it was only by the grace of God that the bells hadn’t stuck out of the bottom.
 
    
 
   There were three other items that I probably should mention, because as bad as my outfit was, these two accessories had changed everything. Attached to the top of each garter, along my inner thigh, was a pair of garter clips. One per leg. Yes. I know. That seems odd, right? It was. Usually you get a pair for each leg. The elastic straps ran up underneath my skirt, right next to a pink wire, which looked incredibly bright in contrast to the black material of my skirt. The wire, had you bothered to trace it, led from a small battery pack with a single dial on it, which I’d tucked into the waistband of my skirt. It led down my front and disappeared under the hem of my skirt.
 
    
 
   That’s where things got messy. Both garter clip bands were damp and if you rolled up the front of my skirt you probably would have been shocked. I wasn’t wearing a pair of panties, and instead both garter clips had been attached to my labia, pulling the soft, wet, and quite sensitive petals outward, stretching my pussy and exposing the delicate pink interior. It was distinctly uncomfortable since the garter straps and clips pinching and pulling on my labia had seriously reduced my stride. Anything resembling my normal gait sent distinct shards of pain radiating up through my sex. So you can picture that in your mind.
 
    
 
   But that wasn’t all. That bright pink wire I mentioned? Well, it disappeared right into that exposed, dark rose colored pit. Attached at the other end, buried from sight, were two plastic shells, each filled with a motor. At that particular moment they were buzzing along at the lowest setting, sending ripples of pleasure through me. These in turn matched the vibrating pendent Kari had attached to my clitoris, a single decorative toy that sported a rubber tipped duckbill clamp, which was hanging from the most sensitive nub on my body.
 
    
 
   So yeah. I was a wreck. Did you expect less?
 
    
 
   “Breanne,” Kari said softly, her fingers twirling the switch. We’d made a slight detour along the landscaping so that she could tear a branch from one of the bushes and then strip the leaves off. It left her with a narrow rod, so thin at one end that I could have snapped it with just the slightest pressure. I looked up at her, my insides churning, both from the vibrators trying to work me into a sexual froth and from the butterflies swirling through my guts as I faced the utter humiliation of being dressed like a ten dollar tart. I was absolutely positive even whores would give me a look of disbelief. 
 
    
 
   Our eyes met. “I want you to listen to me,” Kari said. “When we go in there, you will not look away. You will keep your eyes forward and you will meet the gaze of every person we pass.”
 
    
 
   My mouth fell open and I gazed at her in stark terror. “W-w-what?” I stammered.
 
    
 
   “And you will smile. I want you to give everyone a beckoning look. I want people torn between being decent and coming up to fondle you.” 
 
    
 
   I gasped. “Kari! I can’t!” The thought of having to look everyone in the eye was just too much!
 
    
 
   She shrugged. “You will or there will be consequences. You look away and I’ll have the tweezer clamps replaced with something more painful. And if you do it more than once I will make the next hour pure hell for you. I know what you’ve got in your purse.”
 
    
 
   My mouth went dry. I had my purse slung over one shoulder. Inside were a number of items that Julie and Kari had instructed to keep with me at all times. It left Kari with a number of disturbing options that I didn’t even want to think about.
 
    
 
   She saw the evident conflict in my expression and then smiled, opening the door for me. I felt a wave of cool air and took a single, shuddering breath. Then I stepped into the mall.
 
    
 
   I can’t even begin to explain how hard it was. First of all, even without interaction with other shoppers, I was feeling a whole flurry of sensations. The pendant vibrator was shaking my clitoris with constant movement and the light pinching sensation of the little clamp clinging to my nub made me gush with wetness. By itself the pendant would eventually take me to an orgasmic event, though it would take hours of non-stop stimulation. But combine that with the feel of the vibroballs embedded in my sex, rattling and bouncing deep in my well and I think no one would fault me if hours became minutes. Even on the lowest setting my pussy was being churned into a sexual froth and orgasm was going to be the nicest thing to come of the morning’s walk.
 
    
 
   But it wasn’t all blissful pleasure. The tweezer clamps on my nipples tingled with the same sort of delicious pinching that my clit was experiencing, and this drew my attention up to my almost showing tits. Each breath made the tweezer clamps move inside the lace turtleneck and I was constantly looking down at myself, trying to make sure my breasts were always in the right spot so that my nipples weren’t showing. On top of this concern was the need to take small, short steps. This was because the elastic garter clips that stretched between my stocking top and labia pulled painfully on my petals, opening my pussy up to the air with each step. It was possibly the most disturbing thing I’ve ever endured. It didn’t feel good either, but I have to admit that combined with the vibrations, it was a turn-on that made holding off the orgasm even more difficult. I didn’t just want to cum. I needed to cum. And it was going to be a doozy when it finally came. 
 
    
 
   The first person we passed was a middle aged woman, overweight, and I met her disapproving glare and tried to smile. Kari had told me to make my look an offer. Except I could hear her thoughts. I knew exactly what she was thinking. My fertile imagination provided a detailed analysis of her thoughts. 
 
    
 
   My god, look at that whore. Look at her tits just hanging out like that, as if that were a shirt! I can almost see her nipples! I thought this place had some standards! And are those clamps on her? What a fucking slut! I wouldn’t be caught dead wearing something like that! Those stockings! Doesn’t she even know that she’s supposed to wear garter clips on both sides of her stocking? What a tramp!
 
    
 
   I stumbled, clinging to Kari and the garter clips that were attached to both my thigh high stockings and my labia pulled hard on my sex. I knew that beneath my skirt each petal was stretched outward, making my pussy look rather grotesque, like an open bowl. Pain radiated up from my labia, mixed with the oscillating sweetness of the vibrators tormenting me, and then shot up to my tingling nipples before going to my brain. Kari held me for a moment and then gave my arm a squeeze.
 
    
 
   “There’s another one coming,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   I glanced up. A man this time. Older than me. Well dressed, but casual. I brought my eyes up and felt the electric sensation of his gaze. I forced myself to smile, when what I really wanted to do was run and hide. His own face broke into a grin and suddenly I knew what he was thinking too.
 
    
 
                 Good lord, look at her! Look at her tits! And those legs! My God I want to fuck her! I’ll bet she’s fun in bed! I can just imagine what she’d be like wrapped around my cock! And the blond’s gorgeous too. Threesome maybe?
 
    
 
   My heart hammered in my chest and then we were past him. I didn’t have to turn to look to know that his head had swiveled around to stare at my ass. I kept going, the tugging of my labia accompanying every step. We made it another fifteen or twenty paces, maybe a full floor length when we passed a pair of women who eyed me. Their expressions were so different and…
 
    
 
   I wish I could wear something like that and get away with it. She’s what, a hundred a ten pounds? Boob job probably. She’s a C cup, got to be. Sigh… I wish I could afford that. Look at those stockings. Rick would like me in those. But I’m too old. She’s what, twenty-five? How did I get so old?              
 
    
 
   And then the other one:
 
    
 
                 Now there’s a girl that needs a spanking. Does her mother even know she’s out like that? And what’s with the friend? Isn’t she embarrassed to be out with her? If Vicky was dressed like that I sure wouldn’t be prancing about the mall with her. She looks like a slut. Of course, that’s probably what she is, isn’t she. A slut. Look at those garter clips. She’s not even wearing them properly!
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, my smile faltering as her gaze turned harder and then we were passed them. I felt like running and hiding, anything to get out of the view of others. Then my eyes focused on the next person, another man, and his handsome grin of appreciation hit me like a ton of bricks. In a flash I knew exactly what was going through his mind. Not words, but images.
 
    
 
                 Her red hair flutters as she rides me, her sweet tits bouncing as I thrust madly into her, my hands on her hips, grinding. I want her. I want to stick my cock in her. I need her. Make her mine.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t take it. I blushed crimson and looked away, unwilling to meet his gaze again. Then I felt my entire body lurch to the right as Kari yanked me into the nearest store. I yelped as the garter clips tugged hard on my labia and then she marched me, trembling, to the back of the store.
 
    
 
   “I told you not to look away,” she accused me. My eyes widened. “I didn’t!” I said, knowing it was a lie even before the words left my mouth. Kari’s expression didn’t change a whit and she pulled my purse right off my shoulder. She pushed the switch she was still carrying into my hand.
 
    
 
   “Bare your breasts,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   I cringed. “Please Kari! I’m sorry! I won’t do it again!” 
 
    
 
   Her cold and icy stare silenced me. I glanced around. How she’d managed to get us to a private corner was beyond me. With my bottom lip trembling I tugged up my shirt and heard the bells attached to my nipples begin ringing. I was shaking. I looked back at her. Kari was rummaging through my bag and then she pulled out one of the two sets of clover clamps I was required to carry with me at all times. The ones she had grabbed were simple enough; two sets of steel pincers, filed into plier like ridges to prevent slippage, and a heavy steel chain connecting the two together. She handed the bag back to me and as I took it she used her free hand and yanked off the tweezer clamp on my left nipple.
 
    
 
   It didn’t exactly hurt coming off, mostly because it hadn’t been that tight in the first place. Tweezer clamps were never meant for pain. They were there for embarrassment. Especially the ones with bells. No… if you wanted me to hurt, you had to use something more solid. 
 
    
 
   Like clover clamps.
 
    
 
   Kari tugged the second bell mounted clamp free of my bosom and tossed them in my still open purse. Then she raised both hands, lifting the clover clamps. I braced myself, closing my eyes as Kari pinched open both pincers and set them in place, right over each nipple and behind the gold piercings. I felt them close, the pressure three or four times worse than what I’d felt with the tweezers. I gasped, shuddering, but at least there wasn’t any ringing. Kari finished hanging the Japanese Clover Clamps on my tits, then gave the chain a decent tug. This didn’t pull the vices free of my breasts, and due to the ingenious and cruel design of the clamps themselves, it only tightened the pressure, making my nipples throb with pain.
 
    
 
   “There we go. You can pull your shirt back down.”
 
    
 
   I hurriedly yanked my lace turtleneck back down over my tits, the stretchy lace enfolding the steel and making the material bunch up oddly right over each nipple. The steel chain was caught in the elastic under each boob and was pressed tightly to my skin. The real problem was that the new clamps felt fucking amazing. I needed the pain. It helped me. Sure, it made me twice as horny, way more likely to get to the point where I was going to turn to Kari and beg her to use that switch while I blasted my way through another orgasm. I could just imagine it tapping between my legs, the thin little branch cutting into the soft spots between my outstretched, garter clipped labia.
 
    
 
   “Now, let me remind you again, that you will meet the gaze of every single person we pass. You will smile at them and twitch your hips coquettishly. I expect you to be dripping with sexual desire.”
 
    
 
   “I am dripping,” I muttered darkly. I could feel it. The moisture from my open pussy was literally seeping down both my thighs and the garter straps were soaked. 
 
    
 
   Kari ignored me. “If you look away again, or flinch, I will take more drastic measures.”
 
    
 
   I glanced back up at her eyes. “Drastic?” The worried tone in my voice was fairly evident.
 
    
 
   She smiled cruelly. “I’ll turn the vibroballs up a level.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. She did want me to cum. I realized I wasn’t going to make it out of the mall without getting my pussy, tits, and ass switched and marked with her little whippy stick. She gave me one of those smiles that melts my heart, wets my pussy, and convinces me that she’s a sadistic bitch who gets her jollies off by hurting and using me sexually. Then she took my hand and carefully led me back into the mall.
 
    
 
   “Smile, Bre.” 
 
    
 
   It was horrible. As we got closer to the shoe store Kari was taking me to we also had to travel through more occupied spaces. Including a department store. Making eye contact was so hard. People stared at me and while half the looks were a combination of curiosity mixed with lust, there were more than enough openly hostile glares that just reinforced the utter humiliation I was feeling. People were judging me and I knew that even the ones that looked at me with desire, didn’t exactly have warm and fuzzy opinions about me. To them I was exactly what I appeared to be: a fuck slut out for a walk of shame. Everything about me screamed it out loud, from my see through shirt to the clamps on my tits, to the stupid garter clips stretched between my labia and stockings to the enticing lace and high heels. With each new person I felt smaller and weaker and more worthless as anything other than a fuck slut and frankly, if Kari hadn’t been there, I’d have been running as fast as my shoes and garter clipped pussy would let me, back to the door.
 
    
 
   We made it to the shoe store without Kari upping the ante, either by turning up the vibroballs or by changing out the clover clamps pinching my nipples. To me it was something of a relief, but I had to admit that walking the mall like that, smiling at people who either wanted to throw me down and tear off my clothes, or burn me at the stake, was one of the most erotically charged things I’ve ever been forced to do. My nerves were frayed and torn and I was so wet, so charged with sexual need that had Kari actually turned up the vibroballs, or tried to screw with the clamps, I’d have been cumming in seconds.
 
    
 
   Then a cute girl with dirty blond hair approached us. Her eyes traced over me, made a snap judgement, but then was masked by her recognition. Not of me. Of Kari. Then she looked back at me with a gasp.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God! You must be Breanne!”  Her face flushed red and she looked back at Kari. “Hello Ms. Anders. It’s good to see you again.” It was a very professional greeting; warm and welcoming. And it came at the right time because I was just a bit discombobulated from being recognized. But if this was a friend of Kari’s...
 
    
 
   “Hello Candace,” Kari said sweetly. “This is my very good friend, Breanne. We need a pair of black stilettos.”
 
    
 
   Candace gave me a huge smile and she reached out, offering me her hand. I took it, totally bewildered.
 
    
 
   “It’s great to meet you at last. I mean, I know Kari, obviously. But I never thought I’d get a chance to meet you too. I was hoping though.” She paused, obviously flustered, and her face took on a color I’ve seen usually reserved for well spanked tushies. “I’ve been reading your books,” Candace confessed. “They mean a lot to me, all about feminine empowerment and taking what you want.” Her voice suddenly trailed off as if she finally realized I was dressed like a tramp. “Oh! Are you on an assignment?” 
 
    
 
   I blinked.
 
    
 
   I don’t actually meet fans that often. Don’t get me wrong. It happens. How many thirty year old girls with fire engine red hair, who consistently dress like something out of a Playboy magazine (even if they aren’t as pretty as the girls in it) do you happen to encounter around Houston. I’m betting there are about a dozen of us and those other girls are heartily tired of getting asked “Hey, you wouldn’t happen to be Breanne Erickson, are you?” Sure, most of the people who know me read my books, and they might be fans of me personally, but for me to encounter someone who knows me from my writing and then gets to meet me; it just doesn’t happen all that often. Less now that I’m working for Kari. My real problem is that I don’t know what to say. And from what poor Candace had said, I’m not sure we were on the same wavelength. Feminine power and taking what you want? Huh?
 
    
 
   Kari is a symbol of feminist power. Her husband is a submissive, but very, very intensely masculine guy. Julie is a symbol of feminist power. She is cute, adorable, and manages a fifteen person marketing crew, half of which are male. Sara Larson is a symbol of feminist power. She may be Alissa’s mistress, but she’s also an accomplished civil attorney. 
 
    
 
   And then there is me. I’m a submissive girl, who follows practically any order I’m given, no matter how degrading it is or who it is from. I’m a slave to my hormones, specifically the ones that encourage me to spread my legs and slide anything remotely cock shaped up into my slit. I’m snarky, sarcastic, and I whine on occasion. I can be frequently moody, depressed, obnoxious, and needy. I’m a coward and a prude. How the heck do I “empower women”? 
 
    
 
   Kari smiled down at Candace. “Breanne was instructed to wear a few special items today and she’s nearing the end of her rope. But we still need a pair of black stilettos.”
 
    
 
   Candace’s face brightened and she gave me a smile. “Ah. The stockings. I love them by the way.” She looked back at Kari. “Weitman? Or Rossi?”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “I trust in your judgement. Please measure her and then bring us a selection.”
 
    
 
   Candace grinned and took my hand, leading me deeper into the store, faster than my garter clips were comfortable with. I could feel my labia stretching dangerously but then she knelt down and pulled a metal measuring device out from under a chair. “Let me help you out of those sandals.”  Her fingers began undoing the straps of my shoes and a moment later I was able to step out of them. She never looked up though, which I was grateful for. Wearing just my stockings, I stepped into the measuring thing and she checked the length of my foot. She finished, slid back a bit, then stood up. “I’ll be right back,” she said. “Just have a seat.”
 
    
 
   Kari sat down in one of the soft chairs and I slowly dropped down next to her. My thighs, knees, and calves were tightly pressed together and I was trying not to tremble.
 
    
 
   “Are you well?” Kari asked me.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, then turned toward her. “No. No I’m not well. I’m half naked in public, stuffed and tormented with vibrators, my nipples are throbbing from the clamps, I look like a whore, the shoe girl thinks I’m some sort of symbol of feminine power, and I desperately need to cum.”
 
    
 
   Kari hummed in appreciation. “How close are you?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “I can hold off a while longer, but don’t push me,” I said. “The pendant is literally laying against my inner labia, driving me nuts.”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Good. That’s where it should be. Besides, all I do is push you. Constantly.” She ran her fingers through a strand of hair at my temple and down the side of my neck. It sent a shiver through me. “It’s why I love you so much. Now, you need to spread your legs. Make sure Candace can see up your skirt when she comes back. She’ll appreciate the view.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and my mouth opened to protest, only to realize that she wanted me to resist, to oppose her. It would give her a reason to change out the clamps on my nipples or turn up the vibrator. I looked down, the heat of a fresh blush coloring my face. Slowly I spread my legs until my knees were a foot apart. The hem of the skirt rolled up and I glanced around the store. Thank God we were the only customers because my pussy was on full display. The other clerk was still on the opposite side of the store. Evidently they had a strict “no poaching” policy on shoe sales. It made sense though. Commissions on four hundred dollar shoes must be pretty decent. 
 
    
 
   Candace came back carrying five boxes. I recognized the names. Rossi meant Sergio Rossi, an Italian designer. Kari owned a number of shoes of that particular brand but I’d never been able to afford one, since no bank would loan me that much money.  Another box had the Stuart Weitzman name on it. I shifted uncomfortably. I hated shopping with Kari. I get my shoes from Wal-Mart or Payless damn it. I hate it when she buys me things.
 
    
 
   Candace put everything down and then turned toward me, only to freeze in mid-step, eyes widening with shock. I shuddered once as I felt her gaze caress my exposed thighs, slide up the garter clips, and then explore my outstretched labia, peeking out from under the close hem.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God! Doesn’t that hurt?” Candace asked, her hand coming up to her mouth.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “A bit,” I admitted. Her eyes were glued to my loins and I felt an uncomfortable urge to cover up. 
 
    
 
   “I like the vibrator pendant. I can hear it from here,” Candace said, pointing. “Does the wire go to the vibroballs?”
 
    
 
   Again I nodded stupidly. Her eyes came up to my face and she smiled. “You must be going crazy. I could never stand that kind of stimulation.” She looked away and sank down to the ground, kneeling at my feet. She smiled as she opened up the Weitzman box. “I’ve tried following Rule #1 a few times, but it drives me so crazy I can’t function. I have a pair of those ben wa ball things and can’t last more than an hour or so,” she admitted conversationally. She pulled out a pair of black pumps that had a four inch heel and pointed toe. I didn’t like it.
 
    
 
   “What about these?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I gave her a wry look. But it wasn’t my opinion that Candace was seeking. And she knew it. She was looking at Kari.
 
    
 
   “They are nice, but do you have anything with an ankle strap?” Asked Kari. Candace nodded and put the shoe back in the box, only to grab another cardboard container and pull out another shoe. 
 
    
 
   “How about this?” She asked, holding up the Rossi shoe. The sole was thin, the heel was high, the toe pointed, and most of all it had two narrow straps around the ankle, one above the other.
 
    
 
   “Better. But I would prefer something with an open toe.” Kari said. 
 
    
 
   Candace looked up at her in surprise. “Really? Even with the stockings?” She asked curiously. 
 
    
 
   Kari nodded. “I realize that it isn’t apropos for the stockings, but she’ll be wearing these shoes often and I normally prefer her legs bare and to see the arch of her feet.”
 
    
 
   Candace gave me a knowing grin. “Right. No pumps.” She stood up. “Be right back.”
 
    
 
   I twisted in my seat. “What are you doing?”
 
    
 
   Kari crossed her legs with elegance. “Addressing your footwear problem. I prefer you in open toed stilettos.”
 
    
 
   I frowned. “Those have heels in excess of five inches!” I spluttered.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded. “Yes. You will either wear your boots, go barefoot, or wear the heels.”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes and groaned. “Kari!” I protested. “They hurt my feet!”
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a look that spoke volumes, but what I noticed was that her foot was bouncing. Her heel was around four and a half inches. Oh. I looked back at her face and she suddenly giggled. “Okay. One day a week we go for foot massages. Full pedicure and moisturizing. Put it on the schedule.”
 
    
 
   I shook my head and looked away. “Yeah, like that’s going to make up for this.”
 
    
 
   Candace came back with another collection of boxes, sporting all the same names as her first selection. She set them down and moved to my feet, pulling the first of the boxes open; a Weitzman Nudist. How cliché. Inside was a black shoe that was nothing more than a thin sole that curved more than my actual arch, with toe and ankle straps. She began putting them on but her eyes went right back to my crotch, practically drinking in my exposure. Me? I started fidgeting like a frightened bird, trying really hard not to think about what she was seeing. My labia were pulled outward, stretched and pink, the stupid vibrating pendant was resting in against the inner flesh and hanging from my swollen clit. Everything would be wet and glistening. She finished buckling the shoes on me, then slid her hands up from my ankles, to my calves, then to my knees. I felt the pressure of her hands through the lace stockings, opening me up, making it easier for her to see.
 
    
 
   Candace smiled at me, a wicked smile as if she were resisting the urge to slide her hands up both of my thighs.
 
    
 
   I blinked in sudden realization. I wasn’t going to be able to hold off. I looked at Kari as Candace licked her lips, trying to decide if she should ask me to stand and test the new shoes or let her dive in right there. My best friend, boss, lover, and dark sadistic mistress gave me a curious glance and then her eyebrows went up in realization.
 
    
 
   “Candace dear, do you have some place private where we can punish Breanne? I’m afraid the little cum slut is about to have another orgasm when she isn’t supposed to.”
 
    
 
   Candace looked up from where her nose was pointed. “What? Oh.” Her eyes widened. “Really?” She glanced at me with a wide grin. “Oh! Okay. Uh… Yeah. Give me just a second.” She stood up and hurried away. She went and spoke to the other clerk on the other side of the store who glanced back at me and nodded with a knowing grin. Then Candace came back. “This way please.”
 
    
 
   I stood up and immediately gave Kari a shocked glance. The Weitzman shoes weren’t as tall as I’d thought. It had a four and a half inch heels and it looked…. Well… damn. It looked amazing. I twisted my leg and studied my calf. The shoe definitely made things look better. I peeked back at Kari, who was also admiring the cut and then Candace led us away.
 
    
 
   The back room was impressive. Rows and rows of boxes on shelves. Candace took us to a little unpacking area near their rear door and then turned to face me. The swinging door to their store front was closed and Kari came up behind me. She had the switch in her hand and it waved in front of my face
 
    
 
   “How close are you?” She demanded.
 
    
 
   I gulped. “Close Kari.” Over to the side Candace was watching with rapt attention. 
 
    
 
   Kari nodded. “Face Candace. Bare your breasts and lift your skirt.” 
 
    
 
   I swung around and looked at the dirty blond girl standing opposite me. Her eyes were excited and bright, as if she were getting to see something special. Shuddering I grabbed hold of the bottom of my shirt and lifted it up. Both clover clamped breasts fell out from the elastic lace and Candace’s eyes widened even more. I pulled up my skirt. I felt the flash of air across my bottom as the material was rolled up. Then Kari tapped my rump with the switch.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs,” she ordered. I did as told, until the garter clips began to pull hard enough on my labia to really be uncomfortable. “Further!” Kari urged. I let out a whimper of pain and Candace just stared, mouth open, as the garter clips pulled my labia downward.
 
    
 
   I felt Kari’s hand on my waist and realized she was going for the vibroballs remote. Suddenly the two spheres inside me churned up to speed, going to full power and my hips began jerking back and forth. 
 
    
 
   “Now cum for me,” Kari urged. I clenched my fists and closed my eyes. Then I felt something touch the inside of my slit. Not going inside me, but against the inner part of my outstretched petal. I realized in a flash that Kari had moved behind me and put the switch between my legs. Hell, between my garter clipped pussy lips. She began flicking the thin little stick back and forth, literally striking me on the labia. Worse, each movement of the switch seemed to hit the vibrating pendant, making my clitoris dance. In seconds I felt like my blood was boiling. My nipples throbbed between the tight pincers of each clamp and as Candace drank in my torment I felt the pressure and heat and Kari’s switch work me into the orgasm that almost dropped me to my knees!
 
