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    “Way better than most books in the class.” 
 
    “Best dark erotica yet!” 
 
    “I couldn’t stop reading.” 
 
    “Five stars.” 
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 Responsible – Part One 
 
      
 
    “I am not responsible,” I declared in a tense and very strained voice, “for cum stains.” I glanced over to my left, looking at Kari as she laughed in response. Her delicate fingers shifted gears and the convertible’s engine seemed to hum in time with the vibroballs. 
 
      
 
    “You aren’t supposed to be cumming at all,” she said darkly. Her eyes danced over my twitching, exposed body and gave me a quick appraisal. “Are you close? You can always turn the vibroballs off, you know.” 
 
      
 
    I glared at her. I was agitated; mostly at being in this predicament in the first place. The Thrusting Anal Vibe, which she’d unceremoniously slid into my bottom that morning, wriggled inside my ass, its own oscillations just slightly off-beat when compared to the incessant buzz of the vibroballs Kari had popped into the opposite opening. 
 
      
 
    “I mean lubricant,” I stressed as my pussy tightened up around the twin spheres oscillating in my sex. “Maybe you should have let me wear panties.” It came out sort of snarly and Kari patted my bare leg, her fingers gliding along my upper thigh. 
 
      
 
    “You know the rules;” she said lightly. “No cumming. Turn the vibroballs off if you must.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. Yes, that was certainly an option. But so was just saying “screw it” and letting a massive orgasmic climax rip through me like a bullet through a beer can. She hadn’t been too specific about the punishment so maybe being naughty was worth it. 
 
      
 
    “And in case you’re thinking that the punishment might be worth it, be aware that after I put you through your paces later I will strap you into a chastity belt and deny you orgasm for at least a week. 
 
      
 
    The color drained from my face. Kari had actually done that to me once. I’d nearly gone insane and there were still streaks of banana fucking nuts crazy in me when such an ordeal is even mentioned. I don’t handle denial well. Oh sure, two or three days I can handle, provided you don’t mind a very moody, emotionally distraught, desperate to fuck anything even remotely cock shaped, girl around you. But a week? By Day 5 I’m sort of beyond caring what I can manage to use to bring myself to orgasm. I’ll hump a chainsaw in that state. And at Day 7? Well… it’s not pretty. 
 
      
 
    The front of the peasant blouse I was wearing fluttered up thanks to the cold air blasting out of Kari’s air conditioning and I squealed, arms coming up to smooth the thin, pleated material back down over bare breasts. It wasn’t easy. The clamps got in the way. 
 
      
 
    “Look,” Kari continued ignoring the flashing bosom, the hardened tips of my breasts, and the copper wire coated clamps. “I don’t see what your problem is. You’ve already turned the vibroballs off three times and you get to leave them off for a full thirty minutes. That’s more than enough time to get your libido in check.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I snorted. “While my tits and clit fry,” I said reluctantly. Kari might have thought that thirty minutes of electricity shooting through my clit and nipples would be a counterpoint to the intense stimulation of the vibroballs, but she was wrong. At least when the Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator was set to level one, or two, or even three. That wasn’t painful at all. In fact, it was more like a caress. I’d reeled from one near orgasmic precipice to another. 
 
      
 
    Kari grinned but didn’t reply. 
 
      
 
    I knew what she’d tried to set up - a sort of sexual paradox. Sure, I could turn off the vibroballs, letting them go silent inside me, supposedly reducing the overwhelming sexual need to explode. But she also required something else. I had to turn on the mobile TENS Unit. The control unit was tucked away in the bag against my side and had been there since nine that morning. Kari had arrived, sent me to the conference room to get dressed, and then wired me up. Along with some other sexual indignities. When I’d emerged fifteen minutes later, three sets of wires ran from the top of my shoulder bag to various points of my anatomy. Both nipples were caught in small, understated clamps with enough exposed copper wire to make it clear that the point wasn’t to crush the tips of my breasts, but to send voltage through each tender nub. A third set of wires ran along my side and into the waistband of the micro-skirt I was wearing. The wire then reappeared beneath the hem before going to the third clamp, which Kari had eagerly attached to my clit. 
 
      
 
    Yeah. You heard me right. The wire came back out under the hem. Fricking micro-skirts. While standing the six inch length of material barely covered my pussy and had to be worn beneath the hips, risking a twitch that would send the whole thing crashing to my ankles. But even that wasn’t the bad part. The bad part was that if I elected to turn off the vibroballs again it would be the fourth time. Fourth time equaled fourth level. And while the first three settings on the transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator had felt pleasant, ranging from a soft caress to heavier petting, level four was more like getting a hard, twisting pinch to each of the affected areas. Spending thirty minutes cringing each second as an invisible hand tweaked my nipples and clit wasn’t exactly the most appealing way to spend an afternoon. 
 
      
 
    On the flip side, we could be back at the restaurant where I’d been stared at constantly. Even the waitress had commented on the “novelty” of my attire. I’d blushed crimson while Kari had explained that I was a nympho humiliation pain slut and that I “liked” dressing that way. The waitress had been intrigued and Kari had even told her about the Thrusting Anal Vibrator I had up my ass, not to mention the damn TENS Unit and the vibroballs. I’d practically died of mortification when Kari had invited the girl to flip up the peasant blouse to see the clamps! Thank God we were in a back booth! 
 
      
 
    Back in Kari’s car I felt the wetness between my legs. My hips churned, working me against the trembling vibroballs and the thrusting anal vibrator, jammed deep in my ass. I knew right then, without a doubt, that I was leaking onto Kari’s expensive, leather car seat. 
 
      
 
    Serves her right. 
 
      
 
    We drove on in silence, hurtling up I-45 through the Woodlands up into Conroe. Traffic was horrible, despite the early afternoon and I kept glancing through the window, worried I was going to make the commute dangerous when some attentive driver noticed the redhead fuckslut, wearing clothing inappropriate for almost every venue, sitting in the red convertible with the blond hottie tottie behind the wheel. 
 
      
 
    “Where the hell are we going?” I asked grumpily, though my attitude was more a reflection of the growing stress building between my legs. Had I been allowed, I’d have jammed my fingers down between my legs and rubbed my clit until I’d cum. But that wasn’t permitted and despite the ticking time bomb inside me, threatening a rather impressive orgasm, I wanted to hold off as long as possible before enduring level 4 on the TENS Unit. 
 
      
 
    “The Becker Account,” Kari replied. “Rick wanted to meet with me so we could see the new retaining wall. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and I groaned. Rick Spratlin was a landscaping contractor Kari had been working with lately and I’d spoken with him a number of times on the phone. I hadn’t met him though and I silently cursed Kari Anders for setting me up. I was dressed like a two dollar whore, wearing only enough clothing to keep from being immediately indecent, and that was only if you threw out the obvious reference to my private parts that the clothing itself made. Remember, sometimes what is covered, and how it's covered can be sexier than plain nudity itself. I’m no dummy. I know that my clothes screamed “FUCKSLUT! PLEASE USE ME FOR YOUR OWN PLEASURE IMMEDIATELY!” 
 
      
 
    I made it another five minutes before I couldn’t take it anymore. The fucking dildo in my bottom. The vibroballs buzzing in my pussy. The utter humiliation of my state of dress. The wires leading to the clamps. It was just too much. Kari and I were already deep into the woods west of I-45, on the edge of the Sam Houston National Forest and I was on the cusp of orgasmic climax. With trembling fingers I turned off the vibroballs, gasping in both frustration and relief as the sexual force began to ebb and fade. I groaned, moving away from the precipice. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, get the TENS Unit on. Right now,” Kari ordered, giving me a somewhat stern glance. I nodded, taking a deep breath, reaching back into the bag on my side. I passed the Thrusting Anal Vibrator controller and grabbed the TENS Unit, turning the two dials up on either side. Immediately I felt the first jolt as the little machine pumped a few volts of electricity down each wire, through my nipples and clit, and then back up to the machine. I raised the level and the next pulse that hit me felt more like someone tapping on my body. Level three with a soft squeeze. And then each dial read “4”. I braced myself and got exactly what I was expecting. I let out a wheeze as the first real pain of the day hit me. 
 
      
 
    I let out a whimper as the TENS Unit let me go, only to catch me again with the sensation a second later. Pulses shot out from the machine, tenderly frying my clit and nipples as I struggled to sit still. My pussy tightened repeatedly and I realized that I’d reached a point where turning on the TENS Unit was actually detrimental. 
 
      
 
    “I’m… I’m…” I panted. “”Not sure…. If…” 
 
      
 
    Kari looked over at me. “Spit it out, Bre. What’s the problem?” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, mouth open as a spasm of tremors rushed through me. “I’m not sure….sure… can’t… this… just… might make… me…” 
 
      
 
    “Cum?” Kari asked. She laughed. “Well, if you do then clearly we’ve reached a point where it makes no difference if you’ve got the TENS Unit on, or the vibroballs.” She said stoically. “So if you do cum then you can leave both on. Additional orgasms will merely result in us upping the levels on all three toys.” She pointed at a private drive. “Ah. Here we are.” She said. 
 
      
 
    My eyes snapped open. “What?” I demanded, through the sharp pinches to each nipple and my clit. 
 
      
 
    “We’re here,” Kari said. 
 
      
 
    “No! I meant about turning up the levels. You can’t be serious!” The convertible turned onto the well paved roadway and hummed through some rather gorgeous woods. I sat there, right on the verge of cumming. 
 
      
 
    “You heard me. If you cum now we’ll have to keep everything on and every additional orgasm we’ll turn up the levels.” 
 
      
 
    “But… but….” I stammered. 
 
      
 
    Kari patted my bare leg. “I know. If I were you I’d try very hard to control yourself.” 
 
      
 
    A huge house appeared before us and there was a drive around toward the garage area that Kari took. Six pickup trucks were parked and the fence gate was open. A thousand thoughts went through my head, of being paraded in front of Rick Spratlin and his work crew, of cumming, of being fucked every which way... 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I whimpered. “I don’t want to do this,” I panted, gripping the armrest, my hips burning and thrusting, totally out of my control. 
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “Sorry kitten. You the only choice you have is if you’re going in there with just the TENS Unit crisping your cute little pussy and nips, or whether I turn on the vibroballs too.” 
 
      
 
    I half twisted in my seat and grabbed her arm. “Kari!” I hissed. “First impressions are very important! What is Rick going to think?” I demanded, even as a wave of pressurized need blasted up through my pussy. My bottom clenched tight around the Thrusting Anal Vibe and my entire body shook with barely contained energy. 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “He will think that you’re a slut. That’s what you’re dressed as, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    I moaned, the pinching sending waves of sweet bliss through me. Up from the tips of my breasts and through my clit. Shard after exquisite shard. I shook my head, my thoughts already swimming, unable to delineate pleasure and pain. “You dressed me like this! I was wearing blue jeans!” I gasped 
 
      
 
    Kari looked at me. “Breanne Erickson,” she said in a stern voice. “What are you?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. I hate the mantra. It pounded through me like a foot long dildo mounted to a jackhammer. 
 
      
 
    “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I whined. 
 
      
 
    “And what is your purpose?” She asked acidly. 
 
      
 
    My pussy quivered, trembling around the vibroballs, fluttering madly. “To satisfy other's sexual needs by letting them use and abuse me.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you like to be done to you?” 
 
      
 
    I whimpered and wrapped my arms around myself. My tits seemed to burn. “Hurt me.” 
 
      
 
    “And?” Kari asked again. 
 
      
 
    “Humiliate me,” I begged her, thrusting my hips forward, my bare and exposed pussy wild and wet. 
 
      
 
    “And?” she pushed. 
 
      
 
    My vision went dark as the wave rose up and took me, overwhelming me as I cried out. The orgasm shook me like a rag doll and then tossed me to the side so that I lay there, panting and broken. Slowly I turned my head to look at Kari, who was staring down at me. I couldn’t tell if she was pissed or amused. “Use me?” I asked, then began giggling madly. 
 
      
 
    Kari let out a long, exasperated sigh. “Get out of the fucking car.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly I climbed out of the convertible and stood up in the heat. My black strap fuck me shoes went well with the micro-skirt, which I suppose I should have tugged down below my hips to covering my stuffed, dripping, and clit clamped pussy. I could still feel the hard pinching sensation stemming from the electrical charge flowing through the wires and I bit my lip, trying to ignore the urge to groan and cry out, or maybe even thrust my hips back and forth eagerly. Behind me the Thrusting Anal Vibe continued to extend and retract, literally fucking my ass even as it added its own unholy buzz to the collection of pulses emanating from the TENS Unit. I reached into the bag hanging from my shoulder and a moment later the vibroballs came to life. I set them to the lowest setting, almost swooning as another wave of pure bliss cascaded over me. Oh my God did it feel good. I gave Kari a huge smile, drunk and stoned as any addict would be after a fix. 
 
      
 
    “The next orgasm you have I’m turning the vibroballs and the thrusting anal vibrator to medium, and the TENS Unit goes up to level five,” Kari said darkly. “And you’re still spending a week in denial.” 
 
      
 
    My pussy pulsed around the vibroballs, mixing with the shocks and I let out a loud, low groan. “So much for first impressions,” I muttered. 
 
      
 
    Kari patted my rump once and then turned to face the gate. “You’ll be a hit. Trust me.” Then she took my hand and pulled me into my next fuckfest. 
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    Over the last six months I’ve started to become inured to the trappings of the rich. I’ve seen two million dollar homes get gutted all because someone wanted a wall moved two feet in one direction. I’ve watched thousand dollar mahogany panels tossed into a trash heap just because someone wanted a marble wet bar in that spot. I’ve seen kitchens as big as my entire apartment, with granite countertops so long and wide that it took semi-trucks to get the stone to the site. I’ve seen six car garages… with a car in each space. The excess of the rich is so astonishing, how they value things, that for someone like me, who earns about thirty thousand dollars a year as a personal assistant (*ahem* sex slut) for a private designer, (not to mention the thousand or so dollars I get from book sales) it’s almost beyond belief.  
 
      
 
    I followed Kari in, already twitching as the combined energy of both the vibrations and the electrical surges of the TENS unit began working their magic. On most days I’m multi-orgasmic and despite the climax just minutes before, that sort of intense and precise stimulation only reignited fires barely banked. My hands slid down along the micro-skirt, forcing it over my hips and pushing it low so that the wires going down to my swollen clit and personal swamp weren’t quite so obvious. There was nothing I was going to be able to do about the clear streams of cum that were leaking down my thighs, but I could hope that the glistening moisture would go unnoticed when compared to all the other interesting things to look at. Maybe the blond goddess herself would be sufficient distraction that no one would notice her redheaded, half-dressed, fuck slut assistant. 
 
      
 
    Yeah. Right. Then we stepped into the backyard of the Becker residence and my jaw dropped. 
 
      
 
    There wasn’t a lot of grass. The manicured, golf green that covered the small slope between the heavy woods and the pool deck wasn’t much larger than the lawn of quarter acre lot. You could have a decent plot for badminton and that was about it. Part of the hillside had been cut away for what was obviously an expansion to the deck area and a new retaining wall had been installed, leaving room for the installation of an in-ground fiberglass hot tub, separate from the pool itself. A heavy looking red-cedar pergola, wrapped with trumpet vine, shaded a good portion of the deck, and new posts had been set upright in the construction area. Once the spa was in place I knew that fresh timbers could be added to cover the hot tub as well. There was also a new patio kitchen being worked on, though none of the men busying themselves around the site were laying brick. All of them were handling stone meant for the wall.  
 