    
 
   When I was done I was slumped over, leaning against a shelving unit, my legs still only slightly spread, with my chest heaving. Candace had taken a step forward and Kari had moved around to my side. She held out the switch.
 
    
 
   “She needs five decent strokes to both her ass and tits.”
 
    
 
   Candace gasped when she looked at Kari. “Me? You want me to do it?”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “Either that or you can sit down and she can use her tongue on you while I stripe her rump.”
 
    
 
   Candace glanced at me. “Uh, couldn’t she like, lay down on her back and I straddle her while you do her breasts?”
 
    
 
   My eyes darted upward in shock but Kari was already grinning. She turned toward me. “Breanne. Lay down on your back like a good little girl and spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   I gave Candace a disbelieving look, but she was already lifting up her skirt, tugging her panties down. They were bikini cut, similar to the kind I prefer to wear when I’m not going commando. She stepped out of them, smoothing down her skirt with a scarlet blush as if she were hiding something. Still, I just stood there, dazed and totally shocked. At least, until Kari slashed a harsh line across my ass with the switch.
 
    
 
   “Oww!” I yelped, twisting half around, both hands going to my ass. I glared at Kari with a surge of anger.
 
    
 
   “I’m not going to ask again,” she said simply. “Lie on the floor or I’ll double the amount your tits are getting.”
 
    
 
   I glanced around the back room. “Here? Really Kari?” I protested, gesturing at the floor. It looked like something wet had splattered the concrete right around my feet too.
 
    
 
   Kari responded by hitting my bottom again, except this time low down, almost along my thighs. I squealed and went up on my tiptoes, which in those damn heels was quite the trick. I danced away, spinning, my eyes wide as I glared at her and I almost ran into Candace.
 
    
 
   “Down. Now,” was all Kari said. I’ve heard that tone of voice. I stopped. I pulled my hands off my scorched rump, and then turned and faced Candace. Our eyes met and I studied the sweet little brunette as I sank down to my knees. Then I moved to my left, sat down on the cold concrete floor, and then laid back until I was looking up. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t forget to spread your legs,” Candace said softly, eagerly. I widened my stance, my heeled feet against the concrete, but the garter clips pulled hard on my labia and made me wince. Then, as I stretched out my legs straight, Candace stepped over my knees and walked up my body. She stood with her own impressive footwear right beneath my arms, and then she drew up her skirt and dropped down.
 
    
 
   She knelt right over my face, her knees over my shoulders while her feet stayed down my by my side. The back room was not exactly bright and even though I got a look up her skirt, everything was cast in shadow. Slowly Candace lowered herself down even as her skirt was pulled upward and it wasn’t until her pussy was an inch from my face that I was able to see her trimmed little bush. Then the warm, incredibly wet folds of her sex were pressed against my lips. I opened my mouth and stuck up tongue outward, driving it into the warmth of her slit and reveled in the taste of her. She was incredibly sweet. My hands moved of their own accord and I grabbed hold of her legs, right above the ankles, then slid my palms upward until they curled around her thighs. I held her too me, lost in the bliss of her grinding hips. I became completely focused on her.
 
    
 
   Which was good, because the stroke Kari laid across my somewhat flattened and still clover clamped tits stung like the dickens. The chain, which lay across my belly, felt cold and heavy, but nothing, not even Candace’s pussy, really could compete with the hot burning line that seemed to ignite along my right breast, flash across the clamped nipple, and then shoot across to the opposite side of my body, hitting all the wrong points on the way. 
 
    
 
   Kari swung hit me again, but not as strongly and I realized that what she was really doing was making sure that I could reward Candace. The third stroke was even less painful, but I squealed into the dirty blond’s pussy like Kari had just drawn a line across my boobs with a hot poker. My tongue danced across Candace’s clit and she pumped and thrust and about four minutes later, after about a dozen faux strokes of the switch, she cried out and shuddered above my face, her clit extended and caught lightly between my teeth. Her orgasm was sweet and when I let her go she fell to the right and Kari had to catch her. I wiped the girl’s cum off my face and sat up. Candace gave me a happy little smile. 
 
    
 
   Slowly I stood up and Candace followed. As I pulled my shirt back down and tried to get the skirt into a semblance of decency, she suddenly reached out and grabbed me, hugging me tightly.
 
    
 
   “Oh! That was so amazing!” She gushed. She held me tightly and I looked at Kari incredulously. Kari gave me an inscrutable, but amused look.
 
    
 
   “Um. Yes. Absolutely,” I said to Candace, hugging her back. She finally let me go and we looked at each other with big smiles. 
 
    
 
   “Am I going to be in your ‘tales’?” She asked eagerly.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t sure what to say. “Uh. I don’t know. You might,” I admitted. “I try to write certain things up.”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “You can use my real first name. I’d like that.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Okay… uh... Sure. Are you sure?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She giggled, nodding. “Yes,” she said with total assurance. Then she looked down at the shoes I was wearing. “How do the feel? No slipping? We can try on another pair if you need.” Candace babbled happily. She took my arm and with a firm grip, led me toward the door leading back out to the store floor. I glanced back at Kari, who followed behind, a large smile on her face. She clearly loved it.
 
    
 
   Me? Well, the stilettoes were amazing. Candace was sweet and tasted good. Kari was her usual giving but cruel self. And me? Well… I came. A number of times. And you know what they say…
 
    
 
   If the shoe fits, fuck it.
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   “Strip,” Julie said darkly, crossing her arms. Her eyes were narrowed as she studied me and I had this mental image of her slowly tearing newspaper into long, thin strips. I suppressed a shudder and began peeling off my clothes. It wasn’t a strip tease either. I shucked out of the skirt and blouse with almost industrial efficiency. Most of the lights in the large room were off, giving the space an even more cavernous feel than usual. Five chairs, all of them thick, comfortable, and most of them occupied, sat in a circle around the single illuminated spot in which I stood and the smiling faces of those watching made it clear that they were happy with both Julie’s dangerous tone and my growing exposure.
 
    
 
   I was understandably nervous. It had been over a week since I’d endured any kind of serious sexual torment. My time of the month had necessitated a certain amount of recovery time in which the various bruises and welts that normally cover specific portions of my anatomy had faded and even disappeared. That left my skin looking creamy white and an extra three days of light teasing had left me breathless for attention. I’d begged Julie to do something about it she’d only laughed manically, as if something were already in the works. Later that evening she’d swung by the apartment, a babysitter in tow, only to practically kidnap me. The drive to the warehouse that harbored the meeting room of the Society of the Golden Rose had been uneventful, even though the tension was palpable. I admit that the small coven of trucks and cars in front at that late hour was definitely a concern.
 
    
 
   Yet I knew almost everyone there. Mike the Hardware Guy sat in the first chair, his massive girth and well-trimmed beard appealing as usual. He was wearing blue jeans and a polo shirt, the massive leather belt that encircled his waist thick and supple. Next to him, looking almost scrawny by comparison was Zach, my friend from the university. Zach was not a small man, though he was long rather than wide like Mike, his clean-shaven chin pointed and narrow. In the third chair sat Nick, a scruffy looking guy who was mostly average in everything but the streak of cruelty that lanced through every sexual thing he did. Nick was the guy who liked to take me to the edge, push me over, and then watch me dangle by my nails while squealing. In the fourth seat was the only person I didn’t know. A woman sat there, thin and dark, in her early forties. She was wearing sunglasses, which gave her a sinister look that complimented the black suit she wore. Expensive pumps adorned each foot and a gold necklace drew the eye downward to a conservative, but intriguing cleavage.
 
    
 
   “Go on. Remove every bit of your clothing,” Julie urged me, the quirt in her hand snapping forward. The small strip of braided leather on the end, no longer than eight inches, slashed at my rump. The black mini-skirt I wore wasn’t thick enough to keep the sting of the thin strip of rawhide from making me jump and I gasped as my hands shot up to the first button of my shirt. My fingers flew and a second later I was pulling the white lace apart. Underneath I wore a bra colored electric pink. Before your eyebrows go through the roof, I just want to state for the record that I wasn’t responsible for choosing the color. Julie had selected it, wanting something that would show through the thin material of the white and mostly translucent shirt. I tossed my top to the floor and then shoved both thumbs into the waistband of my skirt, pushing the material down my bare legs, right toward the expensive black stilettoes I was wearing. The skirt got tangled on one of the high heels, but I kicked it away, making sure that the bra matching panties were in plain view. For a second I looked at Julie, wondering if “strip” meant all of it or just some of it. The glare I got encouraged me to fumble behind my back.
 
    
 
   A moment later my bare breasts hung like ripe fruit, begging to be picked, both hard tips capped with a gold hoop that pierced the soft, pink flesh. On my right breast a gold padlock glimmered in the light. It was small, no bigger than my fingernail, and it sported a black enameled outline of a rose with gold petals. I couldn’t help wondering what the various dominatrixes would say if they knew one of their collared submissives was giving a private showing to three guys and an unknown woman.
 
    
 
   Julie swung the quirt again, striking me lightly across my panty clad bottom. “All of it slut,” she ordered imperiously, walking around me. The thick plush carpet absorbed the sound of her footsteps. Her high heels were just as dangerous as my own, though her mini-skirt was made of leather and her corset was tight enough that what little bosom she had was ballooned up, creating this tiny ledge of creamy white perfection.  With my own rather full and ponderous breasts swinging as I tossed my bra aside, my hands darted down to the pink cotton panties and peeled them down, revealing the clean shaven pinkness of my own folds, already dripping wet, the sweet petals parting to reveal an inviting, warm, and ridiculously moist crevasse. I couldn’t help but wonder how many of those watching thought about slipping something into me at that point.
 
    
 
   The quirt snapped against my bare bottom and I let out a tiny squeal. Julie didn’t really hit me hard, just with enough force to get my undivided attention. “Spread your legs wide, slut.” Her words still felt hard and merciless and I took a single step to the side, widening my stance and exposing even more fully the slit between my ivory colored thighs.  Julie stepped around me as I began to bring my hands up behind my head, adopting a pose by rote rather than by order. I felt the quirt rub against me, not the braided leather strand but the flexible cane part. It slid over my buttocks, down the inside and back of my leg, only to come up along the front, between my thighs, to rub against my sex. Julie sawed the stick between my petals and I groaned, lubricating the full length of the cane as she tormented me.
 
    
 
   I moaned and wriggled like a good little slut should, when standing naked with her body on display, a carbon fiber cane rubbed deliciously between her legs. I swung my hips and made lewd and lascivious full body gestures that would have won me a place on any strip club stage. My audience seemed to like it, from Mike’s expression of pride and satisfaction to the hungry piranha-like smirk on the unknown woman’s face. Zach cast an appreciative eye on me and Nick looked like he was half ready to come up off his seat, snatch up the quirt and quietly beat me.
 
    
 
   “Bend over and touch the floor with your fingers,” Julie ordered, stepping back as she pulled the stick away from my dripping sex. I knew there was a table behind us, along with a cloth covered cart. The table held two items and since I’d been ordered to bring them, it wasn’t with any surprise that I pulled my hands from the back of my neck and folded myself in half. Motivation is an important factor when dealing with submissives known for being, shall we say… difficult? I bent over, my ass high in the air. I saw and sensed movement and Julie came close again. I noticed the quirt was gone and in its place was a thick and solid phallus, six and a half inches long, made of slick and shiny rubber, with strange ridges and sharp looking nodules spaced evenly along its length. It disappeared from view but I knew just a moment later where it was pointed. Julie pushed it through my petals, rubbing it up and down, pressing it against my clitoris, rubbing me with tiny circles until my body coated the thick toy with enough juice to leave it slimy. Julie just didn’t torment me with it either. No, she thrust it in deep, driving the six inch long phallic probe hard into my depths, pumping until my bottom half tightened in response and I let out a mewling whimper of pleasure. I began panting as my body became sharply aroused, pressurized into a sexual tension that demanded relief. It was only then that she tugged the thick and now fully oiled toy from my pussy, only to move it a few centimeters higher and drive it in deep. I let out a wide-eyed gasp as my entire body rocked, the tapered end of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator disappearing into my body, but up what I considered the completely wrong hole. Julie continued to push and grabbed both hips, using her leg to ram the damn thing in deeper. I struggled to maintain my composure, to keep my bottom relaxed and accepting. More and more of the rubber coated length went in until I felt like I was a cucumber having my seeds removed. A dull pang of discomfort swirled up from my bottom and then the probe settled itself.
 
    
 
   There is something totally humiliating about being butt-fucked in front of people. There is some instinctive realization that the anus is an exit, not an entrance. Those of us who are forced to accept such brutal degradation are immediately branded in the eyes of others as submissive, weak and worthless for anything but sexual use. I mean - what person allows themselves to be fucked up the ass? I stood there, legs still spread wide, braced with my hands flat on the floor while Julie patted the base of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. Her fingers danced on the controls and the whole thing began quivering inside me.
 
    
 
   “Stand up straight,” she said, even as I felt the end of the Thrusting Anal Vibe jerk. The toy lengthened inside me, literally fucking me all by itself, which was sort of like adding insult to injury. I unfolded my torso and again put my hands behind my head, interlacing the fingers, already tightening up as the sex toy jerked and wriggled in my ass. I didn’t care for it but I had no option. Julie was already grabbing the Monster Vibrator, a twelve inch long tapered pipe, bringing it around to the front and rubbing it along the opposite hole. I groaned as she deposited maybe three inches of plastic into my aching, wanton pussy, only to pull it out and hold it up to my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Open up. Lick it,” she demanded. I did, the taste of my own arousal thick and oily on the surface of the foot long toy. My tongue swirled around the outside of the plastic and then it began to tremble, vibrating in response to the whirling but strategically off-set motors trapped within. Julie pulled the shaft away from my mouth and pressed the tip to my chin. I whimpered softly as she pulled it down my body, making sure to go over my left nipple, under the curve of my breast, across my belly and then pressed against my clitoris. In seconds I was panting like a wild beast in heat. Only then did she push the wet phallus up into me, sliding all twelve inches of rumbling plastic into my depths. I groaned, my hips pumping lewdly and holding the vibrator in with a single finger, she gave me a wicked smile.
 
    
 
   “Close your legs. Tight.”
 
    
 
   I did, both grateful and disappointed. I’m a girl who relishes the sensation of being open, of exposure. I like the strain of stretched muscles, of my thighs exposed, especially the soft inner bits. And yet I was pleased because keeping in the Monster Vibrator would have been an impossible challenge had I not been allowed to squeeze my legs together. I was just too aroused, too wet to manage such a feat. Julie retrieved a black leather belt and in seconds had it wrapped around my legs at mid-thigh, pulling it tight. I trembled and almost toppled as Julie buckled it, leaving me with merely a single pedestal to maintain my upright position. Julie produced a pair of black padded bondage cuffs, the dark dyed leather matching the shadows behind me. The silver metal buckle and loop shined brightly under the single spotlight from above and Julie wasted no time in getting the bondage gear around my wrists. A moment later she clipped the cuffs together in front of me and then used an electric remote to lower a chain. I heard it rattling above me and I glanced up.
 
    
 
   “Hands above your head, slut.” Julie pointed at the chain and I lifted both hands up simultaneously thanks to the cuffs. Without another word Julie attached my wrists to the chain, leaving only an inch or two dangling against my arm. She grabbed the remote again and a moment later my arms were drawn upward, higher and higher. Then I felt the pull on my shoulders and body as I was swung forward. My feet bent as my toes scrabbled for the ground and my entire body went taut as most of my weight was suspended above me. I found my balance, my toes aching as I struggled to stand. I must have cut quite the figure stretched out like that. The heels of my shoes, as long as they were, didn’t touch the floor.
 
    
 
   Julie knelt down and began unbuckling my stilettoes, tossing them away to leave me barefoot. I helped, just a little, lifting one foot at a time, even kicking a bit to get the shoes off my soles. I shuddered and moaned as she caressed the bottoms of each foot individually. But then she rose and backed away, joining the others. For a moment those gathered admired me. I stood there, bathed in light, a sheen of perspiration forming on my brow, dancing on tiptoe, the starkness of my ribs standing out, my heavy breasts dangling in front of me, all while my hips silently churned to the music of the double vibrators buzzing within my loins. The Thrusting action of the anal vibrator was incredibly difficult to handle in any meaningful way, especially since it was moving in me like a wild thing on steroids. Add to that the buzzing intensity of the foot long monstrosity in my pussy and you can imagine what I was going through.
 
    
 
   Julie leaned in, eyes burning with delight. “Don’t cum.”
 
    
 
   Yeah. Oh. Right. That’s funny, because there was absolutely no fucking way I was going to be able to not NOT cum. Some things are destined. Like ships named Titanic sinking.
 
    
 
   I turned and looked at her, the ready smirk on her face so irritating. Then she stepped back and slowly sat down in the one empty chair. For a moment no one moved. Then the woman I didn’t recognize, the one with dark hair and the black business suit, stood up. Slowly she approached me. I flinched away involuntarily, before I even knew what I was doing, but she merely touched my side and ran a finger up my ribcage and over my breast until her nail found my pierced nipple. Slowly she scratched at the turgid tip, making the little padlock dance until I was whimpering. She did it from the side too, so that everyone sitting could see her driving me slowly crazy. Then, just when all my attention was focused on my right side, she reached around me, grabbed my left nipple between her thumb and forefinger, and gave me a pinch and a twist that elicited a shocked cry from my throat, pain radiating through my breast down into my very core. She let go almost instantly, swirling away from me back to the table and cart behind me. I heard the rustle of the sheet and then she came back into view clutching a bottle.
 
    
 
   It was a plastic bottle and if the label was to be believed, contained nothing more caustic than baby oil. Baby oil is actually an interesting substance. Made of mineral oil and fragrance, it is basically a distillate of petroleum, part of the crude barrel of oil that can’t be converted into plastic, asphalt, jet fuel, or gasoline. It is excellent as a lubricant and skin moisturizer and while there are tons of horror stories on the internet about how awful the stuff is, the truth is that most dermatologists like it. Of course you might wonder about its use internally. For me, I find it slightly irritating. I’ve never liked riding a cock soaked in baby oil. For internal use I prefer grapeseed oil, which to me is much more pleasant. But since both holes were already well stuffed, using all natural girl goo for that matter, I really didn’t care what this woman might have planned with her bottle of baby oil.
 
    
 
   I watched curiously as she poured a healthy amount into her cupped palm and then she quickly applied it to my chest, rubbing it down through my cleavage and around my boobs. It felt good, though I think I would have enjoyed the sensation more had I not been literally dangling from my wrists, standing on tiptoe. She slathered me down, another handful of oil taking care of my stomach. Then she began on my legs, leaving massive amounts of the lubricant on my skin. It felt strange when she oiled my knees and then she kept going down, eventually kneeling herself in order to work her fingers along my soles. I lifted one foot at a time, letting her oil the bottoms of my toes. I wasn’t worried about slipping since I was standing on carpet and the stuff was dark gray anyway. It might have been soft, but it was stained in a number of places from a variety of fluids, some of which didn’t have as savory a source as the baby oil! Then she worked her way back up my legs, except on the transverse side. I groaned when she kneaded the oil into my buttocks. Her hands slid up my back and then found my shoulders, her fingers digging into tense muscles and smoothing away the tension. It felt amazing, especially with the vibrator still humming between my legs, combining with the still pulsing, thrusting thickness of the anal plug.
 
    
 
   When she was done she set the bottle down on the cart behind me and wiped her hands with a rag. I was on edge, the vibrators moving inside me driving me closer and closer to orgasm. A part of my mind focused on the fact that I hadn’t even technically been tortured. Not yet. That was coming. I knew it. There was no way they were going to wait until I exploded and then let me loose. Not with this kind of preparation. And Julie was still sitting there with a wicked smirk on her face.
 
    
 
   The woman reappeared holding Julie’s quirt and she stood directly in front of me, our eyes meeting. A sudden fear manifested inside me, but I didn’t have much time to consider it because she lifted the quirt and began swinging it back and forth in short little arcs, level with my breasts. The first two or three swings missed me but she corrected the distance almost immediately and I gasped as the short little leather braid slashed across my bosom, cutting a stinging line from left to right and then back again. I sucked in a hard breath as the quirt kept striking me, never quite getting to the point of searing pain, but building steadily with each sharp little cut. The padlock on my right breast seemed to dance constantly, whacked back and forth like a tetherball. I shuddered and then gritted my teeth, wincing and turning away as the sting became certified pain. My hips began jerking forward and back, which merely worked both phallic toys implanted in my loins. Small, thin red lines began appearing on my chest, marking my boobs with random welts.
 
    
 
   My torment went on for almost a minute, maybe two. I’m not sure. But by the time she was done my breasts felt like a hundred angry wasps had landed and stung me. My teeth were clenched and I was close to actually crying out in pain. Right at the breaking point she stopped and the quirt dropped down, the cane part gliding down my side. She moved around me and must have put the quirt down because when next she touched me it was with both hands, wrapped around my front, cupping my breasts, my nipples between thumb and forefinger, rubbed gently. The disparity between pain and pleasure once more elicited a whimpering moan from me and I seemed to melt as she caressed me. I shuddered, the pressure between my legs building and then she let me go.
 
    
 
   The woman whose name I didn’t know sat back down after wiping her hands and Nick waited only a second or two before standing up, clearly aware of his role, even if I wasn’t. I eyed him with a sinking sensation of looming danger and he moved around me to that cart. I heard the rustle of cloth again and when he stepped up to my side he held a vicious looking leather strap in his hand.
 
    
 
   It was easily as wide as Mike the Hardware Guy’s belt and just as supple. It was doubled and then stitched into a wooden handle, making it a brutal instrument. I knew it would sting and burn and the marks left would be sharp and angular. With both the Monster Vibrator and the Thrusting Anal Vibe still moving within me at frantic levels I was getting dangerously close to cumming and frankly I didn’t really care about whatever “punishment” these people might choose to inflict upon me. I was ready.
 
    
 
   Nick swung the strap, aiming not for my breasts, or my bottom, but for my thighs. He didn’t hold back either, swinging with more than enough force to elicit a sharp crack as the tanned leather met my flesh. A burning sting exploded across the front of both legs, between my knee and my stuffed cunt, just above the belt that held my legs together. I’d been determined not to scream and I didn’t, but the hiss of agony that seeped out from between my lips made it clear just how much the stroke had hurt me. I opened my mouth and sucked in a hard breath, unaware that I’d been holding my breath as the pain seared my legs. Nick waited only about ten seconds before taking a second swing at my legs. Again he hit me across the front of my thighs, this time below the belt, closer to my knee. The slightly differing target made no difference whatsoever in the amount of pain delivered and I let out a sharp keening noise as the scorching heat burst across my skin and seared its way through my nerve endings. I felt a tremor start in my hips and I realized that it came from my body, rather than the vibrators.
 
    
 
   Nick raised the strap again and this time I twisted, trying to turn away from it. The strap struck me dead on still, but now it curved slightly around my leg, biting into the left side of my thigh, delivering an even more excruciating blow. I cried out and my head turned as I stifled my own cry in the soft flesh of my bicep. Nick swung again, once more striking above the strap, this time dangerously close to my pussy. My hips jerked violently and I let out a wild cry that even my arm couldn’t keep muted. My body shuddered as my chest heaved, my lungs trying to oxygenate my screaming body. Nick put his hand on my face and pulled my mouth away from my arm.
 
    
 
   “Look forward, Bre. We want to see your tears.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, realizing for the first time that I was already crying. While the vibrators inside me kept the frothy churn of sexual need spinning within me, the strap against my thighs was just pure hurt. I was crying. I bit my lower lip and tasted the salty mix slipping down against my cheeks. I shook my head, my vision swimming, and Nick hit my legs again. Agony exploded in my upper legs and I kicked, my feet coming up off the ground. I spun wildly on the chain I was connected to and Nick stepped back as I went nuts. Ten, maybe twenty seconds is a lot of time to be moving frantically and I tired quickly. Even the cessation of Nick’s fury wasn’t enough to keep me going and a moment later I went limp, sobbing as I hung from the chain above me. Nick didn’t wait. He stepped up and again slapped the supple and perfect leather across my legs.
 