      
 
    At least for a brief moment. Then one by one, they caught sight of Kari, and if their eyes momentarily lusted for the woman who proceeded me, it was my barely clad body, the dark goddess of BDSM erotica herself, that they settled on. Kari Anders was more beautiful - yes, but unattainable. They had no chance with her. They understood it instinctively. She was too good for them. But me? The fuck slut girl behind the goddess herself? Half high priestess and half innocent sacrifice meant to be defiled upon the goddess’ altar? Hey… I won THAT vote hands down.  
 
      
 
    In their defense, at least there was no tongue wagging, but the wide-eyed looks of appreciation and instant lust were not just evident, but appallingly obvious. I could see what they thought of me. I blushed crimson and my pussy tightened up. I tried to embrace the electric shocks, the hard pinches to my clit and nipples as a defense mechanism. It didn’t really work because the idea of fucking all of them, one after another, was not just some perverted fantasy of a slutty teenager. I actively wanted it. Then, maybe a quick dip in the pool? 
 
      
 
    In hindsight I can just imagine me standing there, mouth partially open, trembling as the electricity hit my nipples and clit, my hips slinging back and forward thanks to the repeated and incessant ass fucking I was getting, my pussy tingling from the vibroballs. All the wires had to be intriguing. Where did they go and why were they there? And my clothes? The micro-skirt barely covering my pussy and definitely NOT covering my butt? And the stupid peasant blouse? If I’d hopped up and down just once - both tits would have been clearly seen! You could glimpse the lower curves of each bosom anyway! 
 
      
 
    I looked away, which was why I totally missed Rick’s approach. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Ms. Anders. How are you?” a man’s voice said. I recognized it instantly and my head popped up. Rick Spratlin stood a few feet away from us, dressed in slightly dusty blue jeans, work boots, a tee shirt, and a long sleeve over shirt. There was an earthy scent to him and his rippling muscles made it clear that he was a man that spent every waking moment outdoors. He was clean shaven, around thirty or so, and yes, I looked at his left hand. No ring.  
 
      
 
    “Rick, it’s coming along nicely!” Kari said, gesturing toward the wall. Rick moved his eyes off of Kari and then stared at me, giving me a long look, his mouth widening in a fantastic and very welcoming grin. Finally he turned away and glanced back at the stonework where his men all quickly looked away from us and began busily mixing mortar and placing cut stone. Ah… such diligence. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely! Just like your drawing in fact,” he said, gesturing. “We will be done later today and then the pergola guys will be in to finish.” 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded and strode forward quickly, her high heels clattering on the stamped concrete decking. I followed along behind her like an adjunct, my heels twice the danger and much noisier. Rick waited for me to pass, obviously wanting to stare at my ass, and then stayed back there as Kari surveyed the diggings. 
 
      
 
    “It does look good, Rick.” She walked the edge of the decking and then looked back at the foreman behind me. “Your people do good work.” 
 
      
 
    Rick smiled. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Kari grinned. “We do need to talk however. I have a few more things that we need to accomplish and I’ll need an estimate so that I can decide how much I can get away with. Does your crew need your direct supervision or can we leave Breanne in charge?” She gestured at me. 
 
      
 
    “Oh! So you’re Breanne!” Rick said, as if this were a surprise. I gave him a shocked stare, which in hindsight was probably very rude. He looked back at Kari. “We’re actually in the final stages. My crew can handle things from here,” he said assuredly, his eyes still locked on me.  
 
      
 
    Kari nodded and then looked over at me. “Why don’t you have a seat there on one of the lounge chairs and keep an eye on things while Rick and I talk over things.” She pointed to a chaise lounger about fifteen feet away from the stonework. My eyes widened in disbelief because sitting in one of those things would have been about the same as stripping naked to sunbathe. 
 
      
 
    “Kari!” I hissed, giving Spratlin a look. “You can’t be serious!” I protested, leaning close enough to her that I was pretty sure no one else heard me. 
 
      
 
    “I am,” she said, loudly. “And remember the rule about your knees.”  Then she turned and strolled right over to Spratlin. I stood there, gaping. He gave me a rueful smile and a shrug as she pulled him under the porch ceiling. They sat down at one of the tables. I watched as Kari pulled out her tablet and immediately began going over designs with him. I was forgotten. 
 
      
 
    Except… I wasn’t. I was still being watched eagerly by the work crew. Slowly I went to the chaise lounger. It was facing them and for a second I contemplated pulling it away and repositioning it, but I had a feeling Kari would have objected. There was no help for it. I had to do it. I took a deep breath, pussy shaking, nipples throbbing, clit pulsing, ass locked tight around the thrusting anal plug. I spread my legs, stepping around the end of the lounger and took a few steps backward before lowering myself down in what was more a carefully controlled fall than anything remotely resembling a graceful seat. My skirt rode up high, exposing everything between my spread open legs and as I fell backward at an incline. The front of my peasant blouse did not like the new angle and settled atop my breasts, rather than over them, leaving the clamped tip of each bosom totally exposed.  
 
      
 
    No one said anything, and no one moved except me. I sat there for a whole minute, counting out the one pinch per second shocks that crushed my clit and nipples between invisible fingers. I spread my legs a touch wider in order to really feel the strain of my position on my inner thighs. The chaise lounge made for an exacting spot. The peasant blouse couldn’t handle the backward tilt and had fallen up against my collar, leaving both breasts in full view of the work crew. My nipples tingled with each electrical pulse and all of it seemed to swirl around the combined effects of the vibroballs and thrusting anal vibrator. I put the bag down on the decking beside me.  
 
      
 
    There comes a point during a humiliating experience where you reach a line. Once everyone has gotten to see the goods, then really all you can do is accept it, open up, and bask in the attention. I was clearly there, though inside my head I could hear the screams of outrage, of embarrassment, urging me to close up, grab my clothing as it fell off, and run for cover. So despite the orgasm not five minutes before, the stimulation combined with the exposure was more than enough to excite me again and my hips churned slowly in and out as I pumped against the vibroballs. The delicate shocks pinching my clitoris were as stimulating as someone’s tongue might have been, touching the same spot. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, knowing that Spratlin’s crew was watching me intensely, what with my pussy in full view, my spread legs and high heels slim and smooth. And with all those intriguing wires going in and out of me, who’d have blamed them for their interest? The red head fuck slut was giving a show that rivaled and surpassed anything they’d have seen at a strip club. That’s for sure. I wanted to put my hands down, to run my fingers through my pussy, to rub my clit, but I was worried about getting shocked. Then, not knowing what else to do, I began caressing myself, running fingers up and down my stomach, then up to my breasts, squeezing the soft globes lightly beneath the sharply pinching clamps. I moaned and grimaced, the combination of sweet pleasure and hard discomfort mixing in my brain like some sort of gumbo.  
 
      
 
    Occasionally I’m accused of being the dullest knife in the block and working myself into an orgasmic froth was about the dumbest thing I could have done, since Kari had made it abundantly clear that there was only one repercussion for cumming. Kari had said it right when we got out of the car. If I cum again the levels go up. So the vibroballs would go to medium. The Thrusting Anal Vibe would go from being a discomfort in the rear to being a certified, pain in the ass. And the worst thing would be the TENS Unit, which would see the shocking levels go from five to six.  
 
      
 
    I’d experienced that before and the best way I could describe level six is like is to invoking the image of red hot needles being shoved repeatedly through your nipple. My clit could handle level six just fine, again with sharper, but relatively painless pinching. But if I got to level seven, the pain in my tits would leave me screaming and it would be my clit getting the red hot piercing sensation. 
 
      
 
    So I tried to hold off. For like five whole minutes. Then I couldn’t take it anymore. My hips churned wildly as my chest heaved. Small moans and whimpers became louder and louder as my hands squeezed my boobs around the clamps. I slid my fingers into my pussy, ignoring the threat of getting zapped, found my clitoris, and spread the hot cream of arousal around the tip. My toes curled in my shoes as I thrust upward, trembling with passion, even, to some extent, enjoying the audience, who had completely stopped their work to watch.  
 
      
 
    When I finally did cum the round of applause I got was almost as humiliating as the fact that I’d just squirted a good amount of juice out onto the lounge chair. I groaned and shuddered as the waves of sweet bliss blew through me and my toes curled in the black fuck me shoes I was wearing. Slowly I opened my eyes, chest heaving as I panted, only to see Kari standing over me with a look of delight on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Really? I couldn’t even leave you for ten minutes?” She asked cheerfully. I knew she wasn’t mad at me cumming. It just meant more torment. More punishment.  
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked dazedly, my brain still soaked in a whole lot of hormones that make you feel amazingly good. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head and sighed. “In consideration, I’m willing to delay your punishment,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I laughed then, still feeling amazing. “Why wait?” I giggled stupidly. 
 
      
 
    Kari considered this. “If you would prefer, you may have someone remove your vibroballs, the thrusting anal vibrator, and all three TENS Units clamps. Temporarily of course.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “What? I can?” I asked bewildered, missing the “you may have someone,” part of her statement. 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded. “Yes. For as long as you have cock inside you.” 
 
      
 
    It took me a long moment to figure that one out, but my audience had it in seconds. I slowly looked over, seeing the hunger in their eyes. Realization burst inside my head another long moment later and I looked back at Kari in astonishment. Our eyes met and all I could do was stare up into Kari’s excited face. Then she turned and waltzed away. But a new person filled my view and I looked up into Rick Spratlin’s beaming face. I blushed crimson, well aware that he could see every part of me. He put his hand on my leg, high up, in a spot that most women wouldn’t even allow to be seen, much less touched without marriage vows. 
 
      
 
    “Need some help with those toys?” He asked, sinking down to one knee. His fingers felt warm and strong. Just an inch more and he’d have been touching the folds of my sex.  
 
      
 
    I nodded breathlessly, unable to bring myself to speak as his hand moved. Fingers slid along my sex and I groaned as his fingers dug into my pussy, pulled free the vibroballs. Then one of his men, probably the foreman, came over and plucked the controllers out of the bag, turning off the TENS Unit first, then freeing my nipples of the clamps. I sighed as hands slid over my skin, touching me, rubbing me, feeling me. The back of the chaise lounger was lowered even further and I was pushed onto my side, one set of hands on my breasts while Rick’s fingers pulled the Thrusting Anal Vibrator out of my ass. Then, before I could complain or even comment, his hands were pulling my peasant blouse off, over my head. The skirts came down to my knees. Rick took my hands, hauled me to my feet, and the skirt fell too. I stepped out of it, naked, wet, wanting, and surrounded by half a dozen men, each who wanted me. 
 
      
 
    I wanted them too. 
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _tyjcwt]Responsible - Epilogue 
 
      
 
    The afternoon sun had dipped behind some trees and I groaned as Rick worked the Thrusting Anal Vibrator back into my ass. I was bent over the diving platform, a set of slate ledges, still dripping wet from my hasty and unplanned dip in the pool. Granted, it had been very refreshing, waking me up from about two hours’ worth of sexual overload. I think I’d cum like four or five times in all and the water had washed away enough cum to change the pH levels in the pool.  
 
      
 
    “Easy there,” Rick said as I tightened up, resisting the push of his hand. “Open up. Relax, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a frustrated grunt and tried to relax. But my body seemed to want to resist and the only lubrication that he’d given the damn thing was another dip into my pussy. After being in the water, that hadn’t quite been enough. 
 
      
 
    “I am relaxed,” I said explosively, pushing out another hard breath. I whined a bit, eyes closing as he managed to get the thing in deeper. My sphincter tightened around the end and he gave my ass a soft little pat.  
 
      
 
    “There you go. All stuffed.” 
 
      
 
    I shuddered slightly. I was hardly “all stuffed,” but the hardest part was done. I twisted on the rock and looked up at him. “Not all stuffed. I still need the vibroballs put back inside me.” 
 
      
 
    Rick laughed. “Damn girl, you are a glutton. Is there ever a moment you aren’t fucking something or someone?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it for a moment. Sure I could go into the facts of being a woman, explaining some of the processes and difficulties, but why confuse the man. I shook my head instead. “Nope.” It was pretty close to honesty anyway. 
 
      
 
    He held out his hand and I took it, letting him pull me up. Across the way his crew was finishing up the wall, seemingly none-the-worse for wear with the interruption. On the grass were the remains of the tryst - a pile of spent condoms, a large, construction drop cloth, and my clothes and shoes. I took a deep breath and headed over there, walking past the guys, who were still all enjoying my nudity. It’s amazing they could build a retaining wall at the same time. I grabbed my stuff, shoes hanging from two fingers, and tiptoed back around to the deck. Under the pergola, I set my stuff down on a table and began sorting through it just as Kari emerged from inside the house. 
 
      
 
    “Finished Breanne?” She asked me. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a long, solid stare, which she met with serenity. Finally I sighed, looking away. “Don’t you mean ‘are they finished with me’?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed. “Oh dear heart. If they weren’t you’d still be on your back.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced up at her. “We ran out of condoms,” I said wryly. 
 
      
 
    Her eyebrows went up. “Oh dear.”  
 
      
 
    I picked up the vibroballs and looked at her. “Do I really need to put these back in?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled sweetly. “If they aren’t back in your pussy within the next thirty seconds I’ll declare you in violation of Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number One and punish you for it. That, and your unauthorized orgasms today will cost you.” She reached out, put a finger on the padlock hanging from my right nipple, and gave it a little wiggle. I gasped as the sensation shot right down through me, right to my pussy. 
 
      
 
    For a second, I wondered just how bad it would be. “Just what’s this going to cost me?”  
 
      
 
    Kari leaned over and kissed me on the mouth. I melted in her embrace, only to hear her delighted, spirited laughter. 
 
      
 
    “Everything.”  
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _3dy6vkm]The Cost - Part One 
 
      
 
    July 4th, 2016 
 
      
 
    I was sitting on the couch when the doorbell rang but my “automatic-door-opener” functioned exactly as designed. About a half-second after the chiming sound echoed through my apartment, a flurry of eight-year-old arms and legs shot out of the back bedroom, passed me at close to the speed of sound, and then barreled down the hall, until the sound of fifty-five pounds of running child crashing into the front door made the apartment building shudder. I presumed, from the lack of crying or screams, that my daughter’s attempt at slowing down enough to avoid injury had been successful, and I heard the telltale squeak of the hinges as she opened up the front door. 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Hello Aunt Julie!” Rachel said brightly. “Is that for me?” I heard a rustling of paper and sighed. My various lovers had taken to bringing my daughter gifts, following in a tradition that focused on manipulating me by means of spoiling my child. The problem was that Rachel was genuinely precocious and everyone seemed to adore her. No matter how many times I swore up and down that alone, with just me, she was a hellion who I needed to ship off to a nunnery, her various “aunts” made absolutely no effort to scale back. I heard Julie’s voice from down the hall. 
 
      
 
    “Well, this one is. And make sure you use your headphones. It won’t work properly without it. This other one is for your mother.” I heard Rachel’s “oohhh! Thank you!” as the appropriate package was handed over and then it was like everything happened in reverse. The door shut and the automatic-door-opener rushed back into her room at light speed as if nothing had ever happened. I twisted, looking over my shoulder to see Julie come into the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Morning, princess!” Julie said sweetly, running her fingers along my shoulders before coming around the sofa. “How are you this morning?” 
 