    
 
   I screamed that time; a real, full throated, God-awful cry that echoed around the warehouse. I kicked again, wildly, my legs feeling as if molten lead had been poured all over my thighs. It burned horribly and when I looked down I could see these vivid red marks, each shaped like a “V”, where the edge and corner of Nick’s strap had scored deeply into my flesh. My skin was vividly pink, except for the welts themselves, which were such a dark crimson that I couldn’t help wondering if a thousand tiny blood vessels had been burst from the force of Nick’s cutting blow. Then, just as I was starting to catch my breath, writhing and reeling from the induced agony, Nick struck an eighth time. Again I swung wildly, spinning from the chain above me. Nick didn’t wait for either my cries or tears to stop, instead swinging again, timing the cut of the strap to impact my legs once more, wrapping around and cutting against the backside of my thighs. Fire scorched up and around me and I kicked, my feet up and fighting as my body struggled to defend itself. Fuck the thrusting anal vibe pounding away in my ass, or the fucking monster vibe jammed up hard against my cervix. My thighs felt like he’d cut me to the bone and the pain was almost unbearable. I sobbed hard and Nick flicked the strap across my legs one final time, almost whispering the word “ten,” as the leather landed.
 
    
 
   I bawled as he set the leather strap down on the cart behind me. Tears flooded down my cheeks and I hung by the wrists, my legs too hurt to support me. I felt like my legs had been smashed and baked and burned to a crisp and it seemed like I had cramps developing where Nick had hit me. My thighs had turned dark pink and there were even more horrifying, dark crimson marks sliced into my skin at angles, where the vicious edges of the strap had left their more formidable bite.
 
    
 
   It took me a moment to realize that Nick had returned to his seat and Zach had stood up. He moved around me, clearly heading toward the cart. This time, even though I was still crying, I turned to look, scared at what he might pull out from under the sheet. My heart fluttered when what emerged was another toy designed to hurt me, but at least this one wouldn’t be accompanied by a beating. Zach brought the portable TENS Unit over to me, both sets of electrical wires going to a pair of rather cruel looking clamps. I gasped as Zach set the first one on my left nipple, the padded rubber doing nothing to hide the exposed metal that would conduct the electricity. He squeezed it shut behind the piercing, deep enough that the clamping itself didn’t hurt as bad as it could have. Still, my bosom trembled as he slid his hands across my oiled skin over to the other boob. He teased the tip of my breast until it hardened and then he set the second clamp in place, the wire trailing along my tummy down to where the control unit waited.
 
    
 
   On this particular device I knew that I could withstand the first four levels for over an hour without problem. Level five however felt something like having your nipple gripped in a pair of pliers, while some bastard twisted it around a full ninety degrees. It was excruciating. But Zach turned it to level six, a sensation reminiscent of having hot needles shoved through sensitive flesh. Worse, he turned the system from beat to knead, which varied the intensity of the shock into this sort of grinding pinch lasting for seconds. Now it felt like my nipple was being ripped off, as well as having a red hot needle perforating it.
 
    
 
   I gritted my teeth and my head went back as the pain exploded in my chest. My right leg suddenly developed a spasm and began jerking around like a landed fish. My toes wouldn’t stay in contact with the floor. That didn’t hold any fascination for me though, since all my thoughts were focused on the shards of pain lancing up through my nipples, burrowing deep into my chest before putting my spine in a choke hold. Suddenly my thighs didn’t hurt quite so much, though I realized that my pussy had tightened around the Monster Vibe that I couldn’t even hear it. The shuddering movements of my body had escalated from my leg to my chest and the wires jiggled as my breasts danced violently, a combination of the struggle to breathe and to deal with the repeated waves of electrical shock that grabbed hold of each nipple, twisted it violently, crushed it between cruel fingers, and then burned the tip of my breast with a hot nails, each of which were then hammered into my tit.
 
    
 
   The pain of it so distracted me that I was totally and completely unprepared for the sharp crack that came from the paddle. In fact, I didn’t even realize that it had impacted upon my ass, flattening my buttocks and leaving my glutes just as scorched as my thighs. My entire body rocked forward, my breasts frying and doing their best to impersonate a lightning rod. Then the pain caught up with me and I cried out, my hips jerking wildly, forcing the Thrusting Anal Vibe and the Monster Vibrator to move within me, pumping heroically despite the agony. Zach smacked my bottom again, both cheeks, the wooden board flattening me even as the force of the blow smashed me forward and sent my hips slinging in a lewd and overly provocative fashion. Even through my clenched teeth my wail was loud enough and once more I began kicking. The wire wrapped around me as I spun and then Zach stopped me with a delicate hand, making sure to stay out of the way of my bare little feet flailing through the air. He pushed me four inches in the other direction and then slammed the paddle a third time into my derriere.
 
    
 
   I lost it. The excruciating blows of the paddle against my ass, blistering my buttocks and leaving my flushed bottom blotchy with blood blisters were not the sort of thing I could handle. I sobbed and cried, not sure if it were my boobs hurting more, or my ass. I clenched tight with each blow around the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and it was as if it were digging even deeper into me. The vibrators moved inside me and suddenly, inexplicably, I was aroused.
 
    
 
   Terribly, almost painfully aroused.
 
    
 
   My hips slung forward and I worked myself in a circle. Another blow landed on my ass but now there was a new sensation muting the pain, or embracing it. I let out another cry but the fifth stroke of the paddle, along with the excruciating kneading of my nipples with electric fingers only enhanced and increased the power of that arousal. If anyone had any doubts, the rapid and frantic thrusts of my loins left little to the imagination and I could feel the fluids leaking out from around my closed together thighs. The paddled landed again, in time with my writhing thrusts and then the pressure burst. I exploded violently, crying out and trembling as the waves of perfect, exquisite lust rushed through my veins. Zach slapped the paddle against my ass rapidly, giving me the last few strokes even as my brain became awash with adrenaline and endorphins. Dopamine flooded my system and the levels of oxytocin in my blood skyrocketed.
 
    
 
   It’s why I’m addicted.
 
    
 
   Slowly I came to realize I was still hanging from my wrists, my breasts tingling and burning with the waves of electricity still frying my nipples. My ass felt like it had been used as a carpet, after being beaten free of dust.  I hurt in all sorts of places. But then Zach came around and picked up the TENS Unit. Suddenly the pain going through my nipples stopped and I sagged in relief. Perspiration dripped from my brow and my body glistened even more starkly under the lights as the oil and moisture mixed.
 
    
 
   What didn’t stop though, were the vibrators. The Thrusting Anal Vibe continued to dig deeply into my rump, like some sort of sick worm. Every few seconds it literally extended itself, like a tongue delving into a girl’s slit, pressing deep, only to shrink back down. And all the while it vibrated, the tremors mixed with the oscillating waves coming from the Monster Vibrator, stuffed up in the opposite hole. My pussy was tight around the foot long vibe and the changes in speed, intensity, and wavelength only heightened the sensation that I was still being used. The orgasm might have brought me satisfaction, but it was tempered with the knowledge that under the circumstances, I’d soon be panting with need again.
 
    
 
   Zach sat down and Mike the Hardware Guy stood. I lifted my head tiredly as he approached, putting his hand on his hip and letting it glide around to my backside as he moved around me. Again someone fiddled with the cart behind me and my reaction to seeing the two red candles in Mike’s hands was rather anti-climactic. I stared at them as Mike lifted both candles up, tipping them on their sides. He held them above me, but I didn’t exactly realize where the melted paraffin would fall until the first drop of liquid fire plummeted down to splatter on the slope of my breast.
 
    
 
   More drops fell, only to congeal and cool on my oiled skin until I looked like a measles case. I could feel the heat and by the time the melted wax got to my pierced nipples I was again hissing with the discomfort. Mike moved the candles back and forth as more wax fell. The melt began building up on the tops of my breasts, long rivers running down over the nipples, along the piercings, and even curling under my curves to drip downward like strange stalactites. Some droplets fell, missing my breasts but leaving long streaks down my stomach. Then, as I twisted and moaned, the heat searing me, Mike positioned one of the candles so that the wax fell directly on my mons, only to seep down between my legs, burning at my clitoris before getting caught in the V of my thighs.
 
    
 
   He tormented me with the candles for almost ten minutes. My bottom, my breasts, my stomach, even doing his very best to get as much wax to seep down between my thighs as possible. Every time I moved he put more on me. I could even feel it falling on my back. Then Mike leaned down, grabbed hold of my right ankle, and pulled it up. My left foot took some of my weight as his thick fingers held my right leg and he bent my knee so that my sole was facing upward. I twitched as the hot wax began falling on the delicate arch but Mike was easily stronger than me. I whimpered and jerked as the burning paraffin coated the bottom of my foot and when he let me go only my toes were still free of wax. As it again took my weight I could feel the melt buckling, cracking and then Mike did my other foot. It was a petty cruelty.
 
    
 
   When he was done I stood there, my arms still locked above my head, the Thrusting Anal Vibe still rumbling and jamming itself through my ass, the Monster Vibrator still oscillating through a series of waves that steadily steered me toward another sexual epiphany, the leather belt still holding my thighs tightly together while I teetered on my toes. Mike came back into view and my stomach suddenly tightened up into knots as I saw the bullwhip in his hands. I’d been hit with one before and it wasn’t exactly something I’d enjoyed. Mike shook it out, and before I could even really brace myself, he swung it lightly at my body, aiming for my breasts.
 
    
 
   That first lash missed my tits and instead struck me across the belly. It stung a little and even knocked off some of the wax, but it didn’t really hurt and I was glad that Mike was being considerate. He swung again, this time with a bit more force and the whip caught me right across his initial target area. My boobs felt the sting and huge chunks of wax went flying, shattering into a thousand pieces as they plummeted to the carpeted floor. I gasped, shaking as the impact left me breathless. He swung again, aiming lower and got my stomach. A third stroke slashed me across the thighs, sending the wax he’d let fall on my upper legs cracking to the floor. Mike twisted around and caught me across the buttocks, again managing to deliver just enough force to make me gasp and twist, while flicking the cooled wax melts from my skin.
 
    
 
   The bullwhip hissed in the air as it twirled around me, the little leather strap on the end cutting into my breasts repeatedly, then my loins, and he even managed to get it to dip once into the soft little spot between my thighs. It stung like the dickens but I managed not to get as weepy as I had when I’d been paddled. Slowly and thoroughly, with about a dozen strokes, Mike knocked the vast majority of the wax away from my oiled flesh, leaving the carpeted floor around me covered in red flakes.
 
    
 
   I was relieved when he returned the whip to the cart and I wondered if my ordeal was over.
 
    
 
   Julie stood up. I half expected her to lower me, to release my hands, but instead she moved behind me as well. A moment later she circled back around to my front carrying a steel bucket filled with clothespins.
 
    
 
   “I know you’re tender. I want this to hurt,” she whispered to me as she plucked the first little wooden peg out of the pail and set it against my left nipple. I stared down at it through my arms and then it closed on the tight little nub, crushing it cruelly. I groaned, my entire body shaking from the tension and pain, until she moved another peg onto my right breast tip. She ran her left hand down my body until she found my slit, pushing her finger into the tight crevasse. I was very wet inside and having Julie finger me, touching my clit, rubbing me firmly, sent waves of pleasure skittering across my nerves. I wanted to be fucked. God I needed it so bad! I took a deep breath, the clothespins on my tits dancing as I jiggled. She let out a little laugh and then pulled her hand away and got another clothespin. This one she pushed between my thighs and I couldn’t help but to push myself forward, my back arching, my thighs spreading just enough. The clothespin found my clit, biting down upon it, the tender, swollen little nub desperate for attention.
 
    
 
   With my thighs belted Julie could only get the one clothespin on my pussy, but that didn’t stop her from putting the rest on me. One by one she pinched tiny bits of my skin, all around my breasts, down my sides, even on the undersides of my arm. It hurt, I totally admit that, but with the vibrators still thrusting and humming inside me the pain melded with the need. I shuddered and felt the clothespins wiggle, sending these delicious shards of agony through my body.
 
    
 
   Julie put the bucket down and disappeared from my view. I knew she was at that damn cart. I closed my eyes, not wanting to know, to see, what was coming. I heard it before I felt it, a gust of air against my skin as she whirled it around her body. There was no hiss, no whistle, but it still wasn’t until she hit me that very first time that I knew for certain she held the rubber flogger.
 
    
 
   I felt its sting across my loins first, her calculating eye going for the clothespin that stuck out between my thighs. Despite the accuracy of her stroke, all she managed to do was bend it and drive it deeper into me. I gasped, my body bucking as the clothespin twisted my clitoris. I half expected another blow to that same spot, but the next strike came almost immediately, slashing past my buttocks to impact against the back of my thighs. Again I rocked forward, the heat of the stroke hot enough to make me dance, but not enough to scorch me. Like Mike, Julie had toned down her force so that I could survive.
 
    
 
   The third stroke came higher and I was totally unprepared for the carnage as the hundred thin rubber strands smacked down across my breasts, knocking at least a dozen of the clothespins off my body. It was almost like being zip lined, except it also came with the heat of the flogger. Both of the pegs that she’d attached to my nipples were knocked off and Julie merely snapped her whip a few more times, clearing my bosom of the wooden clamps.
 
    
 
   The whip began hissing as she hit me. There was no counting. These were fast strokes that were meant to caress my whole body. She again began focusing on the clothespin between my legs, alternating strikes to my loins with additional blows to my breasts and bottom and even back. My stomach even got a few and before long my entire body began to show a rosy blush, my skin sensitized and delicate.
 
    
 
   Julie moved directly in front of me and held the whip as if she were about to snap a towel. My eyes widened and I started to turn, but it was too late. The flogger shot out and struck the clothespin attached to my clitoris and tore it loose. As it clattered to the floor I let out a wild keening sound, pushing my face into the softness of my arm as the tears threatened to come once more. It took me a moment to realize that the whipping had stopped.
 
    
 
   Hands touched me. I opened my eyes and realized that all of them, all five of them, were standing there with me. Mike was bending down, releasing the belt around my thighs and I felt it fall even as Nick grabbed my ass and began kneading it. The woman I didn’t know took hold of my right breast and her fingers teased my nipple even as Zach took hold of the other tit and gave the tip these tiny, ever so gentle pinches. As soon as the belt was free I was able to spread my legs and Mike pulled me open, his fingers sliding up into my pussy. I groaned as he penetrated me and then the tension on my arms seemed to fade. I realized that Julie was lowering me down, the electric winch a quiet hum above.
 
    
 
   It was Zach who released my hands, lifting my wrists free of the hook and then patiently unbuckling the bondage cuffs. They came loose and I felt the desire to rub myself, but Zach massaged the spots the restraints had been on. Mike pulled the Monster Vibe out of my pussy, eliciting a disappointed groan from me, and set it on the floor. It was still buzzing, but I heard it shut off even as Nick began tugging the Thrusting Anal Vibe out of my bottom. That I didn’t mind having taken out. Another light in the cavernous room snapped on and I looked over Nick’s shoulder to see a pair of the thick, nylon covered pads set together under the brightness. Julie emerged from the shadows, her phone in hand and she beckoned.
 
    
 
   I was escorted, make no mistake, by the four of them. Mike, Nick, Zach, and the woman I didn’t know. It wasn’t a lover’s grip either. There was no “handholding.” They had me by the wrists and there were hands on each shoulder. I was guided toward the new light and I stepped up onto the padded foam with an entire crowd accompanying me.
 
    
 
   “Lay down, Bre. On your back,” the woman said to me. Her voice was rough but I didn’t mind. It felt like smoke. The hands didn’t leave my wrists and even helped me, lowering me gently to the ground. Mike moved around to my left leg while Nick grabbed ahold of my right ankle. I felt a strange flutter of nervousness as they surrounded me, with Julie and Zach each taking a wrist and pulling my arms outward. In moments I was spread-eagled on the mat, each hand and foot held in place by my tormentors. My bottom burned a bit as it touched the mat, but the cool vinyl was a relief and the strangeness of what they were doing made the ache and heat still running rampant through my breasts and thighs immaterial.
 
    
 
   The woman whose name I still didn’t know stood above me and she began undressing, a sensuous strip tease that had her down to black garters, stocking hose, and a matching pair of lingerie that hinted at her soft curves. My eyes widened as she peeled off the panties and I caught sight of her pink petals, already glistening wet. She was standing near my head and she knelt down and reached out her hand toward Julie, who promptly placed something black, rectangular, and made of leather in it.
 
    
 
   Oh. Oh my God.
 
    
 
   The woman scooted forward on her knees and my vision was suddenly blocked by her thighs. I tensed, feeling the men and Julie holding onto my limbs. Even if I had resisted, fought against what was about to happen there was no way I’d have been able to break free. Then the woman slid herself forward, her knees touching my shoulders as she spread her legs further and further apart. Suddenly I could smell her, her arousal and need, only to feel her wetness with the tip of my nose as she began rubbing her slit up and down my face. I gasped, my involuntary response to open my mouth, my tongue coming up. She moaned as I found her clitoris and began lapping at it, digging my tongue in hungrily. Sometimes my own arousal tends to express itself best by making other people match me.
 
    
 
   That’s when the leather sap landed wetly between my legs.
 
    
 
   As far as pussy whippings go, I’ve gotten worse. In fact, I got worse that evening. Evidently having two inches of tongue buried in your slit makes concentrating on slapping a submissive slut’s pussy with a leather paddle something of a challenge. She was sloppy, slapping my petals and clit with these almost half-hearted blows as I forced a series of shudders through her body. As for me, I responded to the stinging spanks of the leather against my sex with predictable ease.
 
    
 
   I came.
 
    
 
   It might have been a surprise for some, but the bite of the sap against my clit, smashing my petals down and leaving my entire sex with an aching burn, all while I’m held down with my legs spread uncomfortably wide is practically a raging aphrodisiac for me. Within a minute or two my hips were thrusting and pumping while my toes curled and the soft cracks of the leather hitting wet skin reverberated through my body. I have no idea how many strokes she left upon me, but I came before she did, screaming out my pleasure into the depths of her body, wishing I could grab her and hold onto her. She ground downward and I felt her shudder a moment later, her own orgasm drenching my mouth and chin. Then air and light returned as she climbed off of me and switched places with Zach, who willingly released my wrist.
 
    
 
   The woman jammed my hand between her legs and I found her holding my wrists with her thighs as my fingers began curling up into her slit. A moment later I was actively fingering her pussy when Zach lifted up the leather sap she’d dropped near my pussy, aimed right for my clit, and brought it down hard in a fast series of slaps that made my entire body jerk upright, almost freeing myself from the hold of my tormentors. It burned and I cried out, my head twisting as the heat exploded between my legs. Then Zach was stripping out of his jeans and I watched through half-lidded eyes as he put a condom on. Then he was on top of me, pushing himself into my wet and spanked depths, pumping wildly as everyone let go of me. I wrapped my arms around him, pumping my hips in response to his eager thrusts. It was more than enough to energize me, though I wasn’t close to cumming again. I felt him tremble, the frequency of his pelvic movements increasing until I finally felt the granite pillar inside me shudder. Zach gasped and I felt his prick spasm within my depths and we both let out low moans of pleasure.
 
    
 
   It took him a minute or two to extract himself but when he did I found that our audience had once again taken an active role. My hands and feet were drawn outward again, pulled tight, my thighs rippling as they were pulled open. Zach had moved down to my left foot and taken Nick’s place. Nick moved into the position that Zach had vacated as the Julie and the other woman held my wrists down. I lifted my head and looked down the front of my naked, whip marked body, just in time to see Nick lift the leather sap and begin the series of swats that would leave me keening, breathless and hurting, waiting desperately for him to fuck me.
 
    
 
   After Nick came it was Mike’s turn. The large man with the beard didn’t do anything differently than the others and the leather sap bit into my soaked cunt with brutal efficiency, making me jerk and twitch as the pain radiated up through me. My petals were dark pink and when I was arching my back, grimacing with the agony he stopped long enough to cover his own shaft with a condom. He plugged my sopping wet hole with a single plunging thrust and then his heavy weight was on top of me, pinning me to the floor. Again we moved in rhythm, the only time my hands and feet were freed and I wrapped myself around him as we screwed. I came again a moment later, breathless and exhausted, the oil and perspiration mixing on my skin with cum, filled to the brim with his thick sausage. Mike rammed himself deep and I felt him shift and harden, then the unmistakable pulse of his orgasm. I sighed in ecstasy as he came, filling the condom while still inside me.
 
    
 
   I lay there on the floor sapped of my strength, feeling like I’d just run ten miles and then stretched. It took me a moment to notice that they’d not only let me go, but everyone seemed to be leaving. I half rolled over and bumped into Julie.
 
    
 
   “Julie?” I asked languorously. My body both hurt and felt amazing, the normal afterglow of serious, mind-blowing orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Hush Bre,” she said absently, putting her hand on my head. I sighed and lay back down, closing my eyes and drifting off. Sleep wrapped itself around me.
 
    
 
   It was her tongue that woke me, the soft wetness probing first against my nipples, then down my stomach, parting my legs, pushing them open. It took me a moment to understand where I was, or what was happening. The lights were off leaving us in almost complete darkness and I could only barely make out the dark chocolate covered hair of Julie’s head as she dipped her mouth down to my sex. I moaned as she licked my clit and I spread my legs wider, opening up to her even as I rolled my hips, waves of sweetness engulfing me. She worked me steadily, bringing one hand up, pushing two fingers into my wet slit, her pinky probing my bottom. I felt her build the pressure higher and higher until I was once more close to climax, wanting to cum. She pulled her mouth away from my pussy and with glistening lips and a burning ember in her eye, asked me if I was ready.
 
    
 
   “Oh God yes! Please Julie!” I begged her, my scorched bottom bouncing on the oil slick pad beneath me.
 
    
 
   “You know what it will cost you, right?” She asked wickedly.
 
    
 
   I nodded, not really caring. I just had to cum. I needed it. Now. Hard. Forcefully. I whimpered with desperation and closed my eyes as she lifted the sap and smashed it down as hard as she could on the entirety of my sex. The clammy crack of leather hitting me sounded like a hand slapping wet mud and I howled, my legs jerking together as the pain flashed through me. The scorching heat of her blow made my vision turn red and then I heard her words.
 
    
 
   “Open your legs again, Bre.” Julie’s voice was husky and dark.
 
    
 
   My muscles didn’t seem to want to cooperate and I trembled as my knees finally parted. I spread my legs, opening myself wide, then wider, exposing the soft, beaten petals of my sex, my over-used, abused sex. I knew another stroke was coming. It had to. There was no way around it. It was what I deserved. I held my breath and then it came; a hard, stinging slap that seemed to crush my clit. But then Julie’s hot mouth came down and she licked the seared nub at the top of my slit, sending a confusing mix of signals to my brain. I cried out, my head and back coming up off the mat and even with Julie mouth locked on my sex I sat up, legs spread wide, hurting and wanting and needing and loving every second of it. I reached down and grabbed her shoulders, pulling her up, away from my sex, only to push her down. She gasped, eyes wide as I threw my leg over her, my own mouth finding her bare and perfect little slit, my tongue stabbing at her clit. I devoured her, sucking and licking and eating until she was mewling underneath my tongue, her arms wrapped around my legs, her fingers kneading my bottom. Then I lowered my hips and she once again got to taste me.  I felt the shudder of pleasure and ground my sex down onto her face, humping my own best friend and lover.  
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how long we made love to each other, her mouth on my sex and mine on hers, but it ended in wet bliss, a sated euphoria and labored breathing. I rolled off her and we lay side by side, staring up into the darkness, our hands touching, fingers interlaced. Finally Julie spoke.
 
    
 
   “How are you?” she asked softly, sweetly, with no touch of mischief or malice or even sexual desire. It was the question of a friend, a lover, someone who cared.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and sighed happily. “Sore. Tired. Satisfied,” I replied, a smile coming to my lips. “Who was the lady?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Julie let out a tiny laugh. “Lady from work. I caught her looking at porn - the kind that would appeal to you and I offered to let her have a real taste.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” I said simply. “What’s her name?”
 
    
 
   “Rose,” Julie said. “But you probably won’t be seeing her again. Not that she misused you. But this was a one-time deal.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “I wouldn’t mind.”
 
    
 
   Julie let out a little laugh and sat up. “Breanne, you probably wouldn’t mind if I invited my entire staff over to use you.”
 
    
 
   I blinked at that, realizing she was probably right. “Well… if you want,” I replied sheepishly.
 
    
 
   She sighed. “You are getting a little steeped in this submissive stuff you know,” she said a bit more seriously.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yeah. But what do you expect? Every day is practically a reminder of my place. You use me like a sex doll. Kari uses me like a sex doll. I’m still doing assignments. Hell, Kari practically has me parading around naked each day and I’m not stupid. I know the two of you are collaborating,” I accused. “Some of the stuff she is making me do is not her idea. I can tell. She has a different sort of wickedness than you do.”
 
    
 
   Julie was silent for a moment. “Do you mind?” She asked after several long, deep breaths.
 