      
 
    I paused and took a moment to study the young woman standing before me. She was dressed in a pair of tight blue jean shorts that showed off her very long, abnormally thin legs, along with a pair of flip flops that admittedly did her dainty feet justice. She wore a polo shirt that did little to conceal her small bosom, but it did look cute on her. Her chocolate colored hair, which was more a shade of dark cocoa than milk, curled around her face and she looked down on me with a smile that was so heartfelt and real that I felt a warm tingle go all the way through me. It’s hard not to be looked at like that and not feel loved. 
 
      
 
    Or wanted. 
 
      
 
    I gave her an answering grin. “Good I suppose. Though admittedly I’m a little desperate,” I warned her with a smirk and a wink. She nodded in appreciation and sat down on the loveseat to my right. 
 
      
 
    “Tough day yesterday?” She asked, crossing her legs and setting down a wrapped box on the cushion next to her. I eyed the package suspiciously, but didn’t say anything. Rachel wasn’t the only one accustomed to gifts. Except mine were usually the indecent kind. Julie spread her arms out along the back of the loveseat. She wasn’t wearing a bra and I could see the raised bumps of each nipple. I resisted the urge to go over and remind myself what she tasted like. She looked so scrumptious. 
 
      
 
    Instead I shrugged. “Not so much. Ben wa balls aren’t that difficult to deal with,” I replied with a sigh. “And it certainly wasn’t worth the punishment you subscribed.” That last bit came out a little snarky and Julie grinned, shrugging her shoulders. 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like it worked exactly as intended. You spent the day with two little balls rolling around in that soft, wet pussy of yours, pushing you to cum, and instead of giving in, you held off and decided to make today even worse. I love it!” Her eyes flashed brightly. “Are you ready?” She asked, grabbing the box and leaning forward, her face eager. 
 
      
 
    I looked up from my little cocoon of blankets and pillows and glanced with trepidation at her wrapped gift. “What? Don’t I get a last meal or something?” I asked playfully as she leaned forward. 
 
      
 
    “You mean a final opportunity to cum before I lock you in?” She retorted, then shook her head. “Sorry. No. That’s not how this works.” She stood up and gestured me to get up, leaving the box there on the loveseat. Letting me stew. “If you’re cooperative, I might give you an immediate opportunity to buy stimulation though.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “You can’t seriously mean to lock me into a chastity belt for a week.” It came out like a statement, but the underlying question was certainly there. 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. “I’m not the one who pissed off Kari.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth opened wide. “I didn’t piss off Kari! She made unreasonable demands of me!” I protested, standing up. The blankets fell off me and revealed the tee shirt and gym shorts I was wearing. I put my bare feet down on the floor and took a step toward her, the crimson color of my hair matching my nails. “I don’t think this is very fair.” 
 
      
 
    Julie studied me for a moment then closed the distance between us. She brought her hands up, placed her palms on my shoulders, and then slowly slid her hands down my front until she was touching my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “No bra,” she murmured softly, making a soft circling motion. I let out a tiny groan as my nipples hardened instantly. Her palms felt amazing, even with the cotton shirt between us. Then suddenly she wrapped her arms around me, her mouth falling on mine as she slid her hands up under my shirt, along my spine. I couldn’t help it. I kissed her back, loving the wave of sweet bliss that seemed to pour over me. 
 
      
 
    Julie didn’t just kiss me. Her hand went up my back and then down again, pushing through the waistband of my shorts, dipping beneath my panties, cupping and squeezing my bottom. Her fingers left me tingling as she kneaded my flesh even as her other hand slid under my left arm. Her nails traced little lines of pleasure up along my belly, finding the tip of my breast and tweaking the nipple, just enough to leave me gasping. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” she whispered in my ear, her lips lingering along my jaw. “We are going to go into your bedroom.” Her knee came up, pressing hard between my legs and I took a step to the side, opening my thighs as she ground her leg into my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “And you are going to take off all your clothes for me. And no more of this objecting shit. You’ll accept everything I want to do to you. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. “Yes mistress!” I whispered back, not wanting to attract my daughter’s attention, regardless of headphone games. Julie gave my nipple another pinch and let go of my bottom, stepping back as she extracted her arms from my clothing. I stood there swaying as she turned and grabbed the package, then swung around the loveseat and headed down the hall toward my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, feeling just a touch light headed. I realized I was trembling, though whether from anticipation or fear I wasn’t sure. One thing I did know was that I was soaked, my pussy so wet that my lower half could have been mistaken for a swamp. As Julie disappeared I summoned the courage to follow her. I kicked my blankets aside and hurried after. I went all the way back to my room and shut the door behind me. Julie stood in the far corner, waiting. 
 
      
 
    “Now come here,” she said, pointing at the spot in front of her. I moved around my bed and did as I was told. “Take off your clothes. All of them,” she ordered. 
 
      
 
    I hesitated for only a moment. “Julie, just remember that…” I began as I pulled off my shirt. 
 
      
 
    “I’m fully aware of our unintentional audience,” she interrupted. “Why did you think I brought the new game for her DS?” Julie asked, referring to Rachel’s present. “Now, put your hands behind your head and stay quiet.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked as I tossed the shirt aside. “Stay quiet? What do you mean?” I asked as I interlaced my fingers behind my head and gave her a confused look. 
 
      
 
    Julie answered with kinetic movement, rather than a verbal reply. Her right hand lashed out, caught my left breast in a vicious, painful slap, and then continued on so that both my boobs swung heavily to my right side, stinging as the spank radiated through my chest. 
 
      
 
    “Aaahhh,” I yelped, clenching my teeth to keep from making a louder noise. 
 
      
 
    “That’s what I mean,” Julie said quietly in response. Then, without waiting for me to be ready, she slapped my breasts again, this time coming from the other side. 
 
      
 
    The groan that did escape my lips was small enough that neither I nor Julie worried about someone else hearing it and I stood there, eyes closed, trembling as the pain shot through both tits. 
 
      
 
    “Your shorts and panties. Lose them,” Julie said next. I let go of the back of my neck and immediately jammed my thumbs into the waistband, pushing the material down. As I did, Julie went digging in her short’s pocket. We both came up at the same time, me buck naked, standing in a puddle of my own clothing, her with a pair of silver alligator clamps. Our eyes met and I glanced down, my mouth opening in surprise, but she was already leaning forward. Pushed behind the piercing, I felt the teeth lock down on my right tit, biting deep. Then Julie did the other side, leaving my nipples throbbing. Her hand came up between my legs and she didn’t waste any time. Her fingers, two of them, pushed into me and she pulled upward, cupping my sex, throwing me backward onto the bed. I cried out in surprise, but she fell on top of me, her hand between my legs, and her mouth on mine. I shuddered as she thrust her fingers hard into my pussy, but it was a pleasure I needed. Sweet bliss went up, found my burning nipples, and took that pain as well, eating it and making it something greater than the sum of its parts. My hips surged upward and the weight of her pushed on me until I wanted everything she wanted to do to me. 
 
      
 
    Julie lifted herself up and pulled her hand from between my legs. “Spread yourself wide,” she whispered. I opened up immediately, hurriedly, as if my very life depended on it. I felt the rippling stretch in each thigh, the hot exposure of my sex, and I tried to spread myself outward, lifting my hands above my head. I tilted my head back, wanting every part of me to be available. At that moment, it didn’t matter what Julie Uterro wanted to do to me. I needed it. Wanted it. Begged for it. If she pulled out a leather sap, intending to spank my pussy until I came, I was totally ready for it. Instead she opened the package. I heard paper tearing as she loomed above me. 
 
      
 
    “This is a new chastity belt,” Julie explained, her voice tempered and even, as if the power and rush of our kiss had never existed. I opened my eyes to see her pulling out a padded metal… thing. It looked like panties. Uncomfortable, rigid panties. She held it up. “What do you think, princess? Going to enjoy this one?” 
 
      
 
    I stared at the chastity belt, blinking. To be honest, I hadn’t expected either Julie or Kari to buy me a new chastity belt. My old one, a leather contraption with diabolical design, was the kind of thing that I’d been expecting. It had a vaginal vibrator, and vibrating anal plug, and worst of all; a small rubber coated bump that was positioned right above my clit. I half expected all of this but the new chastity belt wasn’t quite as impressive. The padded steel harness sported two, shiny, metal, phallic probes, each formed with stacked spheres. They looked like dildos made of steel bubbles. One was sticking straight up and looked uncomfortable. The other was tilted at an angle and didn’t look much better. The tips almost met and I could just imagine what being stuffed with them would feel like. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” Julie continued, setting the belt aside and putting her hand right on my pussy, her fingers closing on each side of my clitoris and squeezing the little nub between her knuckles. I gasped and shuddered, waves of pleasure blasting through me. “Let me explain how this is going to work,” she said. “The anal plug is removable, so you will not need to have us here to use the restroom. You can also pee through the front of the belt. So don’t expect us to be here in the evenings, unless we want to be. I might come by to torture you this week. Or someone else.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded but I wasn’t paying attention, not really. Julie’s fingers were teasing me, working back and forth, sending me rapidly up the mountain toward the cliffs of orgasm. It all meshed with my aching breasts and all I could do was whimper and hold on for the ride.  
 
      
 
    “Once I lock you in the belt, you will only be released once per day, in the morning, by either Kari or myself. Both of us expect the denial to drive you mad. So we have come up with a pricing list of torments you can have inflicted upon you, or may inflict yourself, to buy short bursts of stimulation.”  Her fingers tweaked my clit and my back arched as I brought a knuckle to my teeth and began gnawing on it, just to keep quiet. “The only other rule is that you may not purchase two stimulations without an hour wait between them.” 
 
      
 
    She pulled her hand away from between my legs, leaving me only a few feet from the orgasmic edge. “Now I’ve got two different lubricants,” she said, pulling out two small bottles. Both I recognized. One was On4Her, a sort of Stinging O equivalent that would chill then burn me while the other was simple KY Warming Jelly. I stared at her in shock as she set the bottles down. 
 
      
 
    “So here is how this is going to work. You have an initial option,” she explained, pulling a leather sap out of the back pocket of her shorts. “You can take twenty strokes of this to your clit,” she laid the sap on my clit, letting the leather rest there, soaking up my juices. “Or you can chicken out and have me coat the dildo with the On4Her.” 
 
      
 
    My mind reeled. I hate decisions like this. My hips thrust up wantonly and I knew that Julie was well aware of my arousal. Was there a chance I’d cum from the strokes of her sap? Yes. What if Rachel heard what was going on? Not likely. She was no doubt playing the new game, her ears stuffed with the headphones. Could I cum? I didn’t know. God… my tits hurt! Then my mouth moved without checking with my brain. 
 
      
 
    “If you let me cum, you can do both,” I pleaded, giving her my doe-eyed look, my expression oozing with eagerness. Julie’s eyes widened and her grin spread until she looked positively devilish. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you sweet, wicked, wonderful girl,” she whispered, tapping my pussy with the sap. There was no pain, just the pressure, the staccato beat emphasizing what she was saying. “How many strokes do you think it would take to get you cum?” She asked, her other hand coming up to my breast and twisting the nipple. I groaned, thrusting my hips upward, trying to fuck the little leather paddle. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know!” I gasped. “Let’s find out!” 
 
      
 
    Julie let out a little hum of pleasure and then snapped her wrist. 
 
      
 
    The impact was sudden and full and the sting that radiated out from my clitoris felt like I’d just pressed my little nub to a belt sander, ripping off the first two or three layers of skin. I gasped, my bottom coming up off the mattress and Julie gave my left nipple another twisting pinch before giving me another solid whack. I mewled, my breasts rising and falling as the waves of discomfort merely heightened every sexual urge in my body. 
 
      
 
    “What a naughty little girl,” purred my mistress, hitting my pussy again with the sap. “Suggesting such a wicked, evil thing.” Her hand let go off my left nipple and snagged the padlock on my right, giving it a vicious twist. “And to think she’d make such a bargain,” Julie shook her head, then snapped the leather paddle hard into the soft, pink target between my legs. I gritted my teeth, crooning as I thrust my hips upward, desperate for her to hit me more. I needed it. Fast and hard and hot. 
 
      
 
    “Please! Please Julie!” I begged, whimpering as my chest heaved. She let go of the padlock and both her hands went between my legs, one clutching the sap, the other bare as she ran her fingers through my dripping hot petals. She opened me up even further, spreading my labia and making a target of my nub. 
 
      
 
    “Look at that little clitty, all swollen and red. It’s like you need me hurt that little part of you. Isn’t that true?” She asked in this sing songy voice. The sap smacked down hard and I yelped before my legs started to close. It was completely involuntary, my body reacting to the stimulus with a protective gesture. I opened back up and she let me have another shot that left my entire pussy prickling with heat. 
 
      
 
    “It’s like the question with the tootsie roll pop though, isn’t it?” Julie asked, giving me another breathtaking slap, right on the clit. “How many strokes of the sap does it take to make Breanne cum?” I wanted to say “four. Just four more!” But didn’t dare. I trembled with need. I was so close! Almost right there. Just another three or four strokes! 
 
      
 
    Julie leaned over and to my absolute utter delight, ran her tongue up from my bottom, across my perineum, through my sex, and then sucked my clit into her mouth. I went crazy. Flashes of light blinded me. I lifted my ass off the bed, pushing it up into her mouth. I knew what was coming. She was about to slam the sap into me. Hard. She’d suck on my clit, and when she let me go she’d do it. She’d push her thumb into me and hit me so hard I’d scream! I put my hand to my mouth, a knuckle between my teeth, preparing the only way I could. I could feel it. The orgasm. It was going to be huge. Tension shot through me, making me rigid and stiff, my toes curling as I pushed upward. My thighs rippled, the skin taut and firm. I could feel the leather against my sopping wet slit, soaking up my juices and I knew the next few strokes would knock me over the edge. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t realize that I’d closed my eyes in expectation of the last, orgasm granting blow until I didn’t feel the pressure of the sap. Oh, the paddle was still there, between my legs, resting on my pussy. But Julie wasn’t holding it. I looked up at her. Her back was turned toward me and she was fiddling with something. I blinked. 
 
      
 
    “Julie?” I whined. You have to understand, I was there. On the EDGE. You could have given me a dildo made of frozen sulfuric acid and I’d have probably given it some serious consideration. 
 
      
 
    She turned and I could have sworn there were red glimmers of light in her eyes. There was a flash of steel and then she bent down and pushed the steel bubble dildo into my pussy. I cried out, partly because it wasn’t what I was expecting, but also because the penetration was hard and cold. 
 
      
 
    “Now roll over,” Julie ordered, grabbing my leg and forcibly turning me. The bubble dildo jerked inside me and my pussy tried to throttle it, using it as a lever to push myself over the edge. But then Julie pulled up on the belt and the second bubble dildo, lubed in the exact same manner, was forced into my ass. I was totally unprepared. Pain exploded in my bottom just as I began to realize that my offer had been rejected. She’d coated both probes with the On4Her lube. My pussy and ass were burning. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe that you’d make me such an offer, knowing that I could sap you, and then stuff your cunt and ass with those dildos covered in that stuff anyway.” She yanked hard on the back of the chastity belt, making sure both dildos were seated all the way in and then she buckled it all together at the two little dimples to either side of the small of my back. I cried out as the reality of it all hit me. There was going to be no explosion. No orgasm. This was it. Wanton despair and acute sexual discomfort. 
 
      
 
    “Julie!” I sobbed angrily. “Oh fuck!” 
 
      
 
    She slapped me hard on the ass. Hard enough to leave a small, hand-shaped red mark. The chemical burn made me pump my hips and the steel dildos barely moved. I let out an acute groan. I wasn’t going to cum, but I knew I’d spend the next twenty minutes pumping my cute little ass like a girl trying to hump a hot curling iron. 
 
      
 
    Then the belt was secure. I was locked in. I twisted on the bed, my hips unable to keep still, but no longer pumping for pleasure. I was on fire. I rolled over, my fingers struggling to find an opening, a way to pull the belt off. My pussy was being roasted and I could feel myself puckering around the two bubble dildoes. I was so preoccupied that I totally missed Julie unsnapping her shorts, or pushing them down. I didn’t even see her until she climbed up onto the bed, swinging her leg over me. Her thighs slid across and over my breasts, pressing them down and then Julie pressed herself to my face, rubbing her own dripping pussy over my chin, lips, and nose. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, I wanted to throw her off, smear On4Her on her clit, grab the leather sap and beat her smarmy, evil little pussy into strawberry jam. But instead I opened my mouth and began licking her, feeling her squirm and twist, hearing her gasp and moan as my tongue darted along her thin lips. I found her clit, hard and extended and I nipped it, striking it with my tongue. She wasn’t at the right angle for me to bite her, but God I wanted to. And through it all my pussy burned. 
 
      
 
    When Julie came she pushed off me and collapsed onto the bedspread next to me. We lay there, two girls, one wearing just a tee shirt, the other nude, nipple clamped, and locked into a steel chastity belt. It took us the better part of ten minutes for both of us to catch our breath. 
 
      
 
    “You,” I finally said. “Are a fucking bitch.” 
 
      
 
    Julie let out a peal of laughter and put her hand on my thigh. Her nails danced and she nodded. “I know.” 
 
      
 
    For a moment we just stayed like that, her fingers swirling around on my skin. My pussy kept contracting hard around the bubble dildo and my bottom was doing something similar, though it was a more chemically induced response than any symptom of arousal. The On4Her had done exactly what Julie had intended it for: stopped my orgasm cold and brought me back down to a simmer, just a degree or two below boiling. My day was going to be absolutely miserable and frustrating if I didn’t get to cum. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “So,” I said, rolling over to look at her. I put my hand on her breast and teased her nipple through the soft cotton. “What does a girl have to do in order to get an orgasm?” 
 
      
 
    Julie blinked and gave me a confused look. “What?” She asked, her nipple hardening under my nail. I scratched at the rising point with sexual insistence. 
 
      
 
    “What’s an orgasms going to cost me?” I asked, punctuating my question with more flickers of my nail. 
 
      
 
    Julie moaned but shook her head at the same time. “Can’t. Nothing.” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
      
 
    Julie grabbed my hand, keeping me from tweaking her nipple. She’d seemed to know it was coming. She looked up. “You won’t be allowed to cum. Especially today. Maybe tomorrow, if you’re lucky. But even then, the cost is going to be astronomical.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “So? What’s the cost?” 
 
      
 
    Julie sat up. “Today?” She shook her head. “I’m sorry, Breanne. There isn’t one. Tomorrow, when you get to work, Kari might have something for you. But today… today you suffer.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed myself up from the bed with a frustrated snarl. I stalked over to the closet and opened the door. There was a mirror on the back and I looked into it, studying the silver monstrosity that was now securely jammed between my legs. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Fucking great. And how the hell am I to take a shit?” I demanded harshly. 
 
      
 
    With a sigh Julie sat up. She came over to me, grabbed my hand and pulled it roughly back and down. I felt the bottom of the belt and a little knob. “Twist here and pull,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I did and the bottom of the bubble anal plug came free of the belt. I began pulling and the largest sphere came out before Julie stopped me. “Now, now. This is part of the torment. Keep it in unless Kari or I tell you to take it out, or if you need to take a shit.”  She pushed the bulb back in and I groaned. 
 
      
 
    “This is wrong, you know,” I whined as she secured the anal dildo back in place. 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. “So what? You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut. Your purpose is to be sexually abused for our pleasure. So… we’re abusing you. Bitch too much about it and I’ll torture you next week the same way.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. All sorts of sensations were running through me. The bubble dildos kept my mind on my sex and bottom and the tightness of the belt meant that there would never be enough stimulation to get me back to orgasm. I’d have to wait them out. Slowly the burning was beginning to ebb though, and that helped. I looked over at Julie and then I pushed her back toward the bed. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! What?” She exclaimed as I put my hands on her shoulders. She tumbled backward and landed on the mattress. “Bre? Breanne. What are you doing?” She demanded. 
 
      
 
    I swung a leg up over her body, pinning her down. I brought my face close to hers, our breaths mingling. “Well,” I said softly, kissing her jaw. “If I can’t cum, then I’m going to tease you right to the edge.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “And deny me? You know that won’t work right? I won’t give in.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head as I slid down her body. I tugged her shirt up, revealing her cute little breasts. “Denial?” I shook my head as my tongue swirled around one nipple, then went to the other one. “Hardly.”  I traced a wet line down, into her navel, then even further down until I found the same sweet spot I’d sucked on before. Julie gasped, her legs jerking as I did something twice as intense to that little spot. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head, her clit still between my teeth and then I let go. “Fuck no. I’m going to make you cum and cum and cum until you’re too sore to deny me.” Then I dove back in. 
 
      
 
    Julie gasped, her hand coming down on my head. “Dear God!” She whispered, her face a confusing mask of utter bliss and mental confusion. “What the hell are you doing to me?” She groaned again. “Oh! Ohhhhh my God!” Her hips bucked and then she let out a tiny hysterical laugh. “A battle of spirits… oh yes… make me cum!” 
 
      
 
    And I did. 
 
      
 
    Multiple times. 
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _1t3h5sf]The Cost - Part Two 
 
      
 
    July 5th, 2017 
 
      
 
    Slowly I climbed out of my silver Saturn SL and put the spiked tip of my stiletto heel down on the pavement. My toenails, all painted a bright crimson to match my hair, flashed at the end of a very long and bare leg, a simple illusion made possible by thin calves and an incredibly short, pleated skirt. I glanced around. As usual, no one was in the parking lot and I heaved a sigh of relief. I’m a “routine” person and I figured after six months of doing the same thing every morning that there would be an audience; a regular coterie of men drooling over Kari Ander’s luscious and barely dressed personal assistant. 
 
      
 
    But I was on my own which was good because there was no way I managed to get out of my sedan without flashing everything under my skirt. Interested bystanders would have stood there flummoxed, trying to make sense of what they’d just seen. I could imagine their questions. Was that steel? Are those panties? Was that a lock? 
 
      
 
    I sighed, the steady pressure of intense stimulation lying just beneath the surface of my skin. Yes. It’s steel. No, I’m not wearing panties. Yes. It’s a lock. 
 
      
 
    I began walking toward the entrance, and despite the tight fit of the chastity belt, I’d found through much of the previous day that walking didn’t alleviate the very erotic and distracting sensation of the two, bubble dildos from sliding ever so slightly through my pussy and ass. Don’t get me wrong. It wasn’t a fucking. Or even a pumping. They moved less than an inch. But to a girl hypersexualized, desperate for the least little thing to push her over the edge, lost in a desert with no metaphorical water in sight? That inch was a fucking mile. The walk through the building’s atrium, over the little bridge and across the tiny creek bed to Kari’s office door? 
 
      
 
    Pure torment. 
 
      
 
    Julie had stayed the previous day until after lunch and our morning had been pretty much one long bed romp, mostly with me doing the romping. I was very proud of the fact that I pushed my lesbian lover through at least four orgasms. More if you count the secondary waves that my probing tongue couldn’t help but extract from her, seconds after the crest of her first orgasm. Admittedly, it beats the hell out of Kari Ander’s idea of sex. My best friend, longtime lover, and now employer, was the sort of woman who can’t tolerate an orgasm more than once in a two week time span. It made for some very lopsided trysts and since Kari was at least as sadistic as Julie, if not more, my employment was something of a farce. As Kari’s personal assistant, I was more of an office slut, available for a multitude of sexual uses, rather than answering emails or the phone.   
 
      
 
    Still, my Independence Day had been festive. With Julie on one side and my daughter on the other, I’d tried very hard to maintain my calm, hyper-aroused, sexually stimulated, persona and keep Rachel from suspecting that her mother was on the edge of taking one of those amazing firecrackers, jamming it up between her legs, and setting it off. Do you have any idea how hard it is to walk around when you’ve got what amounts to fourteen inches of solid-steel, bubble dildos inside you?  
 
      
 
    Technically I was a turkey set to “slow roast” and it gradually built me up to a point where I was cranky, stressed, and so desperate that I might have been willing to agree to some awfully wild things had someone been lucky enough to show up with the key. I unlocked the glass door of Kari’s office. The interior was dark and the atrium lights bright enough to make the glass an effective mirror. I looked at myself and had to concede that I looked amazing. For a change. 
 
      
 
    I’m not trying to be obnoxious here. I’m aware of the fact that if it were left to me I’d turn no one’s head. Honestly. The blouse I was wearing was the white V neck that cut low and my bra was a dark pink, visible through the translucent material of the shirt. My boobs had been smushed together, creating a cleavage just asking for something oily to be poured down into the intriguing crack and I imagined what it would feel like to have some guy thrust his cock up between my breasts with them still contained in that bra. The pleated skirt was something that every schoolgirl working the set of a porn shoot had modeled at one time or another, and I made it a point not to bend over as I pushed my key in the lock. The door opened and I slipped into the office, once more avoiding flashing my chastity belt to the world.  
 
      
 
    I might have looked like a thousand dollar hooker, but emotionally I was rather fucked up. My pussy was dripping, constantly wet around the steel bubble phallus and I’d needed a towel multiple times over the last twenty-four hours just to mop up the excess vaginal fluids seeping from my stuffed pussy. I slid into my chair and booted up my laptop computer, grateful to be sitting, no longer stimulating myself with walking, while at the same time shifting uncomfortably as the two dildos dug deeply into my loin and rump. 
 
      
 
    Kari Anders was punctual. Exactly at 9am that morning, the blond goddess herself paid me a visit, swishing into the office with a delighted look on her face. A simple off-white blouse graced her shoulders, revealing her amazing, perfectly proportioned curves while keeping everything decently covered. She wore slacks instead of a skirt, but even the pants had been tailored, tight around the ass and flaring at the ankle. Her shoes had to have cost somewhere between five hundred and a thousand dollars and the necklace, bracelet, and matching earrings were probably worth more than my entire year’s salary. 
 
      
 
    “Hello kitten,” Kari said to me. “How are you feeling?” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her. “Like a barrel of gasoline in a pyromaniac’s house,” I said wryly, but with conviction. 
 
      
 
    Kari blinked, then smiled. “I love tormenting a wordsmith! Am I a pyromaniac?” 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up in a quirky fashion. “Metaphorically,” I replied.  
 
      
 
    She laughed. “Well, let’s give your readers something smoldering, shall we? Please go to the conference room. I’ll be with you in a moment.” Her quick steps carried her away. As I rose she disappeared into her office at the end of the hall. I caught another quick glimpse of her, bending over slightly, the soft, dark curve of her cleavage peeking out from the dip of her collar, before I turned right and walked past the kitchen and art room. The next door was Kari’s conference room, a sixteen by twenty foot space with a mahogany table big enough for a full grown woman to lay on naked, bound hand and foot. 
 
      
 
    See? I’m good at describing things. I’m actually dreading the day Kari decides she needs a new conference table. I’ll get dragged to the furniture store and there, right in front of the salesman, she’ll say something like “Breanne, please strip naked and lay spread-eagled on the table. I want to make sure it’s the right size”. Can you imagine? 
 
      
 
    Kari came in a moment later and my eyes widened as I recognized the toy in her hand. The size and shape of a large chicken egg, the silicon coated object sported a thin black wire that resembled some sort of tail as she set it down on the table.  
 
      
 
    “Lift your skirt please,” Kari said, sitting down in the nearest chair. She produced a key even as I stepped closer and my hands found the hem of my skirt. I pulled it up and presented the chastity belt. I felt my heart rate pick up. 
 
      
 
    “So you’re taking the dildos out?” I asked conversationally, trying to hide my excitement. Taking out the bubble dildo and replacing it with a vibrator meant that my opportunities to cum had just doubled. Tripled even. There was also the fact that Kari’s vibrating egg was wireless - thus the thin black tail. There was no remote for me to hijack. That meant that she’d be in control the entire day. Still, there would be movement and that in and of itself was worth something. 
 
      
 
    “Not the anal one. But yes, I will be removing the one in your pussy,” Kari replied evenly. She pushed the key into the small lock and a moment later I felt the harness loosen. I spread my legs as she detached the anal plug, leaving it sticking out of my ass like a girl who’d overestimated her bottom’s capacity to accept a beer bottle and been forced to leave half of it outside.  
 
      
 
    The chastity belt came loose, at least the part that went through my legs and I groaned as Kari pulled, extracting the bubble dildo that had been buried in my sex for the last twenty-one hours. There was this wet, squelching sort of noise, like pulling a branch out of a wet bog and then Kari spent a few moments removing the vaginal dildo. Once it was loose she held it up to me with an expectant look. 
 
      
 
    “Lick it clean,” she said wickedly. 
 
      
 
    I grimaced but accepted it. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t mind the taste of pussy. I even like it. But this was one kebob I really wasn’t interested in. I popped the end of the thing into my mouth and began sucking, the tart and tangy flavor swirling over my tongue. Even as I was busily slurping away, Kari patted my inner thigh and told me to spread my legs.  
 
      
 
    “Julie told me what she did to your clit yesterday,” Kari mused, her fingers coming up and almost, but not quite touching that delicate nub. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmmm, mmmmm, mghhhprr,” I replied. I popped the steel Popsicle out of my mouth. “She sapped me. Violently.” 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded. “Well, you have to admit that it’s an easy way to arouse you.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “True,” I admitted. Everyone knows it. Somewhere there’s a wiki that says 
“To turn Breanne on, spread her open, tie her feet to opposite corners of the bed. Stretch her thighs and then just take a belt or any paddle and whack away. I can barely contain myself.  
 
      
 
    Just at that moment Kari picked up the egg toy and pressed it against my pussy, rolling it around in the goo that had soaked my thighs. It bumped against my clit and I groaned. Kari didn’t mince any more words but dipped and swirled her egg through my slit and then, when she felt there was sufficient lubrication, began the more penetrative act of pushing the damn thing into my sex. I took a deep breath and held it as the egg’s girth spread me open. Then it seemed to shoot into me, my body wanting it  
 
      
 
    I won’t deny that it felt good. In fact, I’ll admit that it felt wonderful. Anything other than the vaginal, steel, bubble dildo. That’s for sure. I thrust my hips back and forth, getting the thing seated deeply and Kari let out a satisfied breath. 
 
      
 
    “Now hold still while I put the chastity belt back on,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I stood there with my legs spread and a half licked steel dildo in my hand as she got the belt locked back up, once more securing it against my pussy. I could feel my labia mashed and opened somewhat and my clit was jammed tight under the metal cap, right where I couldn’t touch it. Even vibrating the harness wouldn’t have helped. Kari’s eyes came back up, her hands stroking the exposed pieces that a real bikini bottom would have covered. It felt good. 
 