    
 
   I reached over and grabbed her, catching a wrist and pulling her back down, over my body. Our skin touched, wet and slick and she slid across me with a gasp of surprise, her bony hips bouncing against mine. It wasn’t until I had her on top of me, her mouth above mine, that I kissed her, warmly, passionately. She kissed me back hard, our tongues meeting and touching. And when we both came up for air I whispered the words she wanted to hear and that I needed to say.
 
    
 
   “Not at all.”
 
    
 
   Breanne, you will be taken to a suitable location and stripped naked, right down to your tiptoes. Once you are naked you will be touched and then stuffed with your Thrusting Anal Vibe and Monster Vibrator. You will then be bound with your wrists above your head so that you are stretched out to your full length, with only your toes touching the ground. Leather straps will be placed around your thighs to hold in the sex toys. Both toys will be turned to maximum and a layer of oil will be applied to your body.
 
    
 
   You will then receive two minutes of a quirt flicking back and forth across your tits, ten blows of a strap to your thighs, ten strokes of a paddle to your bottom, ten strokes of a bullwhip to your torso, and then a full body whipping with a flogger. Between each different instrument you will be tortured with one of the following: five minutes of the TENS Unit clamped to your tits set to level five, hot wax on your breasts, and a dozen clothespins applied to your body.
 
    
 
   Once you are finished count the number of orgasms you’ve had. Times that by five. You will then be removed from the overhead bondage and will lay down, spreading your legs. Your orgasms times five will be the number of strokes of the leather sap to your pussy, per dom, that you will then accept. Enjoy.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The Forgotten Tweet
 
   May 6th, 2016
 
    
 
   “Get up,” she said as she walked into the small lobby. I glanced up in surprise, just a little shocked at the abruptness of her greeting. Usually Kari is one for small talk. “Hello, how are you kitten? Are you nice and wet today?” I blinked at the imperious look on her face. It matched the ivory cream colored suit she wore, right down to the gold and silver thread in the blouse. I stopped typing immediately and stood up. Kari let the door close behind her though she left it unlocked. Then she came over and studied me. I felt like a bug under a microscope.
 
    
 
   “What made you select this outfit for the day?” She asked, reaching out to touch the smooth silk of the white shirt I was wearing. I felt her finger slide beneath the translucent material against my collarbone and the buttons, already strained to the breaking point across my bosom, seemed ready to let go. I gave her a slightly incredulous look.
 
    
 
   “Because you bought it for me?” I asked, unsure of the answer she was looking for.
 
    
 
   “And the skirt?” Her hand slid down to my ass and literally just grabbed me, squeezing my buttock.
 
    
 
   I wracked my brains. Why had I selected this skirt? Honestly it was because when I sat down it didn’t flare out leaving my panty-clad bottom sticking to the seat. But I didn’t think “coverage” was an appropriate answer for Kari. Besides, maybe she was starting to suspect that I actually selected each day’s outfit on a “least inappropriate scale.” Mondays are relatively benign, with me just looking like an over-sexed secretary. But as the week progresses I run out of the few “barely” acceptable shirts and skirts I own. By Wednesday I’m pretty much looking like a street hooker.
 
    
 
   You should see what I wear on Fridays.
 
    
 
   Her hand went up the back of my skirt, touching my bottom and she found the thong that was wedged up deep into the crack of my ass. Her probing fingers slid forward as she bent over slightly, finding the circle imprint of the vibrator that was currently filling my depths. She pushed on it slightly, eliciting a small gasp from me.
 
    
 
   “I was just checking,” Kari said primly, drawing her hand out from underneath my skirt.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Checking?” I asked in bewilderment.
 
    
 
   She smiled. “You forgot to post your toy of day.”
 
    
 
   My mouth fell open. She was right. I had forgotten. I glanced back at her. “Oh.”
 
    
 
   The smile that suddenly crossed Kari’s face was one part cruelty, one part wicked, and one part hunger. “You have something to ask me. Don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. I knew exactly what she was talking about. I’d practically doomed myself. I took a deep breath. My voice came out soft, high-pitched, and just a tad bit worried. “Kari? Would you please put me in the punishment frame?”
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes glimmered in delight. “What? So early?” She asked sarcastically.
 
    
 
   I looked away, my face flushing with heat. “Yes Mistress,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “You must like getting punished,” Kari said, evidently remembering her line perfectly. “Go on. And you better be naked before you get to the closet.”
 
    
 
   I immediately turned and headed down the hall. Before I even made the corner the buttons on the front of my shirt were undone, exposing the dark blue lace bra underneath. Kari liked me wearing dark lingerie with transparent, light colored blouses. But then I shrugged out of the shirt and it fell to the carpeted hall. My bra followed a half second later, my bare breasts, still sporting a few half-healed bruises and a number of dark marks that had been welts, jiggled in the florescent light. I pushed at my skirt even before my bra hit the floor and it slid down over my hips, sliding downward over my bare legs. I stepped out of it, my black strap heels kicking it away. Finally came the panties, which I pulled out of the crack of my ass with a little moan, only to be forced to reach between my legs and catch the vibrator as it slid out of my body. It was on, but only set to the lowest setting and the oscillations didn’t seem intense now that the thing was in my hand. I looked up, realizing I was at the supply closet door. Glancing back, I saw the trail of my clothing along the hall. It looked disturbingly erotic, a clue laden track to the sweet honeypot of my sex. Kari was walking behind me, ten feet back, admiring the view of my well-shaped bottom and the delicious curves my killer heels forced my butt and back to adhere too.
 
    
 
   “Well? Go in,” she demanded. With the vibrator in one hand I opened the supply closet door and stepped in.
 
    
 
   The room itself was small, only ten or so feet deep and a measly eight or so feet wide. A single can light illuminated the space, revealing a metal… thing... which sat at the back. The punishment frame was made of welded steel, most of it with hard lines and squarish forms, while two short pipes, circular and covered with padding, stuck out at a forty degree angle like some sort of queer, double barreled cock. I turned my back to the frame and took a step away from Kari. I felt the padded tubes against the back of my thighs and I spread my legs just enough to let them emerge from between my legs. It looked, sort of, like I’d sprouted my own granite pillar, aroused at what I knew was coming.
 
    
 
   “Lick it clean,” Kari said, nodding at the vibrator. I give her an exasperated look, but stuck the still gooey probe in my mouth. Kari watched me slurp on the thing for over a minute before nodding her approval. “Give it here.”
 
    
 
   I handed her the toy and she set it down on the tiny circle table wedged into the corner. Above it hung the leather bondage cuffs and she pulled them down. I didn’t even need her to order me to lift my hands and I held my arms out, letting her quickly and professionally wrap the padded leather around each wrist.
 
    
 
   “Arms up,” she said after cuffing me. I gave her a little smile and raised my hands above my head. It lifted my breasts high and Kari, who is much taller than me, had no problem latching the cuffs to the top of the punishment frame. It wasn’t uncomfortable despite the fact that I was relatively taut, with even my ribs well-defined. Then Kari pushed a foot between my heels, found the silver pedal on the right, and began pumping it.
 
    
 
   I went up. I felt my weight transfer from my feet to my arms and I groaned as I first stood on tiptoe then found myself dangling from the punishment frame. Kari stopped a moment later, evidently pleased with my altitude, which put both my nipples at almost chest height on her. She moved her foot to the left and began using the other pedal. The padded tubes between my thighs were still basically in the same place since they had risen with me, but as she pumped the second pedal they began to spread, opening up. I felt the pressure against my legs and as the tubes continued to distances themselves from each other I was forced to spread my limbs, exposing the soft pink petals of my sex. Six inches became twelve, which became two feet, then three. Finally the tubes were lodged against the back of my knees, holding my legs open and half my weight suspended from my wrists, the rest on those two little padded pipes. It wasn’t exactly comfortable.
 
    
 
   Kari cupped my sex.
 
    
 
   It felt amazing. I will be the first to admit that. The warmth of her hand covering my entire pussy, the skin to skin contact, and then when her middle finger bent and slid into me, thrusting deeply while her palm made little circular motions. I mewled in need as she teased me, her mouth coming down on my left nipple, ignoring the little gold hoop piercing it and taking the whole thing into her mouth. Her tongue tugged at the jewelry and I gasped, the twin sensation of being fingered combined with the warmth and pleasure of her mouth almost enough to drive me into paroxysms of orgasm. But just as I began to tremble she pulled her hand away and wiped it on my outstretched leg. Then she bend down, picked up the black bag, and began pulling things out.
 
    
 
   I knew what was in that bag and I resisted the urge to shout for help, or to squirm and squeal. She removed the black control box and set it down on the table next to the vibrator. A special rubber tipped clamp, sporting a copper metal bar and trailing insulated wires came into the light. She held it up and without a word attached it to my left nipple behind the piercing. I groaned as the clamp tightened, but it didn’t actually hurt. Kari did the same to my right nipple and then plugged both long sets of wires into the TENS Unit box on the table.
 
    
 
   Then she retrieved an item I did NOT like. The red rubber ball gag seemed to appear in her hand as if by magic and my eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “Kari. Please! No. You know I don’t like being gagged!” I protested as she brought the ball up to my mouth.”
 
    
 
   She sighed and pressed it against my closed lips. I shook my head. “Breanne,” she said with exasperation. “I’m not gagging you because I want to. I’m gagging you because it needs to be done. What I’m about to do to you is going to hurt and I don’t want your screams upsetting the building.”
 
    
 
   My heart thudded painfully in my chest at her words. I knew she was going to hurt me. At least, I knew that the sex was going to hurt. Slowly I opened my mouth, wishing there was another way. The ball gag went in, jammed deep and Kari buckled it around my head. Instantly I started salivating and trying to swallow it before it began leaking in a stream down my chin.
 
    
 
   Kari turned back to the TENS Unit on the table and turned just one side of it on. Immediately I felt a sensation at the tips of my breasts, the lightest taps of someone’s fingers against each nipple. As Kari turned up the juice that tap became a cruel flick, then a mean pinch. I gasped into the gag as it suddenly felt as if someone had grabbed hold of my tits and twisted the points ninety degrees, then a hundred and eighty. Electricity shot across both my nipples in sharp, sudden bursts, leaving me squealing into the gag.
 
    
 
   I was too focused on the pain to notice that Kari had picked up another one of the clamps, extracting it from the bag. She plugged the wires into the other side of the TENS Unit and set the clamp on my clit, squeezing the forceps closed to pinch me hard. I cried out, becoming immediately aware of this new sensation and I rolled my hips as Kari came up with a satisfied look on her face. She went over to the TENS Unit and then an entirely new pain exploded between my legs. Power surged through and over my clitoris and it felt like a needle made of dry ice had been superheated and then forced through the tiny nub of flesh. My entire body went rigid and my eyes widened as the pain made my toes curl, right inside the high heeled sandals still strapped to my feet. I kicked a moment later as a loud keening wail came out muted around the ball gag.
 
    
 
   “Hurts, doesn’t it?” Kari asked, leaning back and crossing her arms. I nodded frantically, my nipples burning as the electricity twisted them, flayed them, and pierced them. My clit throbbed, and not from my heartbeat, but with the beat of the electricity pinching my clit in steel fingers. Kari’s hips twitched and as I suffered I also watched as she suddenly pulled up her skirt and pushed her panties down. She was wet. I could tell. Her shaved pussy was glistening and she plucked my vibrator off the little table and turned it on, twisting the base and pressing it against her clit as I jerked and shuddered and hurt. Kari eyes bored into mine and a minute later her expression became one of intolerable pain and she gasped, pulling the vibrator away from her tender little nub. It was wet with her secretions and she shuddered as the remnants of her orgasm seemed to slip from her. It took another minute of me twitching, desperate whimpers emanating from around the gag, my feet kicking as the shocks continued before she set the vibrator back down. Her eyes came up to mine and she took a deep breath, hugging herself tightly.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes. It hurts,” she whispered, reaching out to run a hand down from my throat to my bare stomach. “And now you’re going to hurt.” She grabbed hold of a set of vibroballs hanging from a hook above the table and she began pushing them into my sex. I could barely feel it, at least until she turned them on.
 
    
 
   “Must have a toy of the day, right?” She said, patting my petals as she turned them up to maximum. My eyes widened even more and my protest was lost in the gag. She smiled wickedly. “Don’t cum,” she said, pinching my labia with her fingers, the wetness overflowing. She brought her hand up to her mouth and sucked my juices off her skin and then turned, leaving me alone in the supply closet.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   When Kari came back I was covered in a fine sheen of perspiration that had mixed with a river of drool that had seeped down my chin and onto my chest. My legs were practically vibrating from the continuous jolts that seared my clit and pierced each nipple. The vibroballs inside me buzzed and hummed, rattling through my insides and churning my pussy into a seething froth of need. I’d cum of course, not once or even twice, but three times in the hour she left me hanging there, shrieking into the ball gag, begging for release, begging for pleasure, begging for the pain. She turned off the electricity and then the balls, pulling the latter from my depths before carefully. She set them down without even wiping them off and then unbuckled the gag from around my head. I groaned and coughed as it came out.
 
    
 
   “K-K-Kari,” I spluttered. Kari stepped closer, putting both hands on my face.
 
    
 
   “Ssshhh. Yes kitten. I know.” She kissed me softly, then leaned back. “You came.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. It wasn’t what I was going to say…
 
    
 
   She freed my right nipple and then my left and I sagged with relief as the clamps were removed. The pain of that was nothing compared to what I’d endured and I merely felt a dozen tiny spasms rock through me. Then she let out the pressure out of the hydraulic press that held my legs open. The pipes closed together and for the first time in over an hour my legs came together. Then she lowered me to the floor. She freed my wrists from the top of the punishment frame and helped me as I sagged, keeping me from falling to the floor as my legs gave way.
 
    
 
   “There now,” she said softly. She reached along the wall and pulled one of the small towels there out and handed it to me. “Get cleaned up. We have a lunch appointment,”
 
    
 
   I looked up, feeling utterly exhausted. “A lunch appointment?” I asked stupidly. She nodded. “And don’t forget to put your vibrator back in,” she reminded me. She turned to go and I reached out and touched her leg. She paused and looked back at me, sitting naked on the carpeted floor of the supply closet.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to punish me for cumming?” I asked plaintively, sounding like a girl who was frightened of the answer.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled and knelt down, pushing a bit of my red hair out of my face. “Oh darling, of course I’m going to punish you,” she said softly, her fingers caressing me as I started to cry. “The moment we are done with lunch and back here, I’m going to hang you back on the punishment frame and we’re going to have another session of ‘Remind Breanne Why She Needs To Remember to Post Her Toy of the Day’.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “And after you’re strung up I’ll turn on the TENS Unit, plug your cute little pussy with something uncomfortably large and see if you’re still inclined to cum when I set the TENS Unit one level higher.” She slowly stood up. “Now get dressed, slut.” She gave me an imperious look. “And don’t forget to put in your vibrator. And then let everyone know how bad you’ve been.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Forgotten Punishments
 
   May 6th, 2016 Friday Afternoon
 
    
 
   The moment we stepped through the lobby door and I put my purse down on my desk, Kari looked at me, smiled wickedly, and spoke.
 
    
 
   “Punishment frame. Now.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. I’d spent the morning strapped to the metal restraint for almost two hours that morning, the TENS Unit attached to my nipples and clit, a set of vibroballs buzzing away inside me, trying desperately not to cum while rapid, excruciating shocks had continually fried my delicate parts. I’d ended up reeking of sex and sweat, my arms and legs trembling from exhaustion, only to have the vibroballs replaced with a six inch long vibrator, told to dress, and then paraded out to lunch where Kari had continued to humiliate me. Do you have any idea what it’s like trying to keep an orgasm quiet when you’re sitting at a table surrounded by two hundred people? Especially ones who are already staring at you because the buttons of your shirt aren’t exactly fastened?
 
    
 
   It’s not easy.
 
    
 
   I felt a sudden thrill go through me at the very thought of being on the punishment frame again, a thrill of both fear and longing. I can’t help feeling sickened that some part of me wanted to be stripped and tormented, my pussy and breasts targeted for Kari’s sweet sadism, but the other half of me, the part that loves it, that wants it, that needs it - well… it’s part of me too. Isn’t it? I took a deep, shuddering breath and turned to head down the hall when her voice stopped me cold.
 
    
 
   “No. Disrobe here. Totally. Perhaps someone will walk by and appreciate the view.”
 
    
 
   I glanced up in shock. She’d never had me strip in the little lobby of her office before. The entire front wall was made of glass, as was the door. It looked out into the building atrium, a dark but elegantly portioned room with an actual indoor stream running through it. Granted, the likelihood that someone would walk by and look in was almost none. Our building is not a high traffic one and visitors are rare. Still, there was some risk. Julio, our day porter was constantly hanging around now that I’d spent a few mornings sucking his cock and Rick, the building manager certainly eyefucked me each time he dropped by to talk to Kari. Actually, I’m going to have to do something about him soon, now that I think about it. He wants me. I can tell. Maybe he’ll enjoy it.
 
    
 
   I faced the glass and began unbuttoning my shirt. The little white fasteners popped open, or at least the ones that were already closed. Most were open, leaving my impressive cleavage on display. The shirt didn’t quite go down low enough to meet the skirt, so quite a bit of midriff was showing above the tight, black mini-skirt I had wrapped around my ass. Kari hadn’t let me button the bottom together either. I peeled it off and dropped it on my desk. My bra, a dark blue lacy thing came next and when it fell both of my breasts hung free, the tips glinting with gold from the dual piercings and the small, charm-sized padlock that hung from my right nipple.
 
   I pushed the skirt off and stepped out of it. I was wearing black strap open toed sandals and I stepped out of the fallen sheath of material carefully, since the five inch heels made dangerous scaffolding. This left me in nothing but the shoes and my blue panties. I looked up at Kari and she nodded.
 
    
 
   “Panties too. You won’t have the vibrator in much longer.”
 
    
 
   I hooked my thumbs into the elastic of the bikini cut bottoms and pushed. As I did, the six inch long vibrator, which was still rumbling along at low speed, slipped from my well-sauced depths. I caught it with one hand while I worked the lace down my legs, the entire crotch wet, sticky, and smelling like I’d just had sex and then stuffed my panties into my pussy.
 
    
 
   I know. Ewwww… right?
 
    
 
   I stepped out of the panties and looked up. I was naked. Totally and completely naked. Wearing nothing but high heels, holding a fucking vibrator, in front of a glass wall. 
 
    
 
   “Turn off the vibrator and lick it clean,” Kari said, prolonging my fear of exposure by keeping me there, standing in plain view. She was closer to the glass than I was so I hoped, prayed even, that she was keeping an eye out for someone, in order to warn me to crouch down behind my desk.
 
    
 
   I turned off the vibrator and stuck it in my mouth, trying to ignore the glass and instead focus on giving the synthetic phallus a blowjob that any man would have been jealous of. This went on for over a minute before Kari finally nodded.
 
    
 
   “Guess you managed to escape notice today. Perhaps we’ll try again on Monday. But now, you will be mounted on the punishment frame. Go.”
 
    
 
   I turned tail and practically fled down the hall, leaving my clothes scattered around the lobby. Kari didn’t follow immediately so I presumed she picked up after me. The second I turned the corner and started heading toward the small supply closet at the end of the hall I felt better. Away from the threat of being seen, I felt some relief. Even knowing I was about to be punished, again, wasn’t as bad as the humiliation of being observed, sucking a vibrator, naked, in the office.
 
    
 
   I opened the door and began putting on the bondage cuffs. I’d worn them that morning and had them completely buckled before Kari joined me. She checked to make sure they were tight enough and then smiled. 
 
    
 
   “Good. Now step up and raise your hands.”
 
    
 
   It was a repeat of that morning. She attached the bondage cuffs to the top of the frame, then used the lift pedal to operate the hydraulic press that literally lifted me up into the air. Then the two separator pipes spread, forcing my legs open. My weight was evenly distributed between my arms and my legs as I dangled there. I could feel the bite of the padded posts digging into my legs, right behind each knee and my feet kicked near the opposite walls of the eight foot wide room.
 
    
 
   “Be right back. Don’t go anywhere,” Kari said, reaching out and patting my soaked sex. I groaned and she wiped her hand on my thigh, then stepped out of the room. Go anywhere? Where the hell was I going to go? And how? There was no way for me to let myself down. I was at her fucking mercy!
 
    
 
   She came back holding a metal stand in one hand, and in the other, something that made my blood run cold. 
 
    
 
   “Wait. No. Kari,” I began, involuntarily flinching just from sight alone. In her left hand she held a massive conical dildo. I’d been forced to endure it before and remembered acutely the discomfort it had left me in. Kari grinned.
 
    
 
   “I had Mike bring this over a few weeks ago, especially since Julie told me that your friend H had been pushing to have it jammed up your ass again. I thought I’d oblige him.” She set the adjustable stand down. It was equipped with a sort of cup like clamp at the top and she fit the conical plug into the top, screwing it down. I just stared, slack-jawed at the pointed end. Kari picked up the stand again and set it down so that the tip of the cone touched my pussy. As my wetness began to seep onto the rubber, she adjusted the height so that the tip was well past my clit, almost up to my belly button. She reached around to the small table in the corner and pulled out a small bottle of grapeseed oil. She poured some on the plug and I watched it seep down.
 
    
 
   “Kari, please. What are you doing? I don’t want to!” I blubbered. 
 
    
 
   She snorted. “What you want is immaterial. You are to be punished and I get to decide how and where and when that happens.” She put the bottle of lube back on the table and then pushed her foot against the pedal at the base of the punishment frame. I didn’t know the punishment frame could go that high and I felt myself pulled higher and higher, a full eight or nine more inches. The pipes holding my legs open slid down to my calves and Kari pushed the stand beneath me, though she had to lower it again, just to get the tip of the nine inch long conical probe positioned properly.
 
    
 
   Part of my objection was the plug itself. Nine inches is too long for anal play in my opinion, though admittedly I think one inch is too much as well. There was also the problem of girth. The tip might have been narrow, but it widened proportionally as it reached the bottom. Five inches is more than I want my ass spread. I grabbed hold of the steel clips holding my hands to the top of the frame, bracing myself for what was coming. I was going to fight it. I did not want that thing up my ass.
 
    
 
   I felt the tip press against my anus and pulled myself upward. It worked, except Kari put her foot down at the base of the frame again and hit the hydraulic release. There was a hiss and the frame began sinking. Despite my lift the tip of the conical plug once more found my bottom and I had no time to pull myself higher. The first inch went in easily, the second not as much and by the time I’d gasped and let out a frantic wail, a good three or four inches had been pushed up my rump.
 
    
 
   I’m a girl who is routinely impaled on a variety of posts, probes, sexual organs, and other objects, but nothing is as uncomfortable or unwelcome as a conical butt plug jammed up my ass. I held myself up for a moment, preventing my body from sinking any further down, only to realize that my arms were going to tire in about twenty more seconds and that another three or four inches were about to be quickly and painfully rammed up my rear. I looked up, frantic, at Kari who was already pulling a set of duck bill clamps, each equipped with bells, off one of the wall shelves. 
 
    
 
   “Kari! Please! Don’t do this to me!” I begged her softly, my arms beginning to tremble. I pushed down on my legs. It helped, but only marginally. 
 
    
 
   Kari smiled as she put the clamps on my nipples, the bite cruel but not too terrible to endure. I didn’t realize that my breathing had become sporadic and intense until the bells began ringing as I struggled to keep myself from sinking down any further. Then, without replying to me, Kari went back to the TENS Unit. 
 
    
 
   I half expected the clamp on my clit, so that wasn’t much of a surprise. But she replaced the two nipple clamps with a double set of electro-stim tabs. Then she unbuckled my shoes, pulled them off my feet, and to my horror, put the opposing tabs on the heel and ball of each foot. My mind whirled at the implications, but it wasn’t until she turned the TENS Unit on, high enough to force my feet to involuntarily bend at the arch and my toes to curl, that I understood. What little of my weight I’d able to put on my legs disappeared as I suffered through the pain that flashed across the sole of each foot. She set the TENS Unit to knead and the electricity arcing across my instep changed in pulse and intensity, as if someone were cutting into my sole with a hot soldering iron, digging it in sharply. It was excruciating.
 
    
 
   I sank down another two inches, the bells ringing. My ass felt as if someone had split me open and I yanked hard on my wrist bindings, pulling myself back up until only four inches of anal plug was still in there. 
 
    
 
   “And just so you don’t get any ideas,” Kari said, holding up the vibroballs I’d been stuffed with that morning. “I don’t want you trying to get the plug in the wrong hole.” She pushed the two spheres into my pussy and then held up the controller. She turned the little control wheel a full one hundred and eighty degrees and I gasped as the two spherical, plastic encased motors went full throttle inside me. She dropped the controller on the floor, then went back to the TENS unit. 
 
    
 
   “Clit fry time,” she said, turning the level up to six.
 
    
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God.
 
    
 
   The squeal, and then wail, was enough for Kari to scramble for the red ball gag and she had it jammed in my mouth just a few seconds after I’d done my best to summon the fire department. My feet burned, my ass was being torn open, my pussy was being vibrated and my nipples were throbbing from the clamps. But it was my clit that bore the brunt. The shocks came every second. Violent, sharp, excruciating pulses of electricity that seared the tiny nub at the top of my slit, cooking it painfully. I screamed into the gag, my body shaking hard, my hips jerking as I fucked my ass on the conical plug and tried to dislodge the clamp clinging to my clitoral hood. The bells rang non-stop as I trembled and my poor brain couldn’t figure out what I needed to do to make it all stop. Cum or protest? I tried lifting myself up with my legs, but then the shocks going to my feet took the wind out of my sail. My arms gave out a moment later and I sank back down a full four inches and I felt the tip of the plug dig in so deep that I’m absolutely sure it touched my colon. I lifted myself back up a moment later, wailing as I did, the sound muted by the gag. My arms and legs trembled.
 
    
 
   Kari stepped back to admire her handiwork. “Yes. This will do nicely.” She reached out and ran her hand down my leg, staying away from where the electricity was sparking across my arches. I kicked, squealing as my arms gave out again. Down I went, groaning.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” she said with a winsome smile. “You can cum now. As much as you want.” She slipped a finger into my open slit, pushing on the vibroballs. I groaned, feet kicking as my body went up and down on the conical plug. “Just one more thing. Keep the bells ringing,” she whispered. Then she walked away, leaving the supply closet door open to hear the muted wails, moans, and then, just a moment later, that panting, wild cry of a girl cumming, lost in forgotten punishment.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Electrons
 
   May 27th, 2016
 
    
 
   I stood in the doorway, the hem of my soft robe fluttering around my calves as my daughter danced her way through the falling rain. She had an umbrella of course, and a rain slicker; pink with little white hearts on it. Not to mention a pair of matching boots that went up almost to her knees. My dad would have called them galoshes while my mother would have said “overshoes”, regardless of what they were called they did a good job of keep the water off my daughter’s toes. Except she was stomping in every puddle she could find. How does a parent keep their kid dry when they insisted on splashing in every fucking pond they see? Sigh…
 
    
 
   The moment she was out of earshot I opened the front of my robe. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath, but even standing on the stoop of my apartment, looking out across the parking lot, I knew that the brief exposure of my body wasn’t going to create a stir. The rain was steady, if not torrential and no one in their right mind was loitering around to see if the resident nympho humiliation pain slut was doing one of her routine flashes.
 
    
 
   Except that wasn’t what I was doing. Okay, sure… it might have been a by-product. But as I slipped my right hand down the inside of the robe I found the small pocket and pushed my fingers past the wires and down toward the rectangular, battery filled box that waited. On the side of that box was a knob and my thumb found it with ease, pushing it in a clockwise direction until it clicked once. Deep inside, a switch moved a fraction of an inch, connecting one little piece of metal to another. Electrons began to flow out of a pair of AA batteries, through a wire, past the switch and into a small little device called a potentiometer. The “pot” (as electrical people like to call it,) was set to low and so a small trickle of electrons continued down through the circuit, to a splitter at the top of the small battery pack. The electrons then randomly shot down one of three copper lines. For a while all three of those lines went along the same path; across my hip, over my mons, down against my leg, and eventually up toward a warm, wet, pink crevasse found between my soft inner thighs. Here one of the wires became divergent, heading not upward, but back, over my perineum, only to dive into a darker, more deviant cavern located to the rear of that particular landscape.
 
    
 
   Inside, the electrons each found their targets; three independent and separate coils of copper. As the electricity spun around each coil, the electrons created a rotating magnetic field which spun up a metal core suspended in the middle of the coil. Faster and faster this core turned, even as the electrons rushed back up the wires toward the battery back, completing the circuit and disappearing into the positive ends of the AA batteries.
 
    
 
   The core however was where all the action was. Had you been able to see it, you would have noticed it was held in position with a number of lubricated ball bearings, allowing the far end of this spinning post to emerge outside of the coil. Connected to the top was a weight, and it wasn’t centered, preventing the metal core from spinning evenly. No, it was lopsided, making the entire apparatus shake and tremble as the weight constantly tried to pull the tiny electric motor to the side. I can’t even imagine what this would have felt like had the whole thing not been encapsulated inside a plastic shell, about the size of my thumb.
 
    
 
   But I sure could feel it. Slowly I closed the door, my hips already swinging with strain. I was coming down off a long, dry spell, forced upon me by the treacherous disobedience of a girl named Eve, and/or Mother Nature herself, depending on how religious you might be. Thank God man’s ingenuity created medicines to deal with menstrual symptoms and frankly, as I get older, I’m beginning to think that menopausal hot and cold flashes aren’t really so bad after all. I just have to wait another fifteen or twenty years. Sheesh.
 
    
 
   But that Monday morning? I stood in the hall reveling in the sensation, the perfect purr buzzing between my legs. Two vibroballs in my pussy meant an exquisite tightening, not to mention a sort of vaginal massage that came from the two spheres constantly clattering against each other, moving inside me. Talk about arousing! It didn’t help that I pushed that little dial higher, the potentiometer at the back end of the knob allowing more voltage to shoot up into my body, making the motors spin even faster.
 
    
 
   Of course I suppose I should mention the last vibroball, the poor “third” wheel. When Julie had emailed me that morning she’d been rather specific. “Triple” vibroballs, not the usual “double” ones. And where was the last of the trio to go? In my ass. And that’s where it was; buried a few inches up my rear end, coated with grapeseed oil and shaking violently in tandem with its lost cousins just a few inches forward, separated by only the interior wall of my colon and sex. To my astonishment, it was the vibroball buzzing in my ass that was driving me toward the edge.
 
    
 
   I closed the door, leaving my robe open as I padded back to my bedroom. I had to get dressed for work and had about twenty minutes to do it. My hair and makeup was mostly done already, so all I needed to do was pick out an outfit. This was the least pleasant part of my day, unless Kari had it in her head to take me out and humiliate the living crap out of me by parading me half-naked (or completely naked) in front of some client or supplier. I hated getting dressed. Not because I preferred to be naked, but because my options were less than appealing to a girl who is generally a prude and thinks that a tee shirt and blue jeans is revealing too much.
 
    
 
   Add in the buzzing vibroballs and cycling through the mental process of deciding which humiliating, overly revealing, eye-catching, fuckslut apparel I should wear, well… you can just imagine how I stood there, robe open, one bare, pierced and padlocked tit hanging out, with a bunch of wires running up to my exposed slit and tight ass. Honestly, I wasn’t thinking so much about what to wear, as how to complete the requirement Julie had tasked me with. See, the vibroballs were there to do one thing: drive me into orgasm.
 
    
 
   Worse, orgasm came at a cost.
 
    
 
   I was about five minutes away from finally making a choice about my clothing and two minutes away from falling backward on my bed in the throes of orgasmic bliss when my phone rang. I took a few steps to the bureau and picked it up. Julie. Right. Wonderful. With a sense of foreboding and some serious but involuntary thrusts of my hips, I hit the answer button and held the phone up to my ear.
 
    
 
   “Hey, princess. Cum yet?” Julie asked. From the sound of the rain in the background I figured she was in her car. I sighed in frustration.
 
    
 
   “No,” I managed to mutter between clenched teeth. “But it won’t be long. I’m going nuts,” I told her.
 
    
 
   She laughed. “Thought you went out last night looking to be some cowboy’s filly?” She asked in a naughty tone. I sighed.
 
    
 
   “Well, that was the plan, but the problem with being spontaneously sexual is finding a babysitter.”
 
    
 
   That just got me another squeal of laughter. “Oh, poor Bre. Wanting a fuck and stuck at home. Did you dildo?”
 
    
 
   My eyebrow went up. “Did I what?” I asked. “You do realize that ‘dildo’ is a noun, not a verb, right?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, wordsmith,” Julie retorted. “But I ask again. ‘Did you dildo?”
 
    
 
   I thought back to the previous evening, stuck at home. Rachel had been in a good mood and so we’d played Nertz together for an hour or so. Then after she’d gone to bed I’d retired to my bedroom, grabbed my Core Driller dildo and decided I really didn’t need any lubrication I couldn’t provide for myself. That particular synthetic cock was my largest and thickest and I’d enjoyed the very slow and methodical masturbation over a twenty minute period as I worked my naked self into a froth, splayed open on the bed.
 
    
 
   “Did I diddle aye?” I asked, being a smartass. “I did dildo and was diddled dildoed filled and doed.”  I paused, then said “do-ed”.  Which came out sounding like “dude.”  But hey, I’m not a poet. I’m an erotica writer.
 
    
 
   Want a challenge? Say the first two sentences of the last paragraph ten times fast.
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “So since you relieved yourself last night, how close are you right now?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. Did I really want to admit to her that I woke up so horny that I’d grabbed the Core Driller and completely repeated the previous evening’s process once while lying in my bed that morning? And did I want to admit that while I’d not been even remotely aroused when I’d read her email and stuffed myself with the vibroballs, that I was now totally and completely horny again? What did that say about me? Why is it I can’t go longer than an hour or two without wanting to jam something into my pussy and push myself over the edge, or better yet - let someone else do it?
 
    
 
   I decided to leave the gooey details out. “I’m about a minute or two from coming,” I admitted, shrugging out of my robe and letting it fall to the floor. I pulled the battery pack from the inside pocket and drew it up to my hand. The vibroballs kept buzzing, sending waves and waves of sweet bliss through my pussy and bottom.
 
    
 
   “Ooohh… phone sex!” Julie cooed. “Wonderful. So, how are you going to make it hurt?” She asked. “Clamps on your clit and nipples? Flicking them? Rubber band shots across your feet as you cum?
 
    
 
   That was the crux of my situation. Unlimited, wonderful orgasms. But according to Julie, and undoubtedly my boss Kari as well, each one had to be laced with the excruciating additive of agony.
 
    
 
   I uttered something completely idiotic like “...uh...um…” and then when with Julie first suggestion out of a complete lack of anything better to suggest.
 
    
 
   “I...uh… have some clothespins?” I said, glancing toward the top drawer of my desk. There were a number of things in that drawer that were perhaps suspicious in their placement, but had common, everyday uses so that prying eyes and fingers wouldn’t wonder.
 
    
 
   “Clothespins,” Julie said in disappointment. “I hope the rest of the orgasms you have today will show some more inventiveness or I’ll call Kari and ask her to help you.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard, gulping. Asking Kari to “help” with hurting me during each and every orgasm was sort of like asking Paula Dean to help make butter cookies. “Here, sweetie. Have some MORE BUTTER.”  Kari would turn up the heat to levels I could barely handle. Which… actually sounded really good right at that moment. Still, my hand was on the move toward the drawer and I fished out three clothespins with nary a sound.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got them,” I said into the phone.
 
    
 
   “Good. Now put them on your tits and clit,” Julie said sternly. “And then you can lay down and flick them until you cum.” There was a meaningful pause. “And Bre - I better hear the pain in your voice or your day is going to be a hell of a lot harder to handle.”
 
    
 
   I whimpered as I laid down, my left hand already coming up to my breasts. It didn’t take me longer than a few seconds to attach the clothespins to my nipples, both from the bottom, behind the piercing and in the case of my right breast, behind the padlock as well. My clitoris was a bit harder because there was a wire in the way and I was slippery, but with a groan I managed to get that part of my body tightly nipped between the two wooden jaws of the peg.
 
    
 
   “I’m clamped,” I whispered into the phone, my hips thrusting and wiggling as the three vibroballs, two up front and one up my ass, danced inside me.
 
    
 
   “Good. Feel it,” Julie urged me. “Want it. Imagine me standing over you, getting ready to whip those gorgeous tits of yours.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t need to picture her doing it and I wasn’t surprised that I sort of wished she were there, ready to flog me. I put the phone on “speaker” and dropped it, letting my hands run up the sides of my body, over my ribs and right up to my breasts. I moaned, squeezing my bosom even as the clothespin on my clit wiggled and dipped. Then I let my fingers find the pegs sticking out from my nipples and I began fiddling with them. Pulling and squeezing, twisting and bending, sending all sorts of sharp little pains through both tight nubs. If I’d been trying to hold off this would have been the absolute worst way to do it.
 
    
 
   Of course one problem with being required to “hurt yourself” is that most people are chicken, me included, to do the really hardcore stuff. It takes a committed masochist to move beyond twisting a pair of clothespins on your tits to say… jamming needles into them. Me personally? If I’m going to endure pain, I really would rather have some do it to me, rather than be forced to do it myself. Still, as the shards of icy glass shot through my jugs I pushed my right hand down between my legs, found the clip hanging onto my clit, and twisted. There. Pain requirement met.
 
    
 
   I gasped and groaned and wheezed as the orgasm blew through me like a refreshing breeze and when I let go I started to calm down. The vibroballs were still buzzing inside me though and I reached for the remote lying beside me on the bed.
 
    
 
   “Bre?” Julie asked. “You better not be trying to turn down those vibroballs.”
 
    
 
   My eyes snapped open as the first rays of post-orgasmic reality punched through the sweet bliss of completion. I groaned and rolled over, which was a mistake because that just made the clothespins on me bend to the side and I let out a little guttural yelp
 
    
 
   “Oh? Going for round two already? Very well then,” Julie said primly.
 
    
 
   I pushed myself up from the bed, trying to ignore both the receding pain and the still oscillating vibroballs. “Ugh… no. I mean. Eventually. I’m not ready for round two,” I protested.
 
    
 
   “You still better have the vibroballs on medium,” she stated again. “That’s today’s requirement. On medium. The entire day.”
 
    
 
   I climbed to my feet. “I know! I know!” I said down at the phone. My pussy and bottom tightened up around the buzzing toys. I looked down at myself. My thighs were sticky with cum, there was a wet spot on the bed, and I reeked of sexual satisfaction. 
 
    
 
   “Sheesh,” I muttered. “I need another shower.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “No. I want you smelling like sex. The riper the better. It turns me on,” she said.
 
    
 
   I glared down at the phone. “Aren’t you at work yet?”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed again. “Trying to get rid of me?” She asked, her voice sounding a bit more electronic thanks to the phone and the weather.
 
    
 
   “No. I’m just…” I sighed. “I don’t know.”
 
    
 
   “Good. Now have you picked out an outfit?” She asked.
 
    
 
   Oh. Shit. “Yes,” I lied quickly. I took two steps to my closet and threw the door open. There wasn’t much to choose from, but at least all my laundry was clean. So I picked the most respectable flared skirt and a white button up blouse that was only a little too tight across my bosom.
 
    
 
   “Yep, got it right here!” I said urgently, waving the clothing around.
 
    
 
   “I don’t like it,” Julie said.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “You can’t even see it. We’re on the phone!” I declared.
 
    
 
   “You picked the black flared skirt and one of the white button-up blouses,” the wicked witch of the east said.
 
    
 
   I glanced down at my clothing. “Well, fuck.”
 
    
 
   “Put those back. I’d rather have you wear the lace crop top and that new lace up the side mini,” Julie told me.
 
    
 
   I blanched. The lace crop top was basically a fancy bra and would leave me bare shouldered except for some thin spaghetti straps, sleeveless, and most importantly exposed across the midriff. The black leather mini-skirt Julie was talking was this new number she’d given me. It only came in once size; super small, and the designers had dealt with hips on a girl like me by making sure that one entire seam was actually nothing more than a series of shoelace holes and a leather thong. I’d worn it once before and you could forget panties. They’d be seen right through. And on me, that hole in the side? Think four inches. That’s more than enough for an awkward step to push the entire front flap far enough forward to show off everything underneath.
 
    
 
   But there wasn’t anything to say. If I’d ignored Julie she’d find out through Kari. I’m a masochist, and the thought of being “punished” never really phases me. But there is punishment and then there is PUNISHMENT. Julie was the sort of person to lock me in a chastity belt for a week with no orgasms and just constant nipple abuse.
 
    
 
   Wait. Shut up, Bre. Don’t give the woman ideas.
 
    
 
   So I put the flared skirt and the white blouse back. The crop top was in the bureau drawer as was the leather skirt. I fished both out and wrapped the leather bottom across my lower half. Julie demanded a narrative while I did it so she knew what was going on even as I began pulling the cordage tight across my right hip.
 
    
 
   “Wait. Move it.”
 
    
 
   I looked up to where the phone was lying on the bed. The vibroballs were still driving me crazy and I could feel the fluids dripping down my leg. I glanced at the clock. If I didn’t get a hurry on I was going to be late!
 
    
 
   “Move it?” I demanded of the crazy woman on the phone line. “What the hell? Move it where?”
 
    
 
   Julie chuckled. “Move the open part. Twist the skirt so that the opening is at the two o’clock position.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. “No, Julie. That will expose me.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I know!” She hummed.
 
    
 
   Just to double check, I tugged on the skirt until the opening was no longer down my right hip but at the front of my leg. What before was the risk of flashing became almost a certainty.
 
    
 
   “No. I can NOT wear this skirt like this!” I declared.
 
    
 
   There was a brief pause. “Breanne, do I have to punish you?”
 
    
 
   I froze. I’d heard that tone of voice before. “No mistress,” I said softly, pulling the laces tight on my skirt.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure?” Julie asked again. “Because it sure sounds to me like you need me to punish you.”
 
    
 
   I finished tying the knot, inwardly cringing at how the skirt now had a four inch wide strip of skin going from my exposed belly all the way down to my bare feet. I picked up the vibroballs remote, the potentiometer still sending electrons down to the motors in my bottom and pussy, and stuffed the battery pack into the waistband of the skirt. The purple wires were bright against the black background of the skirt and the white color of my skin. I gave my hips a little wiggle, just to make sure I wasn’t granted a surprise wardrobe malfunction along with a very bare bottom. Of course that made the vibroballs inside me roll, at least the ones up front. The shaking ball in my butt just seemed to do its own thing, purring like a kitten. Despite the two morning orgasms, can you believe I was already feeling enough longing to think that a third explosion wasn’t such a bad idea?
 
    
 
   With my loins girded, at least partially, I opened another drawer of my dresser and grabbed the lace crop top. Originally it had come with a pair of flesh toned pads but those had been cut out by my Mistress Seamstress, who thought that my bare nipples would fare better when pressed directly against the semi-see-thru lace. Admittedly the crop top cupped my curves adequately, lifting up my bosom and making me look like I was sixteen again. But I longed to put on a shirt over it. Finally I finished securing it behind my back and I picked up the phone.
 
    
 
   “There. I’m dressed,” I said scorchingly. “I hope you’re satisfied.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed and then the tone of her voice darkened. “Remember Breanne. Every orgasm you have for the rest of the day needs to be accompanied by something excruciating. Okay?”
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Yeah, yeah. I’ll remember,” I said, but Julie had already hung up on me. I tossed the phone back down and went into the bathroom, studying the girl in the mirror. Fire-engine red hair, a black see-thru top exposing my nipples, the bare waist, the stupid skirt with the front of my right leg, from bikini line to thigh open and visible. You could see the gold glinting at the tip of my breasts, right through the lace and the padlock… the damn padlock hanging from my right tit… well, that was very visible. I gripped the edge of the vanity, my hips swinging back and forth, grinding through the palpitations of the three motors. I was ready, except for the black strap heels I had to put on, the ones that practically left my feet cold and bare except for the thick leather band around my ankle. It looked disturbingly like a bondage cuff…
 
    
 
   Electrons. Focus Bre. Electrons. They flow out of the battery and past the switch, regulated by the potentiometer before shooting up the wire between my legs. They spin and swirl, a magnetic field responding, turning and churning the steel pin. Bearings roll and the lubricant gushes and the offset weight creates the tremors. Deep inside me the electrons curl and flow, back down the wires, heading toward their final resting place - the depleted pool of positive energy, leaving me breathless, wanting, and wet.
 
    
 
   Now, who wants to learn electronics from little ole me?
 
    
 
   Tested to Destruction
 
   June 11th, 2016
 
    
 
   Birds chirped loudly as I climbed the concrete and iron stairs and the heat of that warm spring day enfolded me warmly after the cool breeze of my car’s air conditioning. Most people normally look at the weather report, gauging temperatures in order to decide what to wear when out and about on the streets of Houston. I’d dressed for something entirely different than weather conditions. Tight, denim shorts that barely covered my ass and a simple, stretchy tee shirt that clung to my skin like paint had seemed appropriate as I slipped my feet into a pair of spare flip flops. I liked the fact that my toenails, a dark shade of pink that resembled certain portions of my more prurient anatomy, matched the shirt perfectly.
 
    
 
   I quickened my pace as the sound of a lawn mower roared in the distance and I made it to the third story of the apartment complex. I could already feel beads of perspiration forming on my brow and the humidity was so thick that I was practically swimming as I climbed the stairs. I would have claimed that the exertion left me sticky, but frankly I was already in that state before I got out of the car, thanks to the ben wa balls I had stuffed up inside me. A single balcony ran along the edge of the building and I moved down it until I stood in front of a freshly painted door. Knocking, I glanced left and right, and seeing that no one was around, peeled the front of my shirt upward to my chin, exposing both breasts.
 
    
 
   Time seemed to crawl and the puckering of my nipples was more a function of my nudity in a public venue than anything related to temperature. I bit my lip and started counting. I felt my stomach start to tighten up in knots and there seemed to be a tingling right at the tips of both breasts, where the pair of small gold hoops that pierced each nipple let metal touch bare skin. I hit forty-two and was just about to give up and head back down to the car when the door opened.
 
    
 
   The girl that opened it had wide brown eyes and a pixie cut that turned her luscious chocolate colored hair into the most adorable frame for her heart shaped face. She was narrow and thin, but the thick, blue terry cloth bathrobe that she had wrapped around herself hid the fact well. She was barefoot but there were red marks around her ankles. Not only that, Julie was out of breath. Her face was flushed and she blinked up at me.
 
    
 
   “Bre! You’re early,” she said in surprise, clutching the robe around herself. She backed up and let me come into the apartment. Warmth surrounded me as I gave her a curious look.
 
    
 
   “You said, ‘no later than seven’ so as soon as my mom picked up Rachel I headed over,” I replied.
 
    
 
   Julie let out a little laugh. “I just wasn’t expecting you this early. It’s not even five yet.”
 
    
 
   I have her an apologetic smile. “Want me to leave? I can come back.” It was an honest offer.
 
    
 
   Julie shook her head. “Not in the least,” she said. Her hand came up and she put it on my left breast, caressing me gently before using her nails to give my nipple a delicious little pinch. “Take off your clothes and come with me,” she said.
 
    
 
   I grinned and peeled my shirt off. Then I pushed down my shorts. I wasn’t wearing panties and Julie put her hand between my legs as I kicked off my flip flops. I let out a soft groan as her fingers slipped between the wet folds of my flower, giving my clit a little tap before snagging the ben wa balls which I’d been wearing all day.
 
    
 
   “You’ve been good?” She asked with a wicked smile. I nodded.
 
    
 
   “You said no orgasms. So I’ve been good,” I assured her. Her finger slid across my clit. “But if you keep doing that I’m going to be cumming.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “Well, now that you’re here, we’ll see if we can’t take care of that itch for you!” She grabbed my hand and began pulling me through the apartment, but not to her dungeon, but to the master bedroom. I blinked, realizing she was speaking in the plural.
 
    
 
   “Was that Bre I heard?” A voice said from the covers.
 
    
 
   Mike the Hardware Guy was lying on one side of Julie’s king sized bed and he was gloriously naked, his cock semi-hard and glistening, as if he’d been in the middle of having sex and been grievously interrupted. The sheets were rumpled and silk ropes had been tied to the corners of the bed frame
 
    
 
   “Hello Mike,” I said as Julie pushed through the door behind me. She took off the bathrobe and I realized that she was wearing the exact same outfit I was. Her bone thin body however was flushed all the way down and her breasts looked decidedly pink. She grinned at me and pointed at the mattress.
 
    
 
   “Lay down, Bre. Time to join in the fun!”
 
    
 
   Mike patted the bed and I crawled up, my mind still processing all the clues as Mike grabbed me around the waist, flipped me onto my back, and then assisted Julie to tie me spread-eagled down. The ropes had to be adjusted since they were too long for someone of my height.
 