      
 
    “There we are,” she said simply, pulling her hands away. My gaze met hers and she smiled. “Tense?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Desperate?” She asked with a slightly naughtier look. 
 
      
 
    I nodded again, a little more frantic.  
 
      
 
    “Want the vibrator on?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, yes.” It came out with a low moan of relief. I hadn’t want to ask, much less beg. But if she were going to give it to me, then I’d take it. Two days of orgasm denial was more than I ever wanted to suffer through again. I imagined myself cumming.  
 
      
 
    Kari grinned. “Okay. You can buy two minutes on low if you’ll remove your bra and wear the orchid clamps for thirty minutes,” she paused meaningfully. “With your tits hanging out.” 
 
      
 
    It took a minute for Kari’s words to percolate through the filter of my mind and finally become cogent thought. She wanted me to take off my bra, expose my breasts, and then sit there at the front desk with a pair of small green, excruciating clamps clinging to my nipples. For two thirty minutes?  
 
      
 
    “What?” I demanded, a surge of lust fueled anger permeating my words “That’s insane! That’s not worth two minutes!” 
 
      
 
    Kari looked away, shrugging. “Okay.”  She stood up and pushed the chair back under the table. Then it looked like she was about to walk away. I reached out and grabbed her wrist. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! That’s it? No counteroffer?” 
 
      
 
    She gave me a look of mild surprise. “No,” she replied, as if the very idea was shocking.  “If you’re desperate enough, you’ll do it.” 
 
      
 
    I let her go and a frustrated look crossed my face. “Well, I’m not that desperate,” I declared roughly. “Orchid clamps hurt like hell. And I’m not sure I can cum just from two minutes of the vibrator.” I said it pleadingly, begging her to reconsider.  
 
      
 
    For a moment she didn’t say anything, but then she leaned forward a wicked gleam in her eye. 
 
      
 
    “You aren’t that desperate, yet.” Then she turned and walked away. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, I sat trembling in my chair at the front of the office. The egg toy nestled beneath the chastity belt and buried in my wet depths, came to life again; a short, aggravating, maddening burst of rattling stimulation. I stiffened as my pussy contracted around it, loving and needing the intensity, but I knew, in my heart of hearts, that this momentary bliss was going to end just like the others. I counted heartbeats and got to four before the vibrations went silent, leaving me with a heaving chest, an aching pussy, and fire running through my veins. The pressure to cum, to fuck, to just jam my pussy against anything and rub was an ever-present force that was beginning to affect how I thought. I couldn’t look at anything without wondering how it could relieve the burning need swirling through my veins. Every wonder what it would be like to fuck a filing cabinet? I sure as hell did. The copier machine too. And the desk. And my chair. My stapler wouldn’t have been safe if the chastity belt wasn’t on. 
 
      
 
    My eyes focused on the pair of green orchid clamps on my desk. I’d pointedly ignored Kari when she’d come in and set them down, but my pussy was tingling so much from Kari’s cruel and inhumane antics with the wireless, vibrating egg controller that I was about a millimeter away from agreeing to her demands. 
 
      
 
    You have to understand, she’d been harassing me all morning. Most of the time it was with the toy she’d slipped into my pussy, turning it on for five to ten second bursts, changing the intensity from low to medium, but never giving me enough. Worse, she’d make damn sure there were at least ten or fifteen minutes between teases, or her next one would be in person, where she’d come up to the desk, slip her hand into the front of my shirt, wiggle her fingers down into my bra, and tweak my nipple, rubbing it between thumb and forefinger lightly until the tips of both breasts were standing hard. Then she’d laugh, smile, and disappear again. 
 
      
 
    Finally I couldn’t take it. The egg had just gone silent again and I snarled an oath and snatched the orchid clamps off the edge of the desk. I stood up and stomped (or tried to. It’s tough to stomp angrily back to someone when you’re wearing high heel stilettos) back to Kari’s office. In route I was already unbuttoning the shirt and I had it half-way off when I stormed into her office. 
 
      
 
    She wasn’t there. 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and turned right, yanking off my shirt. A few more steps took me to her art room and by that time my shirt was on the floor and I was already wrestling with the bra clasp. It came loose just as I barged in through the open doorway and my breasts emerged first, the nipple rings glinting dully in the light. 
 
      
 
    Kari looked up from her desk, her eyes twice as big behind the glasses she now wears when doing the up close design work. She took them off and gave me a big smile. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, you win,” I declared, tossing my bra aside and lifting up the orchid clamps, showing them to her. “Thirty minutes,” I said, pinching open the little clamps. I brought the first one to my left nipple and let it close, the plastic biting into me, the tiny but widely spaced barbs surrounding and crushing the tip of my breast. I did the same to the right side, around the padlock and ring, but managed it eventually. Then, with my nipples already tingling, pain shooting up each jug, I looked up at Kari in expectation. 
 
      
 
    “Not thirty minutes. Not anymore,” she said, shaking her head sadly. “A full hour. Until lunch.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I asked her, my voice deadpan and soft. “But you said thirty minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “That was then. This is now. You refused my offer earlier, so it’s my prerogative on whether to offer it again.” She gave me a cool, appreciative look. “I’ll be ready to go in about forty-five minutes. Maybe an hour,” she said with a shrug. “You can put your shirt back on if you want, but remember that those amazing tits of yours need to be hanging out and on display.” 
 
      
 
    I heard my teeth grinding. “Kari, we’ve been through this. What if somebody walks by? Or worse, walks in?”  
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “So?” 
 
      
 
    I stomped my foot and turned away. I bent over and grabbed my blouse on the way down the hall and hurriedly put it on. I buttoned up three of the buttons, but couldn’t do anymore since that would require putting my breasts back into the shirt. With one arm casually across my chest, I returned to the little lobby of Kari’s office, checked to make sure no one was in the atrium across from me, and then sat down at my desk.  
 
      
 
    Slowly, deliberately, I let my arm drop. 
 
      
 
    Do you have any idea what it is like to sit in a chair with a five-inch-long, steel, bubble dildo jammed up your ass? I do. Now imagine the added pressure of an object the size of a duck egg stuffed into your pussy, while a pair of tight and painful orchid clamps nibble on your nipples, with both tits exposed for all the world to see? Had I not already been painfully aroused this would have done it. My eyes, almost continuously locked on the glass partition between our little lobby and the atrium, darted back and forth, as I sat in constant readiness to raise my arm and hide my tits.   
 
      
 
    Five minutes later my nipples were throbbing. 
 
      
 
    Orchid clamps are probably the ones I hate the most. They’re tiny, sturdy, but most of all, there are only three teeth. These are widely spaced so the orchid clamp bites with a great deal of pressure, but doesn’t close enough to actually restrict circulation. This lets the blood pound through my pinched nipples, eliminating the tingling numbness that normally accompanies wearing nipple clamps. All of that technically increases the pain and makes a person hyper-aware of that particular part of the body. 
 
      
 
    The pain of the clamps was much worse than the threat of exposure and I found myself cupping my breasts, fingers around the base, shaking them slightly, just hoping to relieve some of the pressure. This happened a number of times before I saw movement outside in the atrium and I quickly went from cupping and shaking my breasts to covering them with a scarlet blush and a look of desperate horror on my face. 
 
      
 
    Jose, our building’s day porter, was standing a few feet away, staring through the glass, a huge smile on his face. 
 
      
 
    Sheesh. 
 
      
 
    I gave him a frustrated look, but he pulled a bottle of blue liquid off his cleaning cart and started studiously, scrupulously cleaning our windows. As if they needed them. I stayed as I was, covering up until Jose gestured, obviously wanting to see more. Slowly I dropped my arm, looking away. 
 
      
 
    I’m not exactly squeamish when it's a guy I know and I’ve already had Jose in two of my holes (*ahem* a number of times) so him seeing my breasts wasn’t exactly a new thing. He’d already seen them, fondled them, and even given them a good squeezing.  
 
      
 
    Jose flashed me a thumbs up sign and I tried to ignore the fact that I was throbbing for his pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Kari suddenly appeared at my side and put a hand on shoulder. “Very nice, kitten. It’s time to head to lunch.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed in relief and brought my hands up, pulling the shirt front out from under my boobs. As I started to pinch open the orchid clamps Kari grabbed my wrist. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” She asked sternly. 
 
      
 
    I blinked and looked up at her. “Removing the orchid clamps? You said I had to keep them on until lunch.” 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded. “I did. That’s exactly what I said. Are you eating lunch?” 
 
      
 
    Slowly I figured out what she meant and I gaped at her. “Seriously? I have to keep them on until I’m actually eating?” 
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “Well at least until we get to the restaurant,” she said with a wicked grin. “So let’s go.” She let go of my wrist and grabbed my elbow, tugging me up out of my seat as Jose’s eyes widened on the other side of the glass. My boobs jiggled and swung through the open front of my shirt, the nipples both still caught in the tight grip of the green little clamps. She pushed me toward the door and I was just barely able to get my arms up, covering my breasts as I stumbled out into the atrium. 
 
      
 
    “Hola, Senorita! Senoritas!” Jose greeted us, bobbing his head, his smile huge. Kari nodded back at him while I stood there blushing scarlet, both arms wrapped across my breasts. My hips churned and the thick anal plug moved inside me, taunting me. My nerves tingled and I worked on suppressing the urge to beg Kari to let me fuck Jose. Or his stupid bottle of blue glass cleaner. Or whatever. 
 
      
 
    Kari locked the door and walked past me. I hurried after her, silently thanking the rain gods that no one else was in the lobby. Or in the walkway to the parking lot. I stood there waiting for her to unlock the convertible and then I finally climbed in, nipples throbbing, my entire body so tense with sexual tension that you had you licked my clit, even once, I might have popped. 
 
      
 
    I buckled up, the belt between my bare breasts. I started to lift my arms but Kari put a hand on my leg, squeezing softly. 
 
      
 
    “If you cover up, even once, between here and the restaurant, I swear you will wear those clamps through lunch.” 
 
      
 
    And that was that. 
 
      
 
    I put my hands back down and Kari smiled. Then she pulled a small key fob sized object out of her pocket, gave me a kind look, and pressed two buttons. I gave her a quizzical look and… 
 
      
 
    Oh. My. Fucking. God. 
 
      
 
    The vibrator inside me finally roared to life and even on low it felt amazing. I gasped, my hips surging forward and I gave into the desire, the need. I pumped hard and even put my hand down between my legs, pressing on the metal chastity belt. It didn’t help, but psychologically it did and even though there wasn’t a real “fucking” style movement, my body trembled and shook and the throbbing of my nipples changed from an almost debilitating pain into something that amplified the vibrations between my legs. Energy surged through me and the monster that had been lulled reared up, threatening to upend Kari’s cruel torment. I sensed liberation and I cried out, my hands coming up, twisting the little orchid clamps, my body shifting as I worked the anal plug with my twisting thrusts and the vibrating egg rolled inside me.  
 
      
 
    I felt the O rise and grit my teeth, ready for it to crash down upon me. I opened myself up, thrusting and crying out, so ready, so desperate and so… 
 
      
 
    The vibrator shut off. 
 
      
 
    “Two minutes!” Kari sang out, pressing the key fob and turning off the vibrator inside me. I struggled against the waves pounding me and I looked at her with wild eyed dismay. 
 
      
 
    “Kari… Please… NO!” I grunted. I felt awful. My body was screaming for release and I wasn’t getting anything. 
 
      
 
    She shrugged and put the key fob in her left hand pocket.  
 
      
 
    “Please! More minutes! Please! Please!” I begged, getting more frantic as the surge of adrenaline began to shatter, leaving me a husk. 
 
      
 
    Kari kept driving, not responding as the orgasm, the one I’d almost had, broke and subsided, leaving me shuddering. A few minutes later we pulled up into the parking lot of the restaurant and she leaned over, her hand coming up to my breast. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t need these now,” she said softly, pinching open the orchid clamp and then snagging the other one. I cried out again, hands coming up to my tits, massaging them thoroughly as the pain of my crushed nubs being freed hit me. Kari leaned back. 
 
      
 
    “Now put those away and button up your shirt,” she said sternly. “You’ll have another chance to earn some stimulation after lunch.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, fingers trembling I pushed my tits back into the blouse and began buttoning it up. Without a bra my boobs were quite visible beneath the transparent material, my nipples standing out especially. I climbed from the car, feeling like I’d just been both mauled and run over. Kari came around, took my hand, touched one of my hardened, sensitive nipples with a single finger, and then gave it a little wiggle. I stiffened and yelped.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. Nice and sensitive. I like that.” She took my hand. “Come on. We’re meeting Julie for lunch.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _4d34og8]The Cost - Part Three 
 
      
 
    July 6th 
 
      
 
    When I woke up on Wednesday I twisted in bed and groaned. Two very hard, thick pillars were still jammed deeply in my body, the steel bubble dildos reminding me that I’d been without an orgasm for far too long. Sleeping in the chastity belt was proving to be rather uncomfortable and there had been little I could do to find an agreeable position. I stretched, an action that did not help relieve any of the pressures that had been affecting me, and reached for my phone. As I expected, there was a text waiting for me. I read through Julie’s message; instructions for me to make sure I took my Monster Vibrator with me to work, and to dress in something that she considered appropriately slutty attire. 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes at that last little bit as I climbed out of bed, the wetness between my legs a minor annoyance compared to the overwhelming urge to find a way to pump the steel dildos in and out of my more than ready body. I stood there, staring at my reflection in the mirror. The girl who looked back at me was a little wild-eyed, a sort of subtle stress lying just under the skin. It was a girl who looked like she hadn’t gotten her caffeine fix in a couple of days. Or worse… some other drug necessary for functionality.  
 
      
 
    Does everyone have their Prozac? Just checking.  
 
      
 
    I shuffled over to the bathroom and took care of the morning necessaries, which included extracting the anal dildo, washing it off, using the bathroom, oiling it, and sticking it back in. This in and of itself was a frustrating process because I could feel the “almost there” possibility of an orgasm as I slid the steel bubble dildo into my ass, pumping it frantically. But I’ve never been able to cum from anal sex and that morning was no different. All I did was frustrate myself to an even greater extent, and finally I left the bathroom, desperate to find a man, suck on his cock, and then impale myself on him until I’d cum multiple times. Or short of finding cock, I could make do with a cold, glass soda bottle. 
 
      
 
    The rest of my early morning proceeded as usual. I woke up Rachel, made her breakfast, and then a little while later my mother showed up. I waved as Rachel went off to spend another day with her grandmother and I slinked back to my closet, the last bit of Julie’s text still ringing through my ears. “Wear appropriate attire!” She’d reminded me. Right. All of the outfits I was allowed to wear to work were appropriately slutty. For a second I toyed with the idea of wearing my Sunday dress, a rather conservative piece that came down mid-calf, was straight as a sheet, didn’t hug my curves, and had a collar so high that you couldn’t even think the word “cleavage.” But that was just asking for trouble. 
 
      
 
    I went back to my closet, opened my robe and let it drop. I wasn’t wearing a single stitch of clothing underneath, though I suppose the metal chastity belt might have counted if you really wanted to split hairs. I let out another soft groan, the kind you make for just yourself when working a kink out of your spine and for the umpteenth time I put my hand down between my legs and pushed on the spot above my clit, attempting some sort of stimulation.  
 
      
 
    In general, I’m a very sexual person. I’ve come to terms with the fact that I’ve got a hypersexual disorder. In layman’s terms, I’m addicted to sex. I frequently masturbate, lying in bed with my legs spread wide, my fingers rubbing frantically at my clit, dipping down into my slit with crazy need. In general I’m obsessed with sex. There is rarely a moment I’m not thinking about it, doing it, planning to do it, or writing about it. I look at pornography and read erotica. I’ve been known to have sexual relations with multiple partners for incredibly short periods of time. I engage in questionable sexual behaviors that directly conflict with my personal values and religious beliefs. Evidently I engage in “deviant and/or distasteful” sexual perversions like exhibitionism, humiliation, bondage, discipline, as well as masochism and I am unable to stop myself despite the consequences. So just in case you didn’t know, I’m a very, very sexual person. 
 
      
 
    So imagine me, your favorite redhead nympho humiliation pain slut, the girl who can’t go a six HOUR stretch without wanting a fantastic, mind-blowing orgasm, stuffed to the brim with sex toys that do nothing but keep me on edge, constantly wanting something I’m already pre-determined, genetically, to crave. I hadn’t had an orgasm for three full days and I’d already made up my mind to accept whatever crazy offer Kari had for me. It was better than being lost in a miasma of desperation. In hindsight, I realize that this was a turning point where the more rational parts of my mental makeup had lost ground.  
 
      
 
    I got to the office at my regular time, with the Monster Vibrator in my purse, wearing one of the new sun dresses Kari had recently bought me. The one I’d picked was white and hung loosely on my frame. More of a beach cover up than dress, I’d initially been surprised when she’d gotten it for me because it wasn’t see through, which for me was a nice surprise. Even better, the front was conservative. No collar. There were only two things daring about it. The first was the hem, which danced eagerly on the line between downright obscene and daring, depending on how energetic I was while walking. The second was the fact that the dress was also open at the back, from the nape of my neck all the way down to my tailbone, leaving a great deal of spine exposed. It made wearing a bra either impossible or something of a fashion statement. I choose to go without one. 
 
      
 
    Kari walked in at exactly nine o’clock, her OCD shining brightly through her personality. As usual, she was dressed to the nines, looking more like a fashion model that an interior designer. Her suit was charcoal gray, dark and seemed to shimmer. The light blue blouse beneath worked perfectly with it. She let the door close behind her, gave me a warm smile and then came right up to me, her hands extended. Her touch was electric as she kissed me, hands sliding down the front of my dress, caressing my breasts through the soft cotton, teasing my nipples. I went rigid and almost mad with desire. 
 
      
 
    “You look fabulous,” she said, giving my left nipple a little tweak. “Now come to the conference room so we can slip the Monster Vibrator into you.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. My pulse was racing and just the nearness of this woman was intoxicating. I felt a rush of adrenaline as the idea of seducing Kari flit across my mind. Okay… more like a fantasy. I’ve known Kari for over fifteen years and the number of times I’ve successfully seduced her I can count on one hand. Kari is an initiator. She doesn’t handle sexual conduct well when started by another. That said, I’d need maybe three or four hundred arms, each with a hand holding five fingers, to even begin counting the number of times she’s sent me down the path of orgasmic delight. 
 
      
 
    Regardless of whether she allowed me the delight at the end or not. 
 
      
 
    I stood and followed her wordlessly, my fingers entangled with hers and together we walked down the carpeted hall. I’d snagged my bag on my way and when we got to the conference room I set it down on the mahogany table, the Monster Vibrator waiting inside. Kari didn’t even have to tell me to undress. The look in her eyes was enough. I grabbed the hem of my outfit and pulled it up and over my head, tossing it aside on one of the chairs. Then, as Kari’s eyes brightened I spread my legs, the chastity belt now the only thing I was wearing beside the pink strap high heels. Kari sat down in the chair before me as I swung my hips like a stripper on a stage. It helped a little. I could feel the dildos moving inside me, just a tiny bit. Not enough to help, but just enough to keep me right there, desperation pulsing through my veins. 
 
      
 
    “You are so beautiful,” Kari whispered, almost mesmerized. I grinned and ran my hands up and down my body, tweaking my own pierced nipples, jiggling the padlock dangling from my right breast, grinding my hips and posing. Finally I twisted, grabbed my bag, and with my ass facing my mistress and boss, I pulled the Monster Vibrator out of it and held it out. 
 
      
 
    “I think you’re going to need this,” I said huskily. 
 
      
 
    My Monster Vibe is one of the more unusual toys I own and I personally rarely use it. At twelve inches long its penetrative depth is a bit uncomfortable for me, since despite the silicon covering, it’s still a hard pole. The tapered tip has a tendency to hit my cervix and move behind it, which makes the sexual action more enticing, but also makes sitting still a challenge. The other reason I rarely use the thing is that I can’t turn it on. It’s wireless and Bluetooth enabled, meaning that it can be controlled remotely, by someone who has the correct application on their smart phone. Kari has it. So does Julie. Me? They wouldn’t trust me with the password. Frankly, I’m not sure if they think I’d turn it off… 
 
      
 
    Or on. 
 
      
 
    Kari produced the key to the chastity belt and with a flourish took my Monster Vibrator and set it down on the table behind me. It took both hands for her to open the leather harness wrapped around me and pull the front down enough so that she could extract the steel bubble dildo out of my sex. I groaned, the sweet sensation of those thick beads being drawn from my pussy so overpowering that my toes curled. I felt her tug some more and about half of the anal plug was pulled out of me as well. The vaginal phallus left me feeling empty and wanton and I bit my lip, not wanting to beg her to shove it back in. Or worse. Honestly, if Kari had asked me if I wanted to endure thirty or forty slaps of the sap I’d have cooed and hoisted myself up on the table, spreading my legs in expectation of the pussy whipping. Instead she held up the juice coated dildo and held it out to me as she swapped out sex toys.  
 
      
 
    “Suck it,” she told me as I took the goo covered dildo and looked at it in distaste. It wasn’t my cream that was the issue. This was the goddamned thing tormenting me. I’d just extended my tongue and let the musky flavor fill my mouth when she slid the Monster Vibrator into me, pushing my legs open just a bit more so I was forced to rock left and right. 
 
      
 
    “MmMmmm,” I hummed between licks. “Oh yes… Kari that feels so good,” I said. “Thrust it in again please?” I begged. 
 
      
 
    Kari glanced up at me. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded eagerly. 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “Would you like to buy a thrust?” 
 
      
 
    “Just one?” I asked with a grin. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head, then seemed to capitulate. “But no more than ten.” 
 
      
 
    Ten thrusts. Oh my God. Did I want them? Fuck yeah! I was so horny and desperate that if it were anyone other than Kari I might have thought about trying to ravish them. I licked my lips. “What’s the cost?” I asked, my mind already made up. 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “I have some weights. One per thrust.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Weights? For what?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She reached up with one hand, the other still between my legs, holding in the Monster Vibe. She flicked my left nipple hard and I gasped. “These,” she replied. “For an hour.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even need to think. “Yes,” I groaned. “Ten please!” I reached behind me and put both palms on the table, thrusting my hips forward and leaning back. I felt Kari pull the Monster Vibe almost completely out of me. Then with significant force and a slightly faster speed, she pushed it back into me until it had practically disappeared from view. 
 
      
 
    Inside my sex I felt the soft but hard phallus split me up the middle. It pressed my folds aside, penetrated deeply, and then struck my cervix gently before Kari gave it a twist and drew it out for the second time. I groaned, my toes curling in my high heels as she pulled it almost completely out, leaving me with the desperation of emptiness, the need to have something inside me. She thrust again, for the third time, and a wave of sweet bliss crashed over me. It was the perfect kind of suffering and I needed it fast and hard. 
 
      
 
    “Please Kari! More!” I panted, my hips thrusting with meaningless fury. 
 
      
 
    Kari picked up the pace, but I should have known better. She matched the swing of my hips and before I knew it, the frantic fucking was over and she was buckling up the chastity belt, the Monster Vibe smashed up into my pussy, my entire body trembling with sexual desire. Orgasm? Not a chance in hell. I could see it… up the trail… on the mountain she’d just forced me to climb. But satisfaction? 
 
      
 
    I let out a choked sob of frustration. 
 
      
 
    Kari wiped her hand on my side, smearing across my skin the juices that had leaked out around the base of the vibrator. She stood up. “I’ll go get the weights,” she said. She headed to the door. “And the clamps.” 
 
      
 
    I managed to hold it together until she left and then collapsed into one of the chairs, a ragged gasp of air escaping from my lungs. I felt awful. My pussy was constantly contracting around the silent Monster Vibrator while my ass matched the movements with the anal plug. I felt like I was being torn to shreds, my body and mind wanting relief. These little torments were going to drive me insane. I shifted in the chair, trying to get comfortable while inside me the Monster Vibe angled into my depths uncomfortable and I had to literally sit up to keep it from digging into soft and sensitive spots. I let out a somewhat hysterical and manic laugh, somewhere between vexation and fury. I waited, my hips jerking with every frustrating second and it felt like forever, but then Kari came back in carrying a plastic bowl. I heard metal rolling around in it. 
 
      
 
    “First the clamps,” she said simply. She reached into the container and produced a pair of square vice clamps. I’d worn them before. Simply put, the nipple is caught between the end and a moveable piece, which can be tightened until your nipple is crushed. For a girl with piercings, it makes for a rather intriguing way to hurt her since nothing will make that particular clamp slip off your tit short of ripping the piercing out. She leaned over me, grabbed the padlock on my right nipple, and pulled the tip of my breast out as she fit the fresh hardware over the old. The clamp settled behind the hoop piercing and Kari began tightening it. And tightening it. I hissed. 
 
      
 
    “Kari!” I said, with a grimace. “That hurts!” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Good. Let’s do the other one.” She let go of the clamp on my right side and I felt the throbbing heat as my heart labored to pump blood into the now tightly constricted tip. Doing the left side was even easier and I cupped my boobs as the pain from both clamped nipples hit me. 
 
      
 
    “Now the weights,” she said. She plucked one out of the bowl and I looked at it curiously. It had a hook on the top, and an eyelet on the bottom and was very small, which made me wonder. It was also oval, without any sharp edges, and she brought it right over to me and hooked it on the clamp, letting go. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” I said in surprise, arching my back and blinking at the discomfort the weight added to my boob. Iron. It had to be iron. That’s why it was so small and yet weighed so much. Granted, I doubted it was more than half a pound, but still… imagine THAT hanging on your tit. 
 
      
 
    Kari brought out a second weight. It matched the first and this one she put on my other side, probably to balance things out. As I took a deep breath, adjusting to the added weight, it suddenly dawned on me. I’d agreed to let her hang TEN of these damn things on my tits. 
 
      
 
    For an hour. 
 
      
 
    “Kari?” I said, suddenly very concerned. “How much do these things weigh?” I asked in a frightened voice. 
 
      
 
    She picked up another weight. “Half pound each,” she replied, bending over and hanging the third weight underneath the first on my right side. It dangled down over my ribs. I did the math and didn’t like the answer. 
 
      
 
    “So five pounds?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Did you want ten?” She asked curiously. “I’ve got more weights.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head violently, then regretted it because it made my boobs wiggle, the movement translating downward through my crushed nipple to the weights, which just made the nipple hurt that much more. Kari put on the fourth weight and I groaned, both hands coming up to cup my breasts and keep them from moving. 
 
      
 
    “Just three more on each side!” She said brightly. 
 
      
 
    It was not pleasant and I made noises loud enough to make sure Kari knew damned well that I was hurting. You have to understand that there is two different kinds of pain when you’re dealing with clamps and weights. There is the pain of having your nipple smashed between two pieces of metal. This is a very localized pain and I personally find it quite erotic. Think… pinching. Give your own nipples a little pinch and you can really conceptualize what I’m talking about. Now the weights though… that’s an entirely DIFFERENT kind of pain. That’s a pulling sensation. Grab your nipple but don’t pinch. Pull. Pull outward. Can you feel out the pain moves from the tip to deeper into your chest? It radiates inward and outward along your breast. And for me at least, that sensation is hardly something I enjoy. 
 
      
 
    “Stand up,” Kari said when she was finished. Slowly I stood and the weights, which reached down almost to my belly button, swung and swayed with the movement, sending shards of agony up through my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “You look exquisite. You can put your dress back on.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. With the weights on my breasts, there would be two very obvious and odd looking lines of lumps going down my front. I started to take a deep breath, but instantly regretted it as another surge of agony shot inward into my chest from the tips of my breasts. Gingerly I picked up the outfit and began sliding it over my head, moving slowly and deliberately, trying to minimize movement. I felt it slide down and then Kari tapped my shoulder, just as the material started to drop. 
 
      
 
    “It’s on backwards.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked and looked down as my head came out through the top. “No it isn’t,” I replied, checking. “See? The hole is in the back.” 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled and a sudden hard knot appeared in my stomach. “No,” she replied, her voice low. “The hole should be in the front.” 
 
      
 
    For half a second I laughed. “No Kari, really. See? Here’s the tag,” I replied. I would have smiled except my boobs were throbbing with pain. 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a hard look. “The hole is in the front.”   
 
      
 
    It dawned on me that she wasn’t joking, or mistaken. She knew damned well that the hole was supposed to be in the back. Unless you’re a girl known to react emotionally (as well as physically) to extreme forms of sexual humiliation. Kari’s eyes bored into mine until I looked away. Then I took a deep, shuddering breath, my body still reacting to the full depth of the Monster Vibe as well as the steel bubble dildo still in my butt. I drew my arms back into the dress and bit my lip as I rotated the material around my body. I had trouble. The pain of the weights clinging to my nipples didn’t make it easy and each little movement sent waves of acute discomfort deep into my tits, as if someone were pushing thick needles into each breast. Kari reached out and helped, rotating the dress a full one hundred and eighty degrees until the dress settled on my shoulders. I glanced down. Not good. 
 
      
 
    My front, from the hollow of my throat, all the way down to past my navel, was completely exposed. The edges of the hole crossed each breast and by only the slimmest of margins did the white material manage to cover each clamped and tormented nipple. The material was loose too and a single twist or bend would expose a breast, or both of them. Not to mention the hardware hanging from them. Kari stepped closer to me, grabbing hold of the sides of the hole, pulling the material open to expose my clamped and weighted bosom. I groaned and closed my eyes as she nodded with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “Very nice,” she said, only to let go again. This time the dress didn’t cover me, leaving my breasts exposed, the weights swaying delicately with every shallow breath. “Now, I’ll leave you to your duties.” She leaned forward and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek, then turned and left the room. 
 
      
 
    Duties. Right. 
 
      
 
    I stopped myself from taking another deep breath and instead squared my shoulders. The weights still didn’t like that but at least I had an easier time of getting them settled. I reached down and put my palms under the bottom weight on each side and lifted. The problem was that by using separate weights hung on hooks, Kari had made it impossible for me to lift up the weight and spare myself the pain unless I was willing to palm the entire strand on each side. 
 
      
 
    The last word she spoke to me echoed in my brain and I realized that she meant me to head back out to my desk. Again, shards of what felt like hot glass cut into my bosom and this time I grimaced as I manipulated the front… *ahem* back of the dress so that my clamped nipples were once again covered. Slowly… like REALLY SLOWLY, I walked down the hall, past Kari’s art room where she was already deep in her design world, and then turned the corner to approach my new personal hell. 
 