    
 
   “Two against one doesn’t exactly seem fair,” I commented wryly even as Mike’s mouth came down on my nipple. Julie ran a finger along the edge of my foot and I let out a little gasp as a sensation that wasn’t quite being tickled, but was far more sensitizing than a massage or rub, left me breathless and tingling.
 
    
 
   “You’ve always liked these kinds of odds,” she said, her hand coming up my leg and making the tingling sensation move up my body. She leaned over and planted a few hot kisses on my inner thigh, but stayed there only a moment before her lips hovered over my clit. Her tongue darted out, licking me so gently that all I could do was moan and close my eyes. Mike’s hands began roaming over my breasts, squeezing and kneading until my back began to arch and I moaned in pleasure.
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure I can wait much longer,” Mike said, though I’m pretty sure he wasn’t talking to me. Julie came up from between my legs, her face wet and eyes sparkling. Mike had been lying beside me and I hadn’t realized that she’d had her hand on him, rubbing even while digging her tongue through me. He was rock hard.
 
    
 
   “Come get me big boy,” Julie said wickedly, crawling up me until her face was just over my breasts.
 
    
 
   Mike came up behind Julie and I felt the weight of him as he drove his shaft into her sex. It didn’t help that her clit was pressed against mine, grinding. Each thrust rubbed the two of us together and I could see that it was having a hell of a lot more effect on Julie than on me. Mike groaned and his pounding got more intense, but then I felt something strike me, glancing off my sex for just a moment. A look of desperation crossed Julie’s face and then I felt Mike’s cock slip into me, pumping for just a moment. I gasped, a flood of sweet bliss blasting up through my pussy.
 
    
 
   But then Julie pushed forward. With Mike inside me she kept moving up until he had room to get deeper. She brought a knee forward as she grabbed hold of the headboard and suddenly her sweet, well-fucked pussy was in my face. I had only a moment to ponder the fact that her petals were marked and bruised and then she was mashing herself down, pressing her sex into my mouth. I opened wide and drove my tongue up into her. She began grinding, rhythmically fucking my face, her hips slinging even as Mike pounded my lower half into jelly.
 
    
 
   Me? I was just about ready to cum and the fact that I was stretched out to the corners of a king sized bed didn’t make it any easier to handle things. I had one beauty’s pussy leaking into my mouth while the cock of a man big enough to be an NFL linebacker was splitting open my petals with hard but exquisite thrusts. There was nothing I could do. They were using me; a living sex toy.
 
    
 
   I was getting close to cumming, as was Julie and probably even Mike, when suddenly the man yanked himself out of me. I groaned, though any sound I actually made was probably lost somewhere between Julie’s labia. A moment later Mike pulled Julie from me and as I gasped for air he pressed her down by my side, her cute little butt half hanging off the edge of the bed. He stood behind her, holding her hips even as her hand shot out and cupped my sex, three fingers sliding into my slit as I gasped. Then Mike rammed himself deep into her, eyes closed, energetically fucking the girl who was fervently trying to push her entire hand into my pussy.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure which of them came first. It might have been Julie, but then again, Mike might have beaten her to the punch by maybe half a second. Me? I had a hand stuck up inside me, driving me nuts, but I was certainly not in the throes of orgasm. Julie shuddered and collapsed along my side and Mike groaned, pulling himself free, his cock dripping with cum and Julie juice. He rounded the bed and while Julie started curling her fingers inside me, he climbed up on the bed, presented his limp shaft, and pressed it to my lips.
 
    
 
   “Suck it, Bre. Lick her off me.”
 
    
 
   The flavors were certainly familiar and with Julie working me back up into a froth, I eagerly licked, slurped, sucked, and swirled my tongue around Mike’s hardware. He clearly loved every second of it. I was lost in a world of excess pleasure though and a moment later I made it clear that whatever Julie was doing with her hand between my thighs was going to get the better of me. I moaned, the sound muffled by cock, then went rigid as the orgasm rushed through me like a bullet through a watermelon. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I saw stars.
 
    
 
   When I blinked Julie and Mike were on either side of me, cuddling me. My pussy felt tender and Mike’s arm was draped across my chest, rubbing Julie’s shoulder and forearm.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Are y’all dating?” I blurted out, breaking the after-sex euphoria. I was looking at Julie when I asked but felt Mike move, jerking with almost guilty reflex. Julie’s eyes snapped open and she stared at me for a long moment, then rolled, climbed out of bed, and walked out of the room. I turned my head and stared at her small bottom as she walked down the hall. I twisted the other way as Mike began getting out of the bed.
 
    
 
   “Uh. I better help her get things ready for you,” he said apologetically.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” I said, my tone slightly irritated. “I asked a question.”
 
    
 
   Mike bit his lip and hurried around the bed. “Be back in a moment,” he said, patting my bare foot gently. Then he too left, leaving me tied spread-eagled to Julie’s mattress. Horny.
 
    
 
   I lay there for about ten minutes, alone, contemplating things. So what if Julie and Mike were dating? It’s not like I had a stranglehold on either of them. Mike and I had tried the romance thing and I’d been the one who broke things off, so it’s not like I could complain if he tried it with another woman. Was I jealous? I didn’t think so. After all, I’d just had his cock in me, right? Friends with extreme benefits? And what about Julie? I was her submissive, not her mistress. She could partner with anyone she wanted and what could I say about it? Wasn’t the fact that it had been me that brought them together a plus? If she were going to date someone, wasn’t it better that she date someone who also wanted to satisfy their urges with me? And Mike wasn’t just some guy from work. He would understand that Julie still needed me, needed to tie me up and torture me. Even when I’d obviously interrupted their coitus…
 
    
 
   I blinked. Coitus. At Julie’s place I lifted my head and looked around the room. Julie’s bedroom is pretty. The furniture is walnut, the bed frame cast iron, and the art on the wall’s all tastefully selected by Kari. It was very Julie. Mike’s work boots were on the floor under the chair in the corner and his blue jeans and shirt were draped over the arm. My eyes narrowed. It wasn’t enough. I needed into the bathroom.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” I called out. “I need to use the restroom please!”
 
    
 
   Julie came back in quickly. “Sorry. We’re just setting things up. We’ve got something really delicious for you this evening,” she said with a smile. “We just thought we had more time.”
 
    
 
   I smiled back, totally ignoring the fact that she hadn’t answered my previous question. I let it drop. “Thanks. Need to use your restroom,” I said again, shaking my hands and rattling the bed frame.
 
    
 
   Julie moved around the bed, untying me from the ropes. It felt good to be able to bend my arms and legs and as my last limb was freed I rolled and immediately headed toward Julie’s bathroom. She didn’t say a word as I closed the door behind me and ran my eyes across the large vanity.
 
    
 
   Bingo. I reached over and picked up the toothbrush. It was massive, made to fit a man, and I was very familiar with the brand. I’d dated the guy after all. I put Mike’s toothbrush back into the holder next to Julie’s and for appearance sake, used the restroom. I washed up, opened the door, and headed out into the living room.
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   “Is it safe for me to come in?” I asked, loitering near the door of the second bedroom. Julie, with Kari’s help, had converted it into a dungeon. Well, a “modern sexual torture chamber,” meant to apply just the right amounts of pain and stimulation to drive redheaded nympho humiliation pain sluts to their sexual demise. Logically, the dungeon was for Julie’s satisfaction, as was my person, since me cumming was by default not a priority unless Julie wanted me to cum. So like the wooden horse, the pillar, the coffee table, and the full bore machine that she had positioned in the gray painted room, I was just one more piece of fuck toy furniture.
 
    
 
   “You can come in,” Julie said.
 
    
 
   I pushed up off the wall and slid into the room. The walls were barely illuminated since the overhead light had been replaced with track lighting, all of which were now focused on the various “stations”. Still, you could see how someone had partitioned off the walls into unequal sections, painting each band a slightly different color of gray. It wasn’t even a gradient. Dark was next to light next to medium shades. And yes. I didn’t realize it at first, but Julie was playing off of E.L. James’ book. Her dungeon was decorated in Fifty Shades of Gray.
 
    
 
   Sheesh. And neither of us liked the book.
 
    
 
   Mike was wearing a pair of boxers, which he must have snagged when leaving the bedroom, but Julie was just as naked as she’d been before. Both of them were standing at the coffee table, the one piece of furniture that Julie had brought from her old apartment. The wood was stained, scarred, and torn up in places, and one end seemed unusually dark, as if something wet had been repeatedly leaked onto the surface and left to seep into the wood.
 
    
 
   What? Don’t ask me. I was tied down and unable to help it.
 
    
 
   Julie looked up at me and pointed down at the darkened end. “Come here, Bre. Sit down.”
 
    
 
   I gave them both an inscrutable stare as I padded over barefoot and then sat down on the end of the coffee table, my wet pussy right above the stained end. I admit that I might have added a bit more moisture to that end of the table. Slowly I laid back.
 
    
 
   “Here, this pillow might make it more comfortable,” Julie said, slipping a small pillow under my head.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Thanks,” I said suspiciously.
 
    
 
   Mike reached up and hooked a rope to one of the heavy duty eye hooks that had been screwed into the ceiling. It was only a few feet long, the end tied to a cloth sling. He moved around me and added another one to the other side.
 
    
 
   “Legs up Breanne,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   I lifted my legs and Julie pulled on them, scooting my bare bottom and still quite wet sex closer to the discolored edge. Then they both grabbed a leg, lifting up my feet and sliding the cloth slings over each foot. They moved them up my leg until the soft cloth was just under my knees. This pulled my legs wide apart and seriously restricted my movements. In fact, even with my hands free I’m pretty darn sure that I’d have had a difficult time getting out of the slings without help. They did exactly what they were meant to; spreading me open and presenting everything between in perfect clarity. If Julie and Mike did something intense to me they didn’t have to worry about me closing up, or kicking them, and my bare soles were available to tickle, rub, stroke or cane.
 
    
 
   But they weren’t done with the bondage. Mike took out a large Velcro strap and ran it under the table, pulling it taut just across my hips. Now wiggling my poor bottom half was out of the question. I could roll my hips, but moving my ass left or right? Not a chance. And while Mike made sure I was immobile from the waist down, Julie was busy securing a pair of bondage cuffs to my wrists and attaching them to the other end of the coffee table, right up by my ears.
 
    
 
   “So,” I said conversationally. “I take it y’all are planning on tormenting me?” It was a fishing expedition, I admit, but come on… they’d tied me down to a table. And both of them had already cum. That meant I was in for something intense, probably for an extended period of time. They were going to rebuild their own sexual arousal by torturing me.
 
    
 
   Mike went into the closet and when he came out my eyes widened. He had some sort of microphone stand, like what you see at standup comedy clubs. Except instead of a microphone, Julie’s Hitachi Magic Wand was duct taped to it. He brought it out and set it between my outstretched legs, pushing the head down so that it came into direct contact with my pussy, the wide rubber end centered on my clit. I watched as he plugged it in.
 
    
 
   “So, intense vibration?” I asked with a smile, more than a little pleased. The massager meant pleasure. The stand meant extended period of time. Added together meant satisfaction.
 
    
 
   Julie smiled. “For a while, lover. Enjoy.” Then she switched on the massager. “Can I speak to you out in the living room, Mike?” Her eyes seemed to burn when she looked at him. He laughed, nodding.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely,” he said and she and Mike left the room.
 
    
 
   There have been plenty of times I’ve been bound, left to myself, and forced to endure some sort of torment, but this time I loved how it all began. The massager didn’t shake. It purred. It hummed against my clit, sending waves of perfect pleasure up through my sex and along my taut thighs. My hips rolled, churning as my body responded just as it was intended to. I took long, deep breaths, kicking my feet from the knee down as the intensity built and built, and after five breathtaking minutes of trying as hard as I could to resist, I finally gave up and let the explosion that had been denied me earlier blast me into pieces.
 
    
 
   By itself it certainly wasn’t the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had. There was hardly any build up, yes I was bound, but not tormented. And no one was there to witness it. So as I came down from the momentary high I felt satisfied, but not impressed. I squirmed a little. The massager was there, still pressed to my clit, still rubbing me incessantly and softly. My clit tingled and my hips rolled once more.
 
    
 
   The second orgasm came almost fifteen, maybe twenty minutes later. I had no way of counting. All I knew was that they left me there, tied to a table, with a massager pressed to my clit. For me, that second orgasm was much better than the first; stronger, more intense, and my clit was certainly feeling the sweet bliss of it. But I was also getting a little… well… not numb, but sensitized.
 
    
 
   I could smell meat cooking and despite the fact that I’d eaten something before coming over it made my mouth water almost as much as my pussy. My toes were curling and I couldn’t keep my hips still as the massager started in for round three. I was moaning softly, my entire body trying to thrust downward against the Hitachi wand, when Julie came back in.
 
    
 
   “How you doing, princess?” She asked, putting her hand on my left leg at the knees and running her hand down my thigh to my crotch. Her fingers touched the massager, as if measuring the intensity of the vibrations.
 
    
 
   I glanced over at her, mouth open, just slightly on edge. She was still startlingly nude and there was something…
 
    
 
   “You have barbecue sauce on your right nipple,” I said smugly.
 
    
 
   Julie glanced down, her eyes widening. She brought her hand up and scooped the little jewel up with her finger, then put it in her mouth. She smiled wickedly and came up to me, only to move the massager away from my pussy. I groaned, then sighed. It wasn’t that I was tired of being stimulated, but too much of a good thing can be just as rotten as a bad one.
 
    
 
   “Better?” She asked, turning off the massager.
 
    
 
   I let out a little chuckle. “Yes, and no.” I replied, my masochistic side kicking in. Julie pulled the entire stand out of the way and set it off to the side before disappearing into the closet for a moment. When she came back out she was holding something behind her back. I didn’t get a chance to see it, even when she kneeled at the end of the coffee table, her face only a few inches from my well massaged clitoris.
 
    
 
   “Let’s see if we can get you a little more sensitized, shall we?” And with that her mouth came down on my pussy.
 
    
 
   If you are a girl and have never had another woman between your legs, licking your delicate little flower, then you need to try it. Men do it differently than women do. It’s because a woman intuitively knows when you need something and where. Men are cyclic. They lick, suck, stab, and swirl their tongues in some pattern that works to their internal rhythm. Women? Not a chance. They know when to do certain things, without you having to tell them.  
 
    
 
   Julie knew me. She knew me well. In seconds I was gasping, wriggling under the Velcro straps securing me to the table. I was desperate, needy, wanton and all I could do was moan and beg for Julie not to stop. Ever. Which of course made it an absolute certainty that just as I got close to a powerful clitoral orgasm, she would come up off my clit, a wicked gleam in her eye, only to pick up the leather sap she’d been hiding from me. I had less than a second to process what was about to happen before she slapped that leather against my swollen and erect clit, smashing it back into the hood and my sex. I cried out and bucked, not that I went anywhere. The straps held me down and so she didn’t even have to wait before nailing me hard between the legs a second time.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm… look at your little clitty!” She cooed. Her left hand came up, opening my petals, spreading my labia and she struck me again. The leather made a wet, cracking sound as the moisture began coating the leather paddle. My teeth snapped together as the pain shot up through my nethers and my body shook. And then, just as I was about to cry out, she once more brought her mouth down on my sex, licking and sucking on my sensitive nub until I was thrusting lewdly again.
 
    
 
   Followed by another beating.
 
    
 
   Licking. Sapping. Licking. Sapping.
 
    
 
   “Dinner!” Mike called a few minutes later. I lay there in total disarray, the dichotomy of pleasure and pain between my legs driving me into an altered state of mind. My clit felt hot and cold and stung and swooned all at the same time. Julie came up from my pussy, her face once again coated in my juice, then whacked me once more with the leather sap. I cried out, my feet kicking wildly as the pain just blasted through me like Godzilla through downtown Tokyo.
 
    
 
   “Coming!” She shouted back to Mike. Then her eyes sparkled and she lifted something else up. It was a clamp and it went on my clit tightly. I groaned, hips bucking, but it was on securely enough that what little movement I could manage wasn’t going to knock it loose. There was a short string hanging from the clamp and Julie brought the stand with the massager back over. For a second I thought she was going to try to vibrate me with the clamp on. But then she turned the massager sideways and draped the string over the end of the stand. I watched as she attached something black and large to the end of the string, then let it go.
 
    
 
   Oh my.
 
    
 
   The weight of it, whatever it was, tugged hard on my clitoris, right through the clamp and little sparks of pain shot up through me. It wasn’t truly enough to really hurt me. But I could certainly feel it. I took some deep breaths, adjusting to the clamp biting my most sensitive part, then tried to reconcile the fact that Julie had essentially hung a two pound weight off my clit.
 
    
 
   Then she turned it on.
 
    
 
   To my astonishment I could feel the vibrations. The damn thing was shaking like mad and each movement translated up the string, and even over the stand. The little tremors moved down the line straight to the clamp chewing on my clit. I gasped as Julie stood, came up to my side, and put a finger on my right nipple, rubbing it delicately.
 
    
 
   “Enjoy. I’m going to go eat.”  Then she left me.
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
    
 
   I tried to suppress the shudder that made me tremble from head to toe with absolutely no luck whatsoever. My toes curled and my brain tried to process the sensations my clit was experiencing. It wasn’t a rub. That’s for damn sure. It felt like someone was lightly fingering just the clamp on my clit. The movements were infinitesimally small, almost twitches in and of themselves. They drove me crazy.
 
    
 
   The weight of the vibrator or whatever it was pulled my clit outward and the pinching of the clamp certainly made me aware of it. I could feel the pressure exerted on that delicate little piece of me and like every other time I’ve had my clitoris wedged between the pincers of a vise, I was at the mercy of the discomfort. But adding that twitching, tiny movement sent me into realms I’d rarely encountered. And there was nothing else. No other part of me was being used. My brain had trouble dealing with it and so I began pulling on my bonds, tugging at the cuffs that held my wrists to the table, rolling my hips, kicking my feet madly as the incessant flutter between my legs drove me closer to an edge I’d rarely gone over.
 
    
 
   Unlike the twenty or so minutes on the massager, time seemed to crawl. I could hear murmured conversation out in the dining room, the rattle of silverware, the clink of glass. Every once in a while I heard Mike chuckle, or Julie giggle, and I swear to God that one time she not only squealed, but gasped. My fervid imagination pictured her draped across the table, her tiny tits covered in barbecue sauce, with Mike’s face sucking up her nipples into his mouth even as his hand pushed a only slightly cooled corn cob into Julie’s slit. I shook my head. Julie was a dominant, not a submissive. More… assertive. More demanding. I re-pictured dinner. Julie was sitting on the table, legs spread, Mike buttering her pussy like a dinner roll, his brow narrowed in concentration as he applied first the yellow cream to her labia, then began thrusting a decent sized chicken leg into her cunt. Julie would nod and when he was done he’d bend over and begin licking her pussy clean, even as she threw her head back and…
 
    
 
   I blinked. What the fuck was I thinking? Twitch. Tweak. My clit seemed to throb, but so lightly I could barely feel it. I grit my teeth.
 
    
 
   “Come on. Do something… anything… else!” I snarled at the clamp between my legs. I let out another whimper and felt my loins tremble. This was… torment. Pure and utter torment. I strained to catch conversation or the sounds of someone getting fucked, but my own heartbeat was too loud and my clit felt as if it were the edge of a drum and someone was tapping on the center.
 
    
 
   I have no idea how long it was, but it felt like another twenty or thirty minutes had passed before Mike came in. He was wearing his boxers but had put on a tee shirt. He came right over and looked down at me with a smile.
 
    
 
   “How ya’ doing?” He asked warmly, wrapping his hand around my bare foot. I kicked a little, especially when he began rubbing his fingertips against my arch. He knows I love that.
 
    
 
   I groaned. “Oh God, Mike. It feels… it’s…”
 
    
 
   He laughed. “I know. Drives you crazy doesn’t it?” He let go of my foot and went over to the closet for a moment. He came back with another stand, this one taller and with a boom arm. The end was a strange looking clamp and for a frightened moment I thought he was going to put it on me somewhere. He put it in position just to the side of the stand that was bearing some of the weight of the vibrating… thingy… clinging to my clit. He made a few more adjustments until the end of the boom was positioned directly above my slit. Three feet above it. I stared at him, watching.
 
    
 
   “How is she doing?” Julie asked a moment later, coming in carrying a white cloth pouch and a small paper cup.
 
    
 
   Mike grinned and gestured. “I’m guessing her clit tingles,” he said.
 
    
 
   Julie came right on up and looked at me. “Good. It’s supposed to tingle.” She was still buck naked and her pussy was just about as wet as mine. I liked the thought of her being constantly drilled during dinner. Maybe she sat in Mike’s lap?
 
    
 
   “What are you two trying to do to me?” I asked suspiciously. Of course my clitoris was still twitching and I couldn’t help rolling my hips.
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “I can’t tell you princess. But you’ll know it eventually.”
 
    
 
   Mike snorted as he took the cloth bag from her. It looked like a wash cloth and it rattled, as if filled with rocks. “It’s called testing to destruction,” he said snidely, placing the washcloth bag in the clamp. Julie frowned and smacked him once on the arm. Mike ignored it and finished making sure the bag was secure.
 
    
 
   “Water?” He asked. Julie handed over the cup.
 
    
 
   I lifted my head, the strain in my neck hard. “Water? Wait a moment. What are you doing now?”
 
    
 
   Mike gave Julie a fixed look and she nodded. Then without hesitation she swung her leg completely over the coffee table, straddling me just below my chin. All I could see was Julie’s pussy. Mike was totally removed from my field of view.
 
    
 
   “Now be a good girl and stick out your tongue,” Julie breathed, swinging her hips forward. My eyes locked on her sex and easily noticed the bruises along her labia. They looked familiar somehow but by the time my brain was asking those questions all sorts of interesting flavors were bursting on my tongue. I lapped at her clitoris, sucking up her juice as she began rocking back and forth, humping my chin, mouth, and nose until I was soaked
 
    
 
   Then something cold and wet struck me, hard, right above my clit, on my mons.
 
    
 
   “Damn. Almost,” Mike muttered.
 
    
 
   A moment later I got hit again, except this time the cold wet impact occurred on my clitoris itself, almost as if a tiny paddle had landed on me. A flick of a finger you might say. He tapped Julie on the shoulder. “Hey, I’m done,” he said.
 
    
 
   Julie’s eyes were glazed. “Mmmmm…. me too,” she said, her voice syrupy.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you dare cum,” Mike warned her. “I haven’t given you permission yet.”  
 
    
 
   Had I been more on top of things, I might have paid more attention. But then Julie sighed and pulled herself off my face, just as another droplet of cold, wet water fell from three feet above me and landed directly, perfectly, right on top of my swollen, wet, clamped, slightly vibrated clit.
 
    
 
   “Oh. My. Fucking. God,” I whispered, the realization of this new torment seeping into my brain like a dildo sliding into a ready and willing fuckslut.
 
    
 
   “God’s got nothing to do with it,” Julie said smugly. “The idea is simple. The washcloth has ice cubes in it. Eventually they’ll melt and when they do, the water will get cold,” she started to say.
 
    
 
   “It’s cold already!” I gasped.
 
    
 
   Mike laughed. “No. That’s just the water I poured on top of the bag to test the aim. It just flowed around the ice. That water is just cool. Frigid maybe. But not cold.”
 
    
 
   My mouth fell open as Julie backed off. Her eyes burned and I could tell she wanted to get right back on me. Instead she went over to Mike and wrapped one arm around him, sliding her hand down into his boxers. I knew in an instant what she grabbed a hold of.
 
    
 
   A drop of water beaded at the base of the bag and fell, landing wetly on my clit. It was cold.
 
    
 
   “Christ woman, you just had a fucking orgasm ten minutes ago,” he complained. “You’re starting to act like her,” he motioned at me.
 
    
 
   Julie giggled. “I just want satisfaction,” she said.
 
    
 
   Another water droplet fell on my clit making my entire body jerk. I couldn’t have sworn to it, but I was pretty damn sure that drop was colder. I turned my head as Julie sank down to her knees even as Mike twisted to the side. Her hands tugged down the front of his boxers and his cock, thick and semi-rigid, sprang out of the material. Her mouth opened wide and she began sucking on him, bobbing her head and going to town on his prick as if she were worshiping his manhood. I looked on and felt a wave of jealousy, which was then blasted aside as an even colder drop of water fell on my clit. I grit my teeth. The vibrating weight clamped to my clitoris was still there, still tormenting me, still driving me insane, but now icy water was splattering all over my sex, running down along my labia.
 