      
 
    You laugh but I’m serious. I sat down gingerly at my desk, trying hard not to move, pain radiating out from the tips of each breast, making it difficult to think, much less work. I tried pulling up emails on the computer, but even typing set the strands of weights swaying and it began to feel heavier. I’d survived maybe the first ten or so minutes of the hour long torment when the Monster Vibrator in me suddenly roared to life. 
 
      
 
    Unlike regular vibrating toys, the Monster Vibe has multiple motors inside it that allow for a variety of programs. You can set it to low and then let it spiral up, with the vibrations changing intensity and frequency in what I can only describe as a wave. Or the motors can be spun up to the same settings. Or you can turn one to high and the other to low. In the end it feels as if something is crawling up the outside edges of the vibrator. Inside me. 
 
      
 
    I went rigid, eyes wide because the Monster Vibe did some of the most intricate and intense patterns in my pussy that I’d ever felt. It was like something was crawling around in there, setting my senses afire. I began trembling, the weights on my breasts quivering from my nipples as I sat, locked in a static loop of pain and pleasure. It lasted less than a minute. Maybe thirty seconds and when the Monster Vibe went silent I sat there in stunned apoplexy, so close to cumming that I could taste it. 
 
      
 
    Or was that just me remembering the flavor of the dildo I’d licked not fifteen minutes before? 
 
      
 
    I slumped forward as if I’d been frozen in carbonite and just thawed. The iron weights on my breasts rattled and swung and I crossed my arms and let out a choked sob. My pussy was gushing wet and pulsing around the now immobile pillar jammed between my cervix and the steel cage of the chastity belt. The weights pulled at me, the pain of them pushing the bliss of those thirty seconds away. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I had an idea. I sat up, winced as the weights rocked, then I grabbed the bottom of each line and lifted them up to the desk. A second later I sighed in total relief as both strands of iron ovoids jumbled up and were finally supported by something other than the clamps on my breasts. This helped dramatically and I let out a croaking sigh of relief, leaving me with just the throb of the clamps to deal with. Slowly I put my elbows down on the desk and lowered my head into my open palms. 
 
      
 
    I think I stayed that way maybe ten minutes before a soft but clear rap on the glass wall in front of me jerked my head up. My eyes widened to see Jose, our day porter, standing there with his big stupid grin, giving me a thumbs up. For half a second I couldn’t figure out what he was so happy about, but then I looked down, the realization coming just a moment later. With the weights hanging straight down, the material of the dress barely covered my nipples. But with the weights out on the desk, it had pulled my breasts inward, slightly. My entire chest was on full, clamped, tormented display and Jose was lapping it up. 
 
      
 
    I let out a little cry and jerked backward, which was probably the stupidest thing I could have done, because it yanked the weights off the desk. They fell downward in a rush, pulling my breasts back outward. But because they weren’t in the dress already, my boobs just became more prominent.  
 
      
 
    I reacted like a frightened girl who just flashed the football bus on accident and became all flailing arms and legs, trying to get the weights inside the damn dress so that my breasts could get covered up as well. And this was while excruciating agony was shooting up through both jugs. I’d have done better just to smile and wave.  
 
      
 
    And then, just as I managed to get everything packed away the goddamned Monster Vibrator went off again!  
 
      
 
    I optioned fleeing and I stumbled down the hallway, whimpering as my hips did this twitchy dance, my pussy locked tight around the vibrator, while my arms tried to keep the damn weights from being ripped off my body. A quick glance told me that Kari wasn’t in her office so I turned the corner and reeled into the art room, gasping as I leaned my back against the door. Kari was there, her cell phone open to the application that ran my Monster Vibrator. She was wearing her glasses, the ones that made her big blue eyes the size of saucers and she looked up at me, a knowing smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Ohh! Breanne. I’m guessing you’re here about the vibrations.” 
 
      
 
    It was like she timed it. Her hand never even went to the phone. The thing between my legs just shut off. I let out another groan and tilted backward against the door, panting. Damn my breasts hurt! 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “So how’s your morning been?”  
 
      
 
    The expression of incredulity on my face must have been impressive, despite the fact that she didn’t even respond to it. She went right back to drawing as if she’d just come and said “Hi. How’s the weather?” while standing in a hail storm.  
 
      
 
    I may have even gaped.  
 
      
 
    Finally I managed to croak out something less than intelligible. “I flashed Jose my breasts.” Or at least that’s what I think I said. Kari’s response was to glance up, smile at me, and then nod.  
 
      
 
    “Very good. Maybe next time when I tell you to go suck a cock so you can have some stimulation, you’ll do what I tell you.” 
 
      
 
    My pussy tightened spasmodically around the Monster Vibe and the mental image of me on my knees, weighted breasts exposed and out, while I slurped hard on some man meat sent another shiver of delight through me.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t suppose…” I started to say. 
 
      
 
    “No. Not until you’ve paid the price for the last bit,” Kari interrupted.  
 
      
 
    I slumped and then slid into the stool that Kari keeps in the room, especially for me. My body ached everywhere, but it was more the incessant pull of the weights that really kept me hurting. I sat there for a few minutes, quiet as Kari’s pencil scratched across her paper. Every once in a while she’d turn, pull a material book off a nearby shelf, check something, then go back to her drawing. Then, out of the blue, she spoke. 
 
      
 
    “You want the vibrator back on, don’t you?” She asked, putting a hand on her phone. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Of course I did. And not just because I wanted to cum. Arousal was a powerful armor against pain and I could handle the pulling shards of agony if I were more stimulated. It was simple math. Or biology. I wasn’t ever good at either. 
 
      
 
    “It comes at a cost,” she warned me, reaching over to one of the large ceramic jars on the side board. She came out with a plastic ruler a foot long and waved it at me like a sword. “You can have two minutes max, or until it hurts too much. Whichever comes first.”  
 
      
 
    My eyes widened as I stared at the ruler. “You’re going to spank my clit?” I asked, my mind perhaps focused a little centrally. Kari laughed and shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “Your ass nitwit. Knowing you, if I spanked your clit you’d cum. Sooner or later.” 
 
      
 
    I grimaced. She was probably right about that. I’m notorious for cumming. I bit my lip as a thousand thoughts flew through my head. Was a spanking worth having the Monster Vibe run up to full power, rumbling away inside me. Could I actually cum in that amount of time? 
 
      
 
    I sighed. Honestly, I doubted it. While vaginal stimulation could push me over the edge by itself, two minutes wasn’t going to do it and in a perfect world there would be a little bit of attention given to my clit as well.  
 
      
 
    The throbbing ache of my breast made it difficult to think clearly and in a flash of inspiration I imagined myself bending over Kari’s desk and rest all ten pounds of iron on the work surface, finally giving myself a brief respite. I blinked. Then I looked over at Kari. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Two minutes’ worth,” I said, nodding in appeasement. Kari grinned and wiggled the ruler. 
 
      
 
    “Fine. Go to the conference room, and I’ll be with you in a moment,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I straightened up, pussy tingling in expectation of two minutes’ worth of high powered vibrations. I put my hand to my ass, lifting the short hem of the dress up, feeling the soft curve of my derriere. As I turned my mind finally kicked it into gear and I realized that this still might not go as planned. If we were going to do the spanking in the conference room it meant that she’d bend me over the mahogany table. And since she was also a neat freak, she’d go ahead and get the yoga mat that she’d been forcing me to lay on to prevent my piercings (and anything else hanging from my tits) from scratching up her table. This wasn’t exactly a good thing either, since the smooth side of the yoga mat went downward, while the spiked bottom faced upward, right at my chest. That meant tiny pinpricks digging into my tits while getting spanked. Not the most wonderful thing to endure, but at least it meant that the weights wouldn’t be pulling on my nipples. 
 
      
 
    The front of my dress (or should I say back?) hung open with both tits pulled and exposed in perfect view and I was just grateful that I wasn’t still sitting at my desk. I rolled my hips in agitated desperation, but even that didn’t do more than make the angle of the Monster Vibe change. It didn’t push me like I needed it too. I wanted the damn thing on. At full power. 
 
      
 
    Kari walked into the room and the first thing that went through my mind was to wonder where the yoga mat was. All she carried in her hands were her phone and the ruler. She put the phone down and then grabbed one of the chairs, pushing it over toward me. 
 
      
 
    “Now, why don’t you climb up here and kneel on the seat,” she said, patting the chair. “Then you can let your tits dangle over the back of the seat. I like the way the weights will swing when I hit you.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth dropped open as I stared at her in horror. For a moment neither of us moved. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve already agreed to this, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “But… I thought I’d be bent over the table! Or your desk! Not like that!” I said, pointing at the chair. “Do you have any idea how much these,” I grabbed a handful of the weights, “hurt? They’re awful! I don’t want them swinging!” 
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “Do you want the vibrator on?” She asked.  
 
      
 
    I gaped at her. “Of course I do! Just… this is too much.” I said gesturing at the chair and instantly regretting it as the weights began swinging again. 
 
      
 
    Kari leaned forward and with a dark look pointed at the chair. “Get your ass over here and kneel. Now.” 
 
      
 
    So much for rebellion.  
 
      
 
    With a growing knot of fear in my belly I crossed over to where she stood and lifted the hem of my dress slightly as I climbed up into the chair. It was a standard conference room chair, with leather seat, padded armrests, and wheels and the ability to tilt backward. Kari had it locked in place though and she patted the seat back.  
 
      
 
    “Just rest your boobs here on the back with the weights dangling down,” she said. I grimaced as I lifted the strands of iron and pushed them up and over the back of the chair. They fell downward and I yelped as it felt as if my nipples were being ripped off. 
 
      
 
    Again. 
 
      
 
    As I settled into place, my chest heaving with the pain, I suddenly felt the Monster Vibrator come to life, purring at a barely perceptible level. I let out a groan and rolled my hips, grinding as the first waves of pleasure began to breach my defenses. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and for the first time that morning, it almost felt as if my breasts had stopped hurting. The intensity grew and I began thrusting, humping the back of the seat. This had exactly the consequences that Kari had been expecting. My boobs, dangling over the back end of the chair, swung with each dramatic thrust and that set the five weights swinging momentously back and forth.  
 
      
 
    Yes. It hurt. A lot.  
 
      
 
    That pain would probably have overwhelmed any pleasure I was feeling, but over the next two minutes the Monster Vibrator got steadily stronger in both intensity and speed. My pussy contracted around it, as I gasped and moaned and at some point I felt the cool plastic firmness of Kari’s ruler against my pumping rump. With the chastity belt in the way, and my rear end stuffed with the steel bubble dildo, the only target available was the broad expanse of each flank. Kari didn’t care. She pulled back and landed a stinging hot stroke across my right buttock. 
 
      
 
    I hissed and pulled upward, one hand going behind me. But then the heady oscillation of the Monster Vibe sucked me under again. As I shuddered in delight Kari swatted the other side of my rump. Again I groaned, stiffening, my entire body reacting to the heat and sting all while inside me the foot long rod of plastic shook like a freight train.  
 
      
 
    I like to cook and one of my favorite meals to make is gumbo. Gumbo is a creole dish often served in New Orleans and involves some intense flavors. From Andouille Sausage to shrimp to rice to the dark roux that serves as the base, Gumbo is a dish that involves putting a number of very different textured and flavored ingredients together, applying a little heat and magic, and then *poof* it becomes this wonderful, bubbling mixture of absolute heaven. I love getting to that point where things come together. 
 
      
 
    I knelt there on the chair, my breasts lying on the back of the chair, the weights dragging my poor nipples down even as they swayed, while my hips went into overdrive, thrusting and grinding and working their way through the stimulation of excitement into the realms of real orgasmic possibility. I could feel myself getting close. I was desperate already. It didn’t take much. But as I reached the same point as my Gumbo, where everything came together, the pressure built and built until I was near exploding myself. The swats of Kari’s ruler against my ass, the pain of my nipples pinched and drawn outward and downward, the humiliation of my exposure, the wearing of the chastity belt, having my ass plugged and stuffed and my pussy wrapped around a violently shaking vibrator worked in ways I couldn’t have imagined. I could feel the silent approach of relief, even as another stroke of the ruler landed on my rump. I arched my back, lifting my head, letting out a croon when suddenly both the spanking and the vibrations stopped.  
 
      
 
    My world crumbled. 
 
      
 
    Kari moved away, leaving me kneeling there with my breasts still suffering, the attachment points of the clamps stretching my burning and throbbing nipples. I let out a choked sob. 
 
      
 
    “Please?” I cried, my entire body shaking. I was so close damn it! I mean I was RIGHT FUCKING THERE! 
 
      
 
    “No,” Kari replied both abruptly and succinctly. “You’ve got about fifteen more minutes with the clamps on. I think it would be best if you remained right there on the chair.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a noise that was part groan, part whimper, and all desperate. “Oh please, Kari! It hurts so much!” I sniveled. 
 
      
 
    She gave my still hot rump a soft pat. “I know. That’s the beauty of it.” Then she turned and left me to my suffering. 
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _2s8eyo1]The Cost - Part Four 
 
      
 
    “Want another chance?” Kari asked me. I looked up from my spot at the desk. I’d been fighting a two-fronted battle since right after lunch. One fight was with the computer, trying to get invoices done while the other was trying to keep my breasts inside my dress. The gaping hole dominating the front of my attire didn’t make it easy. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a suspicious look. “Not if you are going to offer me the weights again,” I said heatedly. “Because I decline.” 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed. “Hardly. As sweet as it was to have your cute breasts all pulled out and hurting like that, I thought I’d offer you something a little less strenuous.” 
 
      
 
    I waited. I didn’t have to say anything. She was going to make the offer.  
 
      
 
    “A blowjob I think,” she said. “All you need is to go out and give someone a blowjob. And for that I’ll give you three minutes of stimulation.” 
 
      
 
    Three minutes. Not enough to cum, but worth the work? Hell yeah! I stood up, one hand clutching the edges of the gaping hole centered over my sternum, keeping my bosom from being exposed. “Okay,” I told her. “I think I can handle that.” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s fingers reached out and took my hand, pulling it away from the front of the dress. “Remember, I’ll need proof you did it,” she said. She let go of my hand and slipped her palms beneath the material of the dress, fondling both of my tits and rubbing the nipples delicately. The window was right there and anyone walking by would have gotten a rather X-rated show if they’d been watching. Kari’s thumbs rasped up and down against the tips of my breasts and I think I stopped breathing for a moment as the swell of sweet sensation drove anything resembling coherent thought out of my head. 
 
      
 
    “Cum on your tits,” she said finally, as if making a decision. She let go of my boobs but didn’t tuck them away, leaving them hanging out and in full view. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Excuse me?” I asked, not even having the wherewithal to realize that she’d exposed my entire chest, risking view to any interested party. I stood there as her words slowly percolated through the intense throbbing of my body. My nerves tingled,  desperately begging for release. 
 
      
 
    Sexual release. 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a patient smile. “In order to earn your reward, I expect your tits to be covered in cum when you get back.” She nodded knowingly. “Fresh cum, Bre. Not the dried stuff.” She paused as she took stock of the expression on my face. “Preferably dripping.”  
 
      
 
    I gave her a rueful glance and wondered exactly how strict she was going to be on the “covered” and “dripping” aspects of the task. Real life was rarely a porno flick and I’ve been involved in a number of sexual situations where a blowjob had resulted in a depressingly low amount of bodily fluids being ejaculated. So much depended on the guy and frankly I’ve been discovering that with the overload of pornography available to today’s average male, finding a fully loaded cannon that hasn’t been… uh… fired recently is getting difficult. That makes for low volume loads. 
 
      
 
    Hey. I hope you’re appreciating this sort of openness, especially you guys out there. I’m actually sitting here complaining about the amount of cum being squirted across my chest being too small. I’m giving you advice on how to counteract this. Yes. I get it. I’m telling you to lay off the porn. And considering most of you probably don’t live in Houston, where certain nympho humiliation pain sluts might be readily available, or you DO live in Houston and just haven’t run into me, I get it that pornography might be your only source of… um… you know. But really, lay off. You don’t need to masturbate three and four times a day if you’re male. Your body needs to recharge and if you want to be able to perform with me the next time you’re in Houston and run across a scantily clad redhead trying really hard to embarrass herself in public, you better make sure you’re ready to go the distance. 
 
      
 
    Of course, if you’re a girl, three or four orgasms a day (or more) is actually good for you. Trust me. I know. 
 
      
 
    I stood up, feeling the Monster Vibrator inside me shift, which just reinforced my determination to get another little burst of stimulation. I grabbed hold of my dress, holding the front (or is it the back?) together to keep my breasts from falling out of the hole. Kari gave me a wink as I moved out from around my desk and headed for the door. 
 
      
 
    “Remember Bre, dripping!” She called out as I stepped into the atrium, my high heels clicking loudly on the tile floor. 
 
      
 
    Dripping. Right. 
 
      
 
    There is always one place that I can find a concentrated collection of cocks in any building, and where I can avoid the awkward and condemning stares of my sexual peers. I climbed the stairs along the far side of the atrium up to the second floor of Kari’s building, enjoying the feel of the Monster Vibrator in my pussy, even if it was off, my own motions almost giving me the same sort of stimulation I was looking for. Sort of like eating sugar free chocolate pudding when what you are really wanting to do is stuff your face with a bar of Godiva milk chocolate.  
 
      
 
    Not even close. 
 
      
 
    I made it to the second floor and looked down at the atrium. As usual it was empty, which was probably a good thing since the hem of my dress made standing at the rail a dangerous proposition as far as exposure went. Granted, all they would see would be the silvery glint of the chastity belt, but why risk it? I shook my head. Those were stupid thoughts.  
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes. What I really wanted was for someone to cut the damn lock off, tear the chastity belt off my body, yank the stupid Monster Vibrator out of my pussy and fuck my brains out with anything ranging in size from a baseball bat to a barrel cactus. Bonus points if it was cock. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. Thinking along those lines wasn’t getting my tits covered in cum so I turned, walked along the balcony and headed toward a set of rooms down the hall. As I said before, there is one place where I knew men would come. So I stepped up to the door, extended my arm, and pushed my way in as if I owned the place. Don’t think this was easy. It wasn’t. There are a strict social mores reinforcing propriety and I had to really focus to ignore the sign. 
 
      
 
    It said “Men”.  
 
      
 
    I want to state for the record that men are not ALL pigs. The restroom there on the second floor of our building was clean and smelled of mint. Three stalls lined the right side wall, the last one overly large for handicap use. Along the opposite wall were three urinals and a vanity. My shoes clacked loudly on the tile, unmistakable as anything other than a woman’s footwear. I went straight for the mirror and leaned over the counter, palms on the granite as I stared at my reflection. 
 
      
 
    My hair seemed redder than usual, but it could have been the paleness of my skin. I’m not a heavy makeup girl so all I was wearing a bit of eyeshadow, liner, and lip gloss. It made me look a little ethereal. The gray dress fell forward and once more my entire chest, still glinting with the gold of both hoop piercings and the rose engraved padlock, came into perfect view. The jewelry matched the small gold studs I had in each earlobe and I could see all the way down to the steel chastity belt.  
 
      
 
    For a moment I stayed like that, listening for sounds, but there weren’t any. I straightened, my boobs not managing to make it back under the folds of the dress, and I turned, bending over to peer under the stall doors, looking for loafers. 
 
      
 
    Nothing. Well… shit. 
 
      
 
    I straightened back up with a frustrated frown and crossed my arms across my chest. It wasn’t meant to conceal anything, just express my displeasure. I stood there, staring at the door, tapping my toe, considering my next move when the door opened. My eyes widened in surprise, but I’m pretty sure that Jeff was quite a bit more astonished than me. 
 
      
 
    I knew him, not by name, at least not right then, but I’d seen him in the building before. He worked in one of the offices on the second floor and was a burly guy with a broad chest and a gut to match. He wasn’t terribly tall for a man, maybe five foot nine or so and in my heels I didn’t really have to look up for our eyes to meet. He was blinking rapidly, his gaze locked on my chest and it took him a moment to gather something resembling coherent thought. 
 
      
 
    In all honesty, I kind of felt sorry for him. If you think about the situation, how often does a guy needing to take a leak, or worse, walk into the men’s restroom to find a redhead nympho humiliation pain slut standing there waiting for him, wearing a dress with no front, arms crossed under her bare breasts, looking at you with a hunger in her eyes, like a lioness hunting zebra on the Serengeti?   
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said with a smoky, low pitched voice. It was a lazy sort of “hi” the kind you expect from a seductive girl in a bar. Jeff responded with a man’s usual grace, intelligence, and witticism.  
 
      
 
    “Uhhh… am I in the wrong place?” 
 
      
 
    God I love Hollywood clichés. Really? You find a half-naked girl in your bathroom and THAT’S the line you use? It was everything I could do to keep from rolling my eyes. Instead I shrugged as I dropped my arms, which no doubt made my boobs do some interesting things.  
 
      
 
    “Depends on if you’d like me to wrap my lips around your cock and make you feel good,” I replied smugly. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know that his eyes could widen more than Jeff’s already had, but evidently he possessed some sort of super eye-widening power. Saucers mind you. That big. 
 
      
 
    It was clear he was considering it, but then his weight shifted. “Uh… could you give me a moment?” He asked, gesturing toward the wall full of ceramic urinals. I cringed a little, realizing that I hadn’t even thought of that. Anyone coming IN to the bathroom was there for a reason and it wouldn’t involve me. At least, not at first. The best I’d get would be as a secondary goal. 
 
      
 
    I blushed crimson, nodding and stepped out of the way for Jeff to go by me. He went straight to the wall and I heard his zipper going down. At that point I couldn’t resist. I went right up to him, pressed my bare breasts against the back of his crisp, white, long sleeved shirt, wrapped my left hand around his waist, and took hold of his cock. It wasn’t limp. Not at all. I felt the rest of him stiffen too. I may have been a little too aggressive. 
 
      
 
    “Here,” I whispered. “Let me help,” I said as my fingers massaged his stiff length. Jeff groaned. I felt his shaft harden and I began rubbing him with a bit more enthusiasm. 
 
      
 
    “Uh… you…. Aren’t making it easier to take a leak,” he finally said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” I said breathily. “I didn’t realize. I’m sorry. Do you want me to stop?” I asked, rubbing him thoroughly. I had my fingers rolled around him, his firm length in my palm. 
 
      
 
    Jeff just let out another groan.  
 
      
 
    I pulled him away from the urinal and toward the handicap stall. He followed along obediently as I maneuvered him into semi-privacy and he didn’t say a word as I sat down on the porcelain throne and replaced my tightly gripping hand with my mouth. 
 
      
 
    I know. Risky. What if he pissed on me? But I know a bit about biology and despite Jeff’s need to evacuate his bladder, I’d managed to get him aroused. The surge of blood to his penis meant that the urethra was pinched off. So for him to break my limits and get me involved in watersports wasn’t about to happen, not until I managed to get him to cum. So I felt relatively confident I wasn’t about to get a mouthful of piss. He tasted good too, like fresh soap with just a little hint of musk and the crinkly feel of his pubic hair against my nose actually felt good. He put a hand on my head, guiding my movements as I slurped, sucked, blew, and tongued his full length. I did things to that man’s cock that would make a Popsicle quiver in jealousy. 
 
      
 
    It took almost a full fifteen minutes to get him ready to explode, which in hindsight seems kind of long, all things considered. Still, I enjoyed it tremendously. There is something very… feminine… about having a man’s shaft in your mouth, pulsing and hard and wanting. You have absolute control. This was no skull fuck. I was the potter and he the clay. Well, fire hardened clay. He was solid granite and ready to pop. I felt him start to pulse, his breath coming in short gasps. Finally I jerked my head back, fingers wrapped around the base of his cock, squeezing and pulling and rubbing. 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Please cum on my tits!” I begged him. I straightened up, one hand pushing open the front of my dress, making sure my boobs were fully exposed and ready. I licked at the tip of his cock as he let out a manly gasp, his hand pushing mine aside slightly, taking control. He aimed the point of his manhood at my chest and I arched my back and pushed my breasts forward, one hand coming up to cup my right tit. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes,” I moaned erotically, just to encourage him. Remember, sex isn’t just about tactile sensation. The soundtrack matters. A lot. His fist jerked as his eyes closed and I quickly reached out and grabbed hold of his furiously pumping fist, hoping to have some control over the aim. 
 
      
 
    Cum shot out of Jeff’s cock and hit me just above the right breast and I felt it begin to seep downward over the ellipse of my bosom. I barely had enough time to jerk my hand to the left before the second squirt nailed me right in the cleavage. A third spasm left a trickle of transparent goo down the back of my hand and I let go of Jeff’s now softening cock and licked it moisture off my skin. 
 
      
 
    Then I realized I needed to move. Fast. 
 
      
 
    “Here,” I said honestly, cum dripping from my right breast as I hurriedly stood up. I grabbed his cock again and pointed it down to where I was sitting just a moment before a stream of hot yellow piss came squirting out the end. 
 
      
 
    I know this is supposed to be erotica, but I’d be remiss if I didn’t comment on this. I have never, ever had the opportunity to hold a urinating cock. I know, surprising right? I mean sure, I understand the process, and I’ve certainly held cocks that were spurting fluid. But peeing? Never. That’s a new one for me. And it was… enlightening. 
 
      
 
    First of all, Jeff’s cock was still mostly engorged from the blood that had stiffened him. And truth be told, this could easily be blamed on me. The residual stiffness must have done something though because his stream didn’t come out in one solid run. It split into two, both shooting off in opposite directions. I let out a shocked gasp as one stream struck the side of the bowl and even splattered the tile a little before Jeff leaned forward and I was able to get both jets aimed into the bowl. Talk about embarrassing. Here was my first time to piss with an actual cock and what did I do? Piss all over the floor! Then I noticed the heat. Jeff’s shaft actually got a little warmer. He sighed in relief and I couldn’t help squeezing a little, sort of rubbing him. Jeff clearly liked that and I moved my hand upward, toward the tip. I waited till the stream had stopped and then gave him a little shake. 
 
      
 
    And… yuck. I got pee on my hands. There must have been some left in the tube. I grimaced as Jeff pulled back and quickly stuffed himself into his trousers. I didn’t say anything but went right to the sink, washing up, trying to ignore the white goo covering my left breast and the streaks of wetness glistening in my cleavage. 
 
      
 
    “Um… I just want to say…” he started to say, only to cough nervously. I looked up at him in the mirror and grinned. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Breanne,” I said easily, shaking the water and soap from my hands. “I work down on the first floor.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded with a smile. “Jeff. And I know who you are. You work at that Interior Design agency downstairs. I’ve seen you a couple of times through the window.” His eyes roamed over my dress, but now I think he was looking at my ass, or the fact that the hem was so short. I’m not sure which. But then his eyes went back to my boobs, clear and in full view in the mirror. “You’ve got great taste in clothes,” he said. 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. “Really?”  
 
      
 
    There was an uncomfortable silence and then he cleared his throat. “I um... Uh… was wondering if… maybe… sometime… we could… get a drink. Or dinner. Or…” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at him and turned, smiling, cum slick breasts still hanging out. “Dinner sounds wonderful,” I said evenly. “But not this weekend,” I said as he opened his mouth, clearly about to set a date. “It’s not that I don’t want to, but I want to get this,” and I lifted the hem of my dress up so he could see the chastity belt, “off before we go out.” Jeff’s eyes widened in shock and I giggled a little as he stammered something. I dropped the dress and then went to him, patting his arm. “Come see me next week and we can discuss an outing.” I put my hand on the soft bulge at the front of his pants. “Maybe we can do something more… penetrative.” 
 
      
 
    Jeff let out a groan and for a moment I rubbed him right through his trousers. But then that little “dripping” word of Kari’s went through my mind and I whirled, letting my paramour go. I went straight for the door and yanked it open, leaning forward to see if anyone was in the hall. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! Your dress!” Jeff said, taking a step forward, his hand raised. “You’re not covered!” 
 
      
 
    I looked back at him and winked. “That’s the point this time.” I blew him a kiss and then let the door close behind me as I hurried down the hall, back toward the atrium. I didn’t run, but I moved as fast as those stupid heels I was wearing would let me and I was halfway down the stairs before Jeff appeared along the second floor railing, staring down at me in shock. Thank God the atrium was empty because I don’t know what I’d have done if someone had been in it. Covered up? Run? Hid? I practically skipped my way over the little wooden bridge and over to the glass door. A second later I was hurrying down the hall to Kari’s office to display my soaked boobies. 
 
      
 
    “Kari! I did it!” I exclaimed as I rushed up to her door. She looked up, eyes a little wild and I jerked to the side, hiding my body behind the door frame, as the head of the man sitting in the chair opposite Kari swiveled toward me. He gave me a speculative look, but since all he could see of me was my shocked expression and one million watt smile, he didn’t say anything. 
 
      
 
    “Uh. I mean, I’m back,” I said. “Sorry to interrupt. I’ll wait for you in the conference room,” I said.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Breanne. I’ll be finished here in a few minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Disaster narrowly averted I hurried down the hall and into the conference room. I let out a sigh of relief and sat down, the Monster Vibe, still deathly quiet, again angling deep into my sex as I took my seat. The minutes began to crawl and the only thing that distracted me was the inevitable itching as the cum began to dry. I was just about ready to go nuts when the Monster Vibe moved. 
 
      
 
    I froze, my breath catching. It wasn’t much. Just a tiny shiver. But then it happened again, a lightning quick surge that seemed to go from the base upward in a spiral through my pussy. My lower half tightened like a vise, my sex locking down on the thick base of the thing. I sat there, perched on the edge of a cliff, and nothing else happened.  
 
      
 
    I would have screamed if I thought I’d have gotten away with it.  
 
      
 
    Two minutes, then four minutes passed. I heard muffled voices and then Kari was saying goodbye to someone. The sounds faded and I went to the door and peeked out. No one was in the hallway. Then Kari rounded the corner, saw me, and grinned. 
 
      
 
    “You handled that one relatively well.” 
 
      
 
    I gestured at my chest. “It was dripping when I came in,” I said sourly. 
 
      
 
    Kari studied my cum-splattered boobs, noting the dried rivulets. Then she brought both hands up and ever so delicately, pinched both of my nipples lightly. I gasped as she leaned forward, lips close to mine. 
 
      
 
    “And do you think you should be rewarded, or punished, for letting the cum dry?” She twisted her fingers a little. Just a tiny bit and surges of… of … something shot through me, straight down to my pussy where I was using Kegel exercises to try to break the stupid Monster Vibrator.  
 
      
 
    My mind swirled around in a tempest, the two voices that plague my existence arguing vociferously