    
 
   Mike’s eyes were half closed and he’d gone from pretty stiff to granite and Julie was still sucking on him as if his cock were a straw and she would go to hell if she didn’t suck the last little bit of milkshake out of the damn cup. He wasn’t even holding her head with his hands and it looked like she was being skull-fucked. She had one hand curled around Mike’s buttocks and his boxers fell to the floor.
 
    
 
   My God I wanted to be where she was.
 
    
 
   A heavy, cold, wet droplet hit me again and my entire bottom half tightened in instinctive response. It ached. Water began pooling on the coffee table under my ass, trickling down in an icy stream across my bare petals. I began to whimper, though it came out as a laugh.
 
    
 
   “That’s why it’s stained down there!” I said out loud, my voice pitched just an octave or two above hysteria.
 
    
 
   Julie pulled her face off of Mike’s dick long enough to give me a curious look. She rose up, taking the man’s hand. “Come on. Let’s give Breanne some privacy,” she said hungrily, wickedly.
 
    
 
   I looked at her sharply. “Fuck him good for me,” I said in a sing songy voice. “While my cunt gets frozen!”
 
    
 
   Mike gave me a sort of apologetic shrug. “We’re going to...  uh… shower.” Then he pulled Julie out of the room. I’m ashamed to admit it, but I began singing “Let it Go!” from Disney’s “Frozen.”  Only a few bars though, because another icy droplet landed on my clit.
 
    
 
   Chinese Water Torture is a process in which water is slowly dripped onto a person's forehead, allegedly driving the restrained victim banana crackers. I can understand this. I’ve endured similar, if not precisely this exact sort of torment before, on a number of occasions. I can’t even imagine the hell it would be having a heavy droplet land on my forehead for hours at a time. First, you tighten up in expectation of the next drop. This creates tension. For me, the droplets were falling right on my sensitive, tender, clamped clit, the one pulled outward by the vibrating weight. So you can just imagine what that felt like. On top of this your entire body begins to anticipate, tensing. So my pussy would tighten, as would my bottom, and my loins. And even my feet and legs. Five minutes in and I felt like I’d been doing vigorous yoga. Ten minutes in my clit was a Popsicle, numb and tingling at the same time. My legs, feet, and bottom felt like I’d been running a half-marathon. And the droplets kept falling.
 
    
 
   As Mike had promised they got colder as the ice cubes melted. Slowly. Excruciatingly slowly. And the cold water would collect in the wash cloth until it was brimming. I’d watch the little aquatic stalactite growing until finally it couldn’t handle its own weight, falling heavily to land right on my clit. Fifteen minutes in and that droplet felt as hard as the sap smashing down on my body. I pulled against my bonds. I kicked wildly. I even bucked, trying to move the heavy table I was strapped to. Nothing. Another droplet.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, closing my eyes. They were there, in the shower, Julie pressed hard against the wall, with Mike behind her, driving his shaft into her from the rear. She’d be making these cute little noises, the same ones she made when I was using a vibrator on her. Then Mike would explode, his cock spurting yards of thick white cream over her back and she’d groan, her hands going between her legs, rubbing frantically, trying to match him before…
 
    
 
   I blinked. No. That was NOT what was happening. No. It was… Julie’s leg was up on the edge of the tub and Mike stood behind her, one soapy hand lifting her from behind, half his fingers pushed up into her slit, even while his thumb wriggled in her tiny ass. The expression on her face was half pleasure, half pain and she bucked against him, her right hand back behind her, stroking his cock. His fingers fluttered across her clit, leaving her breathless, her tiny breasts pressed against the cold tile...
 
    
 
   Cold. Fuck. I jerked forward, halted by the bonds holding me down and spread open. I looked down across my body. My legs were pulled wide apart and my clit was clamped and stretched out away from my labia. Water was splattered all over my loins, almost from my belly button to mid-thigh. Just at that moment another drop fell from the heavens, hit my clitoris, and exploded into a spray that went everywhere. I gasped, my head falling back down onto the small pillow Julie had given me when I’d first laid down. I closed my eyes, cold bricks falling down… down… again… again… down...
 
    
 
   “Breanne?” Julie asked me. I groaned and opened up to see her leaning over me. She smelled of soap and lavender.
 
    
 
   “Ice is all melted,” Mike said from the other end of the coffee table. He moved the stand away from me and loosened the washcloth bag. He disappeared with it into the bathroom even as Julie put a hand on my breast and rubbed at my nipple teasingly.
 
    
 
   “Bre? You okay?”
 
    
 
   I groaned again for effect. “How long?” I asked. Or tried to ask. It might have come out as “Grraagghhh.”
 
    
 
   Julie squeezed my right boob and traced a finger down my side, along my thigh, past the sling and out to my toes. I mewled when she traced a light line across the sole of my foot, only to go up my instep, along my ankle, and back up my leg. A second later I knew where she was going. I could feel the heat of her finger as she touched my labia, then my clit. I let out a hard cry of satisfaction as she released the clamp and the tugging, vibrating weight disappeared.
 
    
 
   Tears of relief flooded my eyes and I shuddered.
 
    
 
   “Here,” Mike said, handing a glass to Julie. I tried to peer at her but couldn’t see anything. I heard wood clink against glass and then something soft but bristly touch my clit. I strained to see, lifting up my head. Julie was kneeling between my outstretched legs, focused on my pussy, her tongue caught between her teeth as she focused intently.
 
    
 
   The brush, only an inch wide, started at my clit, swirled and then slid downward, painting my folds and inner bits with oil. I expected it to start stinging, but it didn’t and as she swirled the brush around my very depths, returning up to my clit she saw my expression.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, princess. It’s just baby oil.”
 
    
 
   Ah… right. Baby oil. Soft, and sweet and gentle and protective… I sighed and let my head fall back against the pillow, reveling at the sensorial bliss that seeped to blossom between my legs as she brushed my entire clit and full slit with the oil. She brushed all of my sex, but kept returning to my clitoris, digging in, circling it, loving it, until I no longer felt the cold, only the sweet bliss of slick oil. It was the perfect sex. Julie used all of the brush, placing the edge against my mons and the pulling downward so that the sides of the bristles surrounded my clit and then cosseted my petals, spreading them, bathing them, opening them up. She went all the way down too, not just to my perineum, but lower, letting the brush sweep across my bottom and turning it just at the right time so that the edge tickled the sensitive button. She came back up, swirling the brush into my depths, actually driving it into me, so that the oil mixed with my own lubrication. She moved her hand in and out, just a little, the bristles flaring inside me with a tiny spark of spice, just a hint of what might be. Then she pulled out and the brush seemed to float upward again, back to my clit. After it swept by she began patting the top of my sex with the brush, soft kisses of sweet impact that couldn’t ever hurt, but sent me spiraling up into my signature froth. My toes curled at the ends of my feet and I began moaning as Julie teased me, working the brush into the most devilish of sex toys. She turned it on the edge, tapping my clit with the bristles, the tiny pin pricks almost lost in the honeyed perfection of her movements. I gasped, my hips rolling, trying to rise up just as the overwhelming pressure she’d built inside me began to bubble and come to the surface. Julie picked up the pace, sensing how needy I was, how desperate, and her long and perfect strokes were punctuated by the acute taps and pricks of the edge of the brush. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore.
 
    
 
    
 
   Part Four
 
    
 
   “Please Mistress! Can I cum?” I begged loudly, my voice filled with longing. I couldn’t hold still, my breasts heaving. My entire body was involved, tension running through me like fire. I tried to buck and ended up arching my back, my loins held in place by the strap and leg slings.
 
    
 
   “Of course you can cum, princess.” The sweep of the brush swirled around my clit. I cried out in relief as I let myself go, no longer holding back, allowing myself to jump into the abyss, to embrace the power of what she’d done to me.
 
    
 
   “Move,” Mike said sharply. I opened my eyes just in time to see him tip the blue colored pillar candle over. The scent of blueberries filled my nose even as a scorching pool of fire seemed to swallow up my aching clitoris. I tried to fight free but my bound hands, hips, and legs made it impossible. Flames seemed to engulf me and all I felt was scorching heat, searing away the pleasure, the need, the depth of sensation. My entire pussy burned and the wax kept falling, coating my petals, my inner thighs, and then up toward my belly button, even as I threw my head back and screamed.
 
    
 
   I’m not… well… not a screamer. Honestly. You have to do some serious things to me in order to get me to actually scream. And even then it’s not like those horror movies where something is hunting the girl down and she runs into the foyer, looks down at the table, sees a banana, a phone, a gun, and a knife; then selects the banana. My screams are more like overly powerful yells. And I’m sure glad that Julie’s dungeon bedroom was on the far end of the complex, on the top floor, because I’m pretty sure that my scream was loud enough to have attracted some law enforcement attention if anyone had been paying mind.
 
    
 
   I went nuts after Mike coated my pussy with wax. The table finally rocked as my frantic movements dislodged it. Still, the eye hooks held as did the strap around my waist, not to mention the wrist bonds holding me to the other end of the my pedestal. Mike was still letting wax droplets fall between my legs, but there was now enough wax on my pussy, especially over my clit, to make more meaningless. I couldn’t even feel them through the baking heat already covering my entire groin. Under normal circumstances having melted paraffin fall on your skin is like sticking your hand in very, very hot water. But having your pussy chilled over the space of twenty-five minutes with icy droplets and that hot wax suddenly feels like it’s molten lead. The heat baked me and for a moment I imagined that my pussy must have sizzled like a freshly peeled potato dropped into hot oil. It took over two or three minutes before my body adjusted to the temperature change and stopped the frantic, keening wails and my feet finally went still. Mike noticed and blew out the candle, setting it down on the floor.
 
    
 
   I felt his hands begin to caress me, starting along the bottoms of my feet, rubbing the bottoms. It was a difficult sensation to handle on top of the burning pain between my legs, but there was little I could do about it. His fingertips only barely touched me and the tingle that he left across the soles of my feet changed my whimpering to a groan. Waves of pleasure shot up my legs, crossed the burnt wasteland of my ruined orgasm, then slid up my spine.
 
    
 
   I have no idea how long he rubbed me. And he didn’t just do my feet. His hands went all the way up to my knees, caressing and stroking until I was practically purring. It just felt so good. The heat had mostly died away and while the wax still caked my sex, coating me fully, I didn’t care. His hands were just too good, too perfect, too calming. I closed my eyes, shifting and reveling in the bliss, realizing too late that he’d move away.
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes to see Julie standing there, still naked, her body glistening as if she’d slathered herself in the same oil she’d used to coat my sex, holding a rubber flogger. I gasped, eyes widening, but the whip was already on its way down and it smashed into the wax coating like a tornado into a mobile home. I yelped, but honestly there was very little pain. The heavy blue mold that Mike had left on me absorbed much of her stroke and it broke into four or five pieces that fell away from my still scorched pussy, leaving me raw, bare, and exposed. I saw her pull back for another stroke and kicked my feet, not that it made any difference. She brought the whip back down and it smashed into my petals, flattening my folds and leaving a horrible sting across my already well abused pussy. But the true cruelty was that she was aiming for my clit. It stung and I tried to close my legs, pulling hard on the slings that held me open.
 
    
 
   Julie flicked the flogger at my outstretched pubes again. I grit my teeth as the pain flashed through me. It was almost worse than the hot wax. Julie was an expert at wielding a flogger and it slashed through the air to impact on my pussy with almost inhuman accuracy. She brought the rubber strands down to cut against my labia. She hit me so the ends curled over my mons. She aimed right for the parted opening that exposed the inner softness of my sex. But even as she did this, every single fucking stroke was aimed right at my clit. It was the commonality. Every damn stroke hit me there and before long I was starting to sob, my toes curled tight, my hands balled into fists, my legs kicking as the heat and sting of her whip seared one particular part of me over and over.
 
    
 
   I tried to count, but lost it around fifteen. I know she went way beyond that until I was actually rocking the table again. My feet bounced up and down as the excess energy had to go somewhere and Julie just kept whacking away until my skin was flushed scarlet and my clit had swollen under the onslaught. Mike brought his hands down upon my breasts and began flicking his fingers lightly across my nipples, but that didn’t help since Julie was trying to tear me to shreds.
 
    
 
   I was crying when she stopped and she stepped away with a satisfied look on her face. I felt like someone had held a blowtorch to my pussy and the heat came off it in waves. Mike went into the bathroom and came back with three wet washcloths and he laid them on me, one covering my pussy while the other two were draped over my opened thighs. It didn’t take long for me to heat up the damp material and he plucked the one off my cunt, swung it through the air fast, then put it back down on my clit. Carefully he folded it back until the cloth covered my mons, but not my clit or the actual slit of my sex.
 
    
 
   Mike produced a small vibrator and I gasped as he pressed it against my clit, rubbing the silicon covered tip in small circles. The hum of the thing was loud and I wish I could say it felt good, but honestly - after all the damage they’d done to me, it felt sort of like someone pressing an electric wood sander against me. I hissed and shifted to no avail, unable to squirm my way out of what Mike was doing to me.
 
    
 
   “Mike, please! That doesn’t feel good!” I croaked, my feet starting to kick again.
 
    
 
   Mike looked up. “So?”
 
    
 
   I lifted my head and glared at him. His stare was solid.
 
    
 
   “Are you asking for a medical out? Because what I want to do right now is hurt your clit. And I’m going to.”
 
    
 
   A medical out. My God. As a submissive and a nympho humiliation pain slut, one of the primary rules I’ve had to follow was being accepting of what others wanted to do to my body. As long as it didn’t break my limits, I had to do my best to allow and endure just about anything. But there was one other escape route. Occasionally things got out of hand and while I wasn’t allowed to say stop, I was allowed to claim a medical out when I physically could no longer handle the torment or torture. The problem with taking a medical out though was that I had to justify it, and then I was automatically going to get punished, usually with something almost, but not quite as severe as whatever it was I was escaping. I closed my eyes. Was this worth a medical out? I swallowed hard.
 
    
 
   “I can take it,” I whispered, shuddering as the vibrator continued to saw against my clitoris.
 
    
 
   “Good,” Mike said with a smile, though I did feel the pressure lighten somewhat. He began swirling the vibrator in circles, making them larger and larger until he was literally going around my clit, instead of over it. I groaned and he began moving back inward, tightening up until the tip of the vibrator did nothing but spin around the little nodule. The sensation was unique, like grabbing hold of something prickly, or rubbing your hand across something rough.
 
    
 
   It… it hurt. Just a little.
 
    
 
   That’s when I realized I was horny again. That I wanted to cum. Again. That the tiny bit of discomfort with my clit was actually turning me on. I grit my teeth even as my hips began to roll. This is the problem with me. Other women? They’d probably be curling up into a ball right about then (not that I had that opportunity.) My clit was sensitive, yes. But not unreasonably so and Mike’s caress with the silicon and oil coated vibrator sent a strange mix of pleasure and pain into me. My breathing quickened and Mike continued to torment me until I finally broke.
 
    
 
   “Mike! Please! Stick it in me!” I begged.
 
    
 
   He laughed. “The point isn’t to give you something to fuck,” he said honestly.
 
    
 
   I whimpered. “I know you’re trying to punish just my clit. I get it. But please. I need… something…”
 
    
 
   Mike thought about it for a moment. “Julie!” He yelled out. I opened my eyes and a moment later Julie came into the room. Her whip was gone and she’d actually gotten dressed; in just a green lace polo shirt and nothing else. My eyes widened. With her breasts covered she looked… well... delicious. Her hips, while hard and bony, looked like a model’s and her long legs were bare and perfect.
 
    
 
   “Yes?” She asked, putting her hands on her hips and cocking one leg seductively, giving both me and Mike an ample glance of her slit. It glistened wetly. Mike looked over at her and smiled.
 
    
 
   “Very nice. But Breanne is asking for something inside her while I do this.”
 
    
 
   Julie blinked but then smiled. “She’s such a slut,” she said of me. Then she marched across the room to the closet. I sort of dreaded what she was getting, whatever it was, but then she emerged carrying a pair of vibroballs. She came to my side and even as Mike continued to rub my increasingly sensitive clitoris with the vibrator, she began pushing the two ovoid spheres into my slit.
 
    
 
   I loved it.
 
    
 
   I groaned as they went in and rolled my hips, making it clear that what she was doing was right up there with perfection.  And then things got even better when she turned them on. Not to low either. She blasted them to full power inside me, letting them rattle and rock within my depths while my clit seemed to explode with sensation.
 
    
 
   “Should we let her orgasm?” Mike asked curiously.
 
    
 
   Julie gave him a skeptical look. “Does it matter? It won’t affect what we’re going to do to her pussy next, right?”
 
    
 
   Mike considered that. “True. Still, she’ll be more fragile if she cums.” The tip of the vibrator seemed to circle my clit and my entire body felt a ripple as a series of spasms rocked me to the core.
 
    
 
   Julie shrugged. “I could care less how fragile she is. That’s not the point.”
 
    
 
   Mike sighed and gave her an exasperated look. “Then how about we split the difference. Clitoral orgasm only?”
 
    
 
   Julie seemed to consider it. “Okay. Fine. I’m good with that.” She gave him a lazy look. “Hard or soft?”
 
    
 
   He moved the tip of the vibrator against my clitoris and grinned. “I’ve just given her soft. Let’s give her a bit of hard.”
 
    
 
   Julie grinned. “My pleasure.”
 
    
 
   I probably would have quaked in my boots after hearing the wicked delight in her voice, had I been wearing boots, or standing in some boots. But since I was still laying down on a coffee table with my legs spread wide, bound in multiple places leaving some rather vulnerable bits of my anatomy exposed, there weren’t going to be any boots involved for quite some time.
 
    
 
   The vibrator Mike held was pushing me closer and closer and I was making some rather unique and appealing noises. My toes curled and I thrust upward, eyes closed as waves of sweet bliss washed over me, the surge of pleasure so intense that I little spots danced across the insides of my eyelids.
 
    
 
   I was teetering on the metaphorical edge of orgasm, swirling and spinning with gasping delight when the vibrator was suddenly pulled away. But before I could even react to that, a sharp, sudden, and totally awful burst of pain exploded right on my clit.
 
    
 
   Even tied down I jerked halfway up, eyes opening as I let out a guttural screech. Julie was standing there, between Mike and my pussy, holding a red triangular tool in her hand. My fogged brain couldn’t even comprehend it until she brought it back down to my clit a second time. It touched the soft nodule and there was a sharp crack, a brief flash of light, and then I was again yelling.
 
    
 
   Oh my fucking god.
 
    
 
   “I thought you were going to make her cum,” Mike said darkly. I clenched my teeth and threw my head back.
 
    
 
   “I am,” said Julie. “But this is Breanne. She doesn’t do things easy.” She tapped my clit again with the sparker and a fresh surge of agony exploded up between my legs. Forget the vibroballs. All I felt was that shard of pain!
 
    
 
   My body bucked and I tried, very, very hard, to tear the Velcro straps holding me down. Julie decided to reward me by moving the sparker to my left foot and giving me a cruel jolt right in the middle of my exposed arch.
 
    
 
   I let out a screech and kicked, but she’d already moved back to the safe zone right in front of my pussy, and then, just to prove her point, she zapped my clit for the third time.
 
    
 
   Mike sighed and stood up, turning off the vibrator. “Call me when you need me.”
 
    
 
   She looked up. “Wait! I need you!”
 
    
 
   He gave her an exasperated look. “Really?”
 
    
 
   Julie grinned. “Well, she is going to need you,” she said, gesturing at me, then bringing the sparker back down on my clit. I let out another squeal, my entire body jerking wildly. “At least, in a moment. I’m almost done.”
 
    
 
   Mike leaned up against the wall as Julie proceeded to give me four or five more shocks, each one delivered to my clit and nowhere else. It was agony and ecstasy all rolled up in one, especially when she tapped me twice fast. My body reeled and coherent thought was impossible. In fact, I hadn’t even realized that she’d leaned back and let Mike take her place until almost a minute later, when the soft, gentle purr of the vibrator had once more filled my ears. Tears poured down my cheeks as my brain began functioning again. The vibrator in Mike’s hand combined with the vibroballs and slowly, agonizingly, I moved away from the precipice of despair and back toward the glory of sweet need, of pure wantonness. The pain began to fade, only a memory and when my chest began heaving, my hips thrusting upward and my pelvis tilting honestly, Mike pressed down hard with the shaking toy, leaving me swirling into the first stages of orgasm.
 
    
 
   Then Julie came back into the room.
 
    
 
   “That’s good,” she announced, her hands full. I was beyond being interested or contemplative. In fact, my mental synapses had taken a beating. I’ve heard that at some point victims of torture, any kind of torture, start to lose the capacity to truly fear what’s coming next. The just know the pain. Me? Granted it was sexual torture, the kind some of us dream of. I suppose I should be grateful to Julie for keeping me on edge so long. It formed a sort of shield, an extra buffer so that I could endure just that much more.
 
    
 
   Whatever she held in her hand seemed to rattle, but Mike moved aside with a grin, evidently not in the least unhappy with the fact that I still hadn’t cum again. My sensitive clit seemed two sizes too big but Julie came right down between my legs and gave me this long, slow, lick that then turned into a suck that sent me right back to the fucking edge. I was panting and begging, whimpering as the sensations shot through me, unable to think beyond the immediate need. I wanted to cum.
 
    
 
   “Please! Please! Please!” I implored her. Julie laughed and then lifted her hand. She pressed something over my clitoris and for a second I didn’t feel anything. I lifted my head and glanced down, confused but not curious, only recognizing that the good feelings had stopped. It took my sex soaked brain a long time to realize what she had pressed against my little nub; a clear plastic vial with a black rubber tube on the end. Okay. Sure. I’d seen that before. Right? It was Julie’s clit sucker. Nothing more complicated than that. But… why was it red? Inside?
 
    
 
   Julie began squeezing the air bulb and I felt the suction, along with something else. Pinpricks. I gasped, kicking again as the first little surge of discomfort hit me. She squeezed the bulb again and my clit was forced to fill the vacuum. Except… something was in the way. I lifted my head again, struggling to understand this new torment, when Mike loomed into view, looking down over my outstretched leg.
 
    
 
   “Are those toothpicks?” He asked curiously, staring down at the vacuum vial.
 
    
 
   Julie nodded eagerly with a pleased grin. “Hell yeah. I saw it on a video. And the more air I suck out the more they dig into her clit.”
 
    
 
   “Julie! Please! No!” I gasped as her hand began squeezing the bulb rapidly. My clit surged forward and the vibrations from the vibroballs that were still inside me seemed to make the vacuum vial jiggle. She gave the stupid bulb one last squeeze as I kicked wildly, trying to get rid of the sensation of sitting on a hedgehog. She stood up, ran her fingers up my leg, down to my foot, and then across my sole. It tickled. Not that I was paying attention. All I could really think about was the dozen or so toothpicks digging into my clitoris!
 
    
 
   “I’ll be back in a little while,” she said fondly. “Enjoy.” Then she left the room. I blinked.
 
    
 
   Part Five
 
    
 
   “Mike?” I breathed in desperation, but there was no answer. He’d left me too. The only thing I could concentrate on was the buzzing of the vibroballs, set to medium and the softly rattling deep inside me. The ache in my clitoris, of having those sharp tips jammed up against one of the most sensitive spots in my body, became this throbbing pulse punctuated with prickly points that seemed to shift with every movement. A kick of my foot, a thrust of my hips, even the vibrations of the vibroballs themselves made the toothpicks drill deeper. All sorts of bad thoughts went through my head; holes puncturing flesh, me bleeding everywhere, or…
 
    
 
   A sharp crack came from the living room, loud enough to penetrate my fog of pain and need, followed by a choked cry. Two, three, four, five and then ten more; the unmistakable sound of someone getting spanked! I blinked, focusing on the sound. What the hell? I turned my head. The door to the dining room was still open. I could have called out. But… who was here getting spanked? Had one of the other submissives of the Society shown up? What the hell was going on?
 
    
 
   My mind suddenly pictured Alissa, or maybe Kylie. Yeah, Savannah wouldn’t mind Mike being here. Kylie would be lying naked across Mike and Julie’s laps, her cute little butt getting smacked while her mouth was wrapped around Mike’s cock, sucking. Then Julie would push Kylie’s right leg down, spreading her open, fingers probing into her wet slit until Kylie was melting, panting with need, just like me. Then they’d march her in here, take off the horrible vacuum vial and the devilish toothpicks would fall, and they’d order Kylie to suck my clit until I came.
 
    
 
   I have vivid fantasies.
 
    
 
   Four or five more minutes passed, each one a riot of sensation between my legs as both the vibroballs and the vacuum vial had their way with me. I tried to ignore the toothpicks, though that was impossible to do. Every thrust of my hips just made my clit seem to press harder against the spikes. Worse, I was feeling the arousal again, waves of swirling need keeping me from being quiet, from acceptance, and my loins thrust upward with each crest of desire, making it hurt just a little more.
 
    
 
   Julie came in then and I looked sharply at her, noticing the movement. Her face looked flushed and when she walked across the dungeon toward the bathroom and closet on the far side, I could see that it had been her ass that had gotten the spanking. But more interesting was the condition of her pussy. It was wide open and there was fluid glistening on her thighs. She’d just been fucked. Hard. I could tell. And worse, she hadn’t cum. She disappeared, leaving me to the mercy of vacuum, vibration and spikes. I laid there, my chest heaving, waiting for her to come back.
 
    
 
   She did, but what she held now didn’t make me feel any better. A half dozen long black strings and a handful of tiny clamps were dumped on the floor between my legs. Slowly Julie began putting the pincers on my labia, letting the rubber coated duckbill clamps squeeze the thick lips of my sex. Each one was already threaded with one end of a piece of string and she ran the strands through her hand, three on each side, until I squealed, my outer labia pulled hard as she tied the string to the big toy of my left foot. I felt my pussy being opened, wider and wider and she did the same thing to the other side, leaving the inner softness exposed. The vacuum vial on my clit seemed to bob as dangerously as she tied my pussy open and I realized that I was done kicking if I didn’t want to inflict some rather intriguing pain on myself.
 
    
 
   I’ve had my pussy stretched open like this before and never really minded it. It is a very intriguing sensation and really makes the feeling of being exposed a predominant one. I’ve got rather small labia, so there isn’t much that can be done when it comes to tugging me apart like this though. Still, Julie managed with the six clamps, spreading my petals and revealing the deep pink of my sex. Worse, each twitch of my feet translated into a distinct ache that combined with the toothpicks and vacuum vial, did not make my situation any easier to endure. I totally expected her to leave me like that, suffering even longer, when she suddenly released the air valve and my clitoris shrank back down and the pressure of the toothpicks digging into my little nub disappeared. I gasped, shuddering, trying hard not to kick.
 
    
 
   “Feel better?” Julie asked wickedly, pulling the vial away. I lifted my head, straining my neck and shoulders to look down. I wasn’t at a good angle, but I could see this little bump of flesh right below my mons, still engorged and swollen, covered with tiny little red dots. I groaned and put my head back down, only to arch my back in surprise when Julie put her mouth right back on my sex, sucking my clit between her lips and swirling her soft tongue around me in tight circles. The pain of the last twenty minutes, the intensity of the torment, was instantly washed away and I surged forward in sexual desperation, my toes curling instantly. That of course translated down to my pussy, where my petals were tugged on harshly. It only added to the pressure and once more I found myself getting ready to pop.
 
    
 
   “Julie! Please! Please! I’m going to…” I managed to gasp, expecting her to stop, to torment me, to leave me in dire straits, to inflict some other horrible torment to me.
 
    
 
   But she didn’t. Oh my God. She didn’t.
 
    
 
   I won’t say this was the best orgasm I’ve ever had. It wasn’t. I didn’t even pass out, which is a tell-tale sign that a particular climax overwhelmed me. But it was so long in coming, so intense, so everything I needed, that every muscle in my body tightened, vibrated, and then snapped loose. It was easily the longest single orgasm I’ve ever had and I let her, and Mike, and probably the neighbors know just how much I appreciated that release. My world collapsed, expanded, spun, and flashed into colors that I’m incapable of describing. I felt energy surge through me, then ebb, then surge again. And Julie, through every moment of it, slurped, chewed, sucked and munched on my clit.
 
    
 
   When it finally ended I felt like a limp rag doll, incapable of even the slightest movement. I just lay there, staring up at the ceiling, my legs dangling from the cloth slings, the end of the coffee table wet and dark. My mental acuity had been dulled and it took me a minute to realize that Julie had not only let my clit go, but had stood up and grabbed the microphone stand with the Hitachi massager on it. She put it back between my legs. I didn’t even say anything at the point. I didn’t see the danger. I didn’t understand what it was going to feel like at that point. Something in my brain failed to make the connection. At least, it didn’t until she turned it on and walked out of the room.
 
    
 
   I was sensitive. My clit was distended and inflamed, so delicate that even the softest touch would have felt like nails on a chalkboard. Julie hadn’t set the vibration level to low, or even to medium. The Hitachi massager was roaring against my clitoris, jammed into my pulled open pussy, shaking and rubbing at full power. In seconds my bottom was coming up off the table even as I let out a low cry of agony. I was a girl who loved diamonds, buried in them. A man who loved baseball pummeled by a hundred foul balls. I was a cat smothered in catnip. I was a nympho humiliation pain slut, a masochist and sexual addict, given not just what I craved, or what I wanted, but MORE than either of those things.
 
    
 
   And it hurt. Oh God did it hurt. But it wasn’t just pain. That I might have been able to handle. The massager hurt me, but it brought back the pressure that had been relieved by the orgasm. As the minutes crawled by, my hips slung up and down, pumping against the rubber bulb, fluids and my own cum flowing downward to soak the table. I moved at first to try to get my clit away from the massager, but eventually I was fucking the Hitachi like a wanton cheerleader in the varsity football team’s locker room, buck naked, her legs spread, feet up in the air, lying on a bench, with a linebacker’s cock in her mouth, the receiver’s dick in her hand, and the quarterback’s shaft doing a hardline drive through her end zone.
 
    
 
   I was just about reaching the point where I was going to scream when Julie marched back in. Ten? Fifteen minutes? I have no idea. It might have just been five for all I know. I was practically having a seizure my body was so torn between the need to fuck and cum again, and to get away from the pain. Julie quickly moved the Hitachi away, shutting it down and I went through a series of spasms so intense I thought my teeth were going to shake out. Tears seeped through my tightly closed eyelids and then I felt something again, just at my clit. It felt wrong, like string, and I finally opened my eyes. Julie was there again, kneeling between my open, aching thighs, staring intently at the puffed up nub of my clit, both hands moving around in circles as the pressure on just my clit intensified. White line flashed, thin and strong, wrapping tightly around my clit, like a pork loin trussed for cooking. My feet kicked, tugging on my pussy hard and one of the clamps snapped off my labia with a click and an accompanying yelp from me. Julie ignored it until she’d tied a tight little bow in the dental floss she’d wrapped around my clitoris, then quickly reattached the fallen clamp to my petal.
 
    
 
   I groaned. Then whimpered.
 
    
 
   “There now,” she said with satisfaction. “You should see your clit!” She stood up and bent over, studying my pussy from above. “Very nice.” She bent down again, plucking something up off the floor. I caught a flash of something orange and straight, but then got a much better view a half second later as Julie lifted the plastic ruler to about her chin and then snapped it down on my tied-up clit with plenty of force. A sharp crack filled the air, made worse by Julie’s quick retreat, living my bound nub stinging and tingling from the blow. I gasped, my body arching, feet jerking, which just pulled hard on my labia again. I barely had time to recover, to still myself, before Julie did it again, slapping my clit with just enough force to make me yelp. My hips and chest went nuts, one rolling with a mix of desperation that combined both the need to cum and the need to get away into one urge, while the other was a function of my increasing panic. My boobs rose and fell as I gasped and panted and pain and pleasure radiated up from between my thighs. My legs trembled violently as Julie hit me a third, fourth, and fifth times, leaving me with clenched teeth, eyes squeezed shut, my back arched, and my body tensed to the very limits. I could hear the rope holding me down creak.
 
    
 
   “Look at her clit,” Mike suddenly said and I realized he’d come back into the room and was standing over me. “She’s done Julie.”
 
    
 
   Julie answered him with another slap of the ruler. “Breanne, are you done?” She asked curiously, punctuating the question with another stroke just long enough for me whine a desperate “yes!”
 
    
 
   Suddenly the strokes to my clit stopped. I heaved in another hard breath and lifted my head. She was sitting between my legs, a somewhat shocked expression on her face.
 
    
 
   “But… but I was going to use the motorized toothbrush on you too,” she said plaintively. “With that peppermint toothpaste. And then after another sapping I was going to put the TENS Unit on your clit and fry it.” Julie actually looked disappointed. She put down the plastic ruler and gave me a plaintive look. “You can handle that, right?”
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes and began laughing. At first it was soft and slow but it picked up bit by bit, turning into hysterics in short order. Julie and Mike looked at me like I’d lost it, which I had, giggling like mad, bound open with my legs spread, my toes tied to clamps holding my pussy wide apart. Mike bent down, staring at me as I sort of lost it.
 
    
 
   Then something broke through the momentary madness. A sensation so blissfully sweet, soft and wet and warm. My hips rose and my toes curled, changing and intensifying the caress. Julie’s mouth was on my clit, or more accurately, around it. She’d sucked the whole, floss bound nub right in and was licking me, swirling her tongue around me. She slipped two fingers into my wetness, pumping with these delicate thrusts. I stopped giggling and began moaning, waves of pleasure washing away the pain.
 
    
 
   “Julie, I’m not sure that’s fair,” Mike started to say, but both Julie and I ignored him. I sucked in a deep breath, moaning, my lower half bucking under her chin. I felt her pinkie press against my bottom and slide part way in. I went just a little nuts, arching my back and crying out. Julie let go of my clit with a particularly cruel lick.
 
    
 
   “Do you like that, princess?” She asked wickedly, coming back down and giving my swollen, sensitive, still tied up clitoris another lollipop lick. I trembled as she suckled me back into her mouth for a moment. I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. That would have required thought. Active consideration. Mental processes. I was beyond that.
 
    
 
   “I can tell you want to cum,” she said softly, breathing onto my sex before doing it again, sucking and licking and nibbling on me. “Come on, Breanne. Right to the edge. You can do it,” she whispered, her lips moving against my petals.
 
    
 
   Mike put a hand on Julie’s head. “Julie. She’s done. Can’t you see that?” He said gently. “All you’re doing is arousing her. She can’t actually take any more.”
 
    
 
   Julie ignored him, continuing to suck on me until I really was bucking, frantic with the need to explode. I could feel it cresting within me, rising and expanding until only one thought existed in my sex-soaked brain. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. I HAD to cum.”
 
    
 
   Everything rolled and spun and crashed and vibrated and when I seemed to be positioned in the center of the tempest, Julie let go of my clit and rose with fluid grace. She hurried off into the bathroom, leaving me hanging in the wind, my pussy dripping, my feet kicking slightly, the petals of my pussy pulsing. She hurried back a moment later, hands full, crashing to her knees between my outstretched legs.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready to cum, Bre?” She asked breathlessly. Then she dipped her head back down and gave my clit another lick.
 
    
 
   “OH MY GOD YES!” I cried out. Her hands fiddled beneath my line of sight and she came up off my sex, mouth and chin wet with my juices. She glanced down and then a few seconds later something again touched my clit. But it wasn’t her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Julie, she isn’t going to be able to withstand that!” Mike said. “The bristles are too much! She’s too sensitive!”
 
    
 
   Julie grinned as she pushed the button on the handle of the toothbrush. It hummed to life against my tied up clitty, the small spot of peppermint toothpaste already beginning to mix with the fluids there, bubbling up. I cried out as the chemical harshness and intense vibrations practically sent me into orbit and I bucked maniacally, my feet kicking so hard that two of the clamps were yanked off my labia.
 
    
 
   “AAAAAGGGHHHH!!!” I yelled. “J-J-JULIE! OH GODDDDDDDD!”
 
    
 
   Mike reached down and quickly grabbed hold of my nipples, pinching and twisting them lightly, just enough to add an entirely new intensifier. Julie began rubbing the bristle end of the toothbrush around and over my clit and spasms raced down my legs and up into my loins. I wasn’t bucking so much as shaking with need, my brain reduced to the barest levels of cognitive function. All I knew was that I needed to cum. Badly. And that it both hurt and felt wonderful. Everything became focused on that tender little nub between my legs, tingling and burning and vibrating until I surged up off the table, screaming in desperation.
 
    
 
   “DO YOU WANT TO CUM?” Julie demanded, jamming half her hand into my gaping pussy even as she pressed the toothbrush harder into my clit.
 
    
 
   “PLLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE! UNNGNNNNNNNN!” I cried out.
 
    
 
   “Are you willing to pay the cost?” She demanded.
 
    
 
   I wish I could say that I considered it. That I stopped for just a moment and thought my way through it. But I didn’t. My mouth was on automatic and rational thought was impossible at that moment.
 
    
 
   “YES!”
 
    
 
   And she let me cum.
 
    
 
   Part Six
 
    
 
   I was sitting on the sofa, naked, eating yogurt. The television was on but I wasn’t really paying attention. Instead I was watching something a lot more interesting; Julie had been tied down to the ottoman, on her back, with her legs spread open, while Mike the Hardware Guy ran the motorized toothbrush through her foaming pussy, right up to her clit. The smidgen of peppermint paste he’d applied to her clit had created the bubbles quickly and Julie was clearly in desperate straits, pleading and begging him to let her cum. What she had failed to notice was that every time she begged, Mike glanced over at me, and with a little shake of my head, kept my wicked Mistress from exploding.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I was impressed. I didn’t know Julie well enough, at least from a dominant perspective, to have kept her from cumming. But clearly Mike did and he played her like she’d played me. Even an hour later my clit was still swollen, bright red, and felt like I’d laid it on a piece of sandstone and let time and the seasons weather it until it was sensitive to the touch. The ten minutes that Julie had just endured was nothing compared to what she’d done to me.
 
    
 
   “PLEASE! FUCK! FUCK DAMN IT! LET ME CUM!” She wheezed again between gasps. Mike looked up at me and I slowly put another spoonful of yogurt in my mouth. Then I shook my head. Mike grinned and pushed the head of the toothbrush up against her ass. Julie gasped.
 
    
 
   “Not there! Not there!” But Mike ignored her words as I smiled and ate another spoonful of yogurt.
 
    
 
   It was sort of cathartic.
 
    
 
   I let Julie stew for another five minutes or so and then slid off the couch, my cup of yogurt almost finished, with just another spoonful waiting. Kneeling, I waddled over to her and put the yogurt down on the floor. I grabbed the washcloth Mike had brought over and pushed him back away from her, dabbing at her pussy. Julie let out a choked sob. It took me a minute but eventually I cleaned her dripping slit of the foam, the scent of peppermint lingering over her loins. Then, much to Julie’s shock, I slipped between her legs, pushing Mike out of the way, and suckled her clitoris into my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Ohhh, Ohhhh! Ohhhh!” She panted.
 
    
 
   I came back up, letting her go, but grabbing my cup of yogurt. I pulled the spoon out and held it above her clit. The strawberry yogurt took forever to fall, but it landed with a cold, wet splat right on her clitty, making her cry out and jerk.
 
    
 
   “Shit!” She cursed, her back arching. “FUCK THAT’S COLD!”
 
   And then I warmed her up. I put my mouth back down on her cunt, sucking and licking and eating the yogurt right off her cute little clit, doing some things to her that brought her dangerously close to the edge.
 
    
 
   “Bre, she’s about to cum,” Mike warned me.
 
    
 
   I kept licking.
 
    
 
   “Bre! She’s going to cum!” Mike repeated, his eyes locked on the thrashing form of Julie’s boney body.
 
    
 
   I sucked on her clit as hard as I could, listening to her squeal, her body going rigid beneath me.
 
    
 
   “BRE! She’s cumming!” Mike practically yelled.
 
    
 
   A spurt of warm wetness exploded in my mouth as Julie spasmed against me. I drank down as much as I could, loving the taste of her, the softness of her, the very texture a perfect mix. Julie toes curled and her feet kicked and she pulled hard on the cords holding her down. I watched as her tiny tits rose and fell, the nipples hard and puckered. Her tiny hips jerked up and down and I felt the pressure of her grinding against my mouth as my tongue continued to swirl. Then I bit down on her clit gently and that was it. Julie screamed in absolute pleasure and release, arched her back, and then collapsed, panting with a groan of satisfaction that sounded so satisfying that I felt a surge of jealousy.
 
    
 
   I pulled my mouth away, licking the taste of her from my lips. Mike glared at me.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t want her cumming yet,” he said darkly, his arms crossed over his chest. I gave him a little smile and leaned back, picking up my yogurt cup. I put the spoon in my mouth and again tasted the mix of Julie and strawberry. Yum. I turned away and headed for the kitchen, my bare rump swinging from left to right. Did Mike have the right to tell me not to let her cum? Wasn’t I her submissive? What did it mean if my mistress was submitting to him? Did this make me his? If Julie was incapacitated, tied down and gagged, did I have a responsibility to obey him? And underlying all this was Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2, the one that stated that I had to willingly follow any order that didn’t directly cross one of my limits.
 
    
 
   I tossed the empty cup of yogurt in the trash and put the dirty spoon in the dishwasher. When I turned around Mike was there, his eyes still dark.
 
    
 
   “I told you that I wanted her to suffer for what she did to you,” he said to me. Again. I sighed and leaned backward against the counter. I crossed my arms too, just under my breasts so that my nipples pointed right up at him.
 
    
 
   “I’m not a switch,” I said. “I don’t do sadism.”
 
    
 
   Mike’s stare didn’t change a whit. “I gave you a direct order.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “So punish me,” I replied saucily.
 
    
 
   Mike actually growled. “I should,” he replied. “You deserve it. But your clit looks like raw meat and I can’t imagine it feeling any better.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. He wasn’t technically wrong. My clit felt like it had been put through the wringer. Puffy, red, raw, and tender were all good adjectives I could use to describe how that particular part of my anatomy felt. Even naked, the last thing I wanted was it touched.
 
    
 
   I grinned. “You know, there are other parts of me,” I said with a mischievous smirk. I twisted my hip and flashed a good deal of my ass at him.
 
    
 
   Mike started to say something, but then Julie slid into the room. She wormed her way under Mike’s arm and gave me a wicked little smile.
 
    
 
   “But that wouldn’t be punishment would it?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I eyed her speculatively. “I let you cum,” I protested. She nodded. “Yes. And while I’m personally grateful for that, you knew that Mike wanted to punish me.” She shook her head. “So what do you deserve?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip again. “A spanking?” I guessed.
 
    
 
   Julie gave me a disappointed look.
 
    
 
   I sighed. I knew the answer. I really did. I just didn’t want to think about it. Slowly I let my shoulders sag and Mike glanced between the two of us, totally confused.
 
    
 
   “What?” He asked me. I didn’t reply and he looked at Julie. “What? What’s her punishment?”
 
    
 
   Julie didn’t answer either and I shuffled out of the kitchen. Julie broke free of Mike’s embrace and followed me as I walked through the dining room and back into the dungeon. The dim lights did nothing to hamper me as I went straight to the coffee table, the scarred and stained wood dull. The cloth slings were still there, hanging from the ceiling and I sat down on the table and then laid back, slipping my feet into the slings. As I did Julie, and then Mike entered the room.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is going on?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   Julie went right over to me and helped get my legs situated appropriately.
 
    
 
   “Wait a moment,” Mike protested. “Julie. No. She can’t!”
 
    
 
   Julie turned and gave him a hard look. “Michael. I am her mistress. I know damned well what Breanne Erickson can take.”
 
    
 
   She didn’t bother securing my hands, but instead went to the bathroom. I heard her rummaging around in the closet and a moment later emerged holding a white box about the size and shape of a television remote. I closed my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Julie, you can’t be serious,” Mike protested. I sensed movement between my legs, little puffs of air against my spread open thighs. I hoped Julie wasn’t going to use clamps. I wasn’t sure I could handle clamps.
 
    
 
   “I know what I’m doing,” Julie said. She pressed something against the side of my pussy, then did it again on the opposite side. “Get the vibroballs for me, sweetie.”
 
    
 
   Mike shook his head and moved around the table. A moment later he handed the balls to her over my leg.
 
    
 
   “Tie her back down,” Julie told him.
 
    
 
   “Body straps too?” Mike asked.
 
    
 
   Julie’s head popped up so I could see it. “Do you need body straps, Bre?” She asked with a grin.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Well gosh, Julie. I don’t know. Do I?”
 
    
 
   She laughed. “I certainly hope so.” Then I felt her push the first of the vibroballs back into me. I gasped as the golf-ball sized sphere settled in deep.
 
    
 
   “Yeah. I know you like that!” Julie said, getting the second one and rubbing it across my petals. Mike rolled his eyes as she pushed the second ball into my dripping slit. A moment later my wrists had been once again bound even with my ears, tied to edges of the coffee table and I was stuffed. Then Mike put the Velcro straps back in place. Julie seemed finished and stood up, holding the TENS Unit. She looked down at me with a silly grin.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready for your punishment Breanne?” She asked me.
 
    
 
   I nodded, swallowing hard. “Just do it,” I said with clenched teeth.
 
    
 
   Julie grinned and I felt the tiniest tingle between my legs. I blinked. The electricity flowed through my clit, from one electro stim tab to the other, but she’d left it low. Then she grabbed the vibroballs remote and I felt the two bullets inside me roar to life. I gasped as they went from the lowest setting, scrolled through what I’d call medium, and then settled in at high. I groaned, my hips already pumping as my clit tingled with electrical pulses. It didn’t hurt. It felt like someone was grasping my clit and giving it a gentle squeeze, but with a pair of vibrator pincers. It was very confusing. I was already trembling when she stepped over to my outstretched leg and put her hand on my bare foot, her nails curling lightly into the arch. It tickled and I squealed, kicking lightly. Julie seemed to be expecting it and just held on until I settled down once more.
 
    
 
   “That’s it?” Mike asked. “Just a tingle? You call that punishment?” He asked.
 
    
 
   Julie snorted. “You’re the one who wanted me to go light on her. What’s the problem?”
 
    
 
   Mike came around, his cock still pressing against the cotton of his boxers. “It’s just…. Just…” he gestured at my pussy. My sweet, wet, tingling pussy. Oh God yes… this was perfect. I moaned. Loudly.
 
    
 
   “How long are you going to leave her like that?” Mike asked, gesturing down at my spasming cunt, the petals open and trembling, wet and gaping.
 
    
 
   Julie considered it for just a moment. “Well, the closer she gets to orgasm the higher I’m going to turn it up. I don’t want her cumming until that thing is frying her clit.”
 
    
 
   I whimpered and pumped my hips. She laughed and adjusted something on the mobile TENS Unit. The electricity seemed to surge between my legs, twice as strong.
 
    
 
   “Level 2!” Julie crowed. “Won’t be long now.”
 
    
 
   Mike shook his head. “I can’t believe you’ve gotten her to accept this.” He sighed. “And what if she cums?”
 
    
 
   Julie gave me a look and I saw the madness in her eyes. “What if she cums?” She asked in a sing song voice. “After I sap her little pussy, we’ll do it all over again…”
 
    
 
   Then, a moment later, as my hips thrust up, Julie Uterro whispered “Level three! She’s almost there.”
 
    
 
   Almost there.
 
    
 
    
 
   Dear Julie,
 
    
 
   As you know, Breanne is near and dear to her fans in a variety of ways. We know that she’s a bit fucked up mentally, but one of the things we find totally endearing about her is the fact that she’s always wet, always ready, and that she can tolerate sexual stimulation far longer than most of her peers. And I’m curious. Just how much can Breanne’s clit actually handle?
 
    
 
   If possible, I ask that you spend an entire day stimulating Bre’s clit. Licking, sapping, hot wax, icing, massage, vibration, stroking… anything you want, through however many orgasms until she finally begs for a medical out because her clit hurts. I want to know just how much she can take. Maybe different types of stimulation should be inflicted upon her every twenty or thirty minutes?
 
    
 
   I’d really appreciate it. I love the idea of her legs being tied open with you inflicting maximum damage, ever so slowly, to her gentle bits until she’s screaming at the touch. It sends shivers through me, wondering if I could endure that much too. Thanks!
 
    
 
   Jessica
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   About the Author:
 
    
 
   Breanne Erickson is a native of South Texas, having been born and bred in Katy, Texas. The author of over fourteen erotic collections and two outright novels, Breanne is the mistress of confessional BDSM Erotica. The quintessential “nympho humiliation pain slut,” Breanne pioneered the term and practically defined it with her amazing writing, her masochistic flair, and self-depreciating humor. With fire-engine red hair, snarky attitude and a winsome disposition, Breanne’s BDSM antics have earned her a vast following and thousands of people keep a close eye out while walking the streets of Houston, looking for a scantily-clad redhead, who they just know will say yes! 
 
   Breanne is a single mother and after her parents sold the family farm she now works as the personal assistant of Kari Anders, a friend and mistress who runs an interior design business catering to the ultra-rich.
 
   Breanne is a regular blogger and tweeter and you can find her work at www.michaelalexanderstories.blogspot.com and follower her on twitter @breannenhps.
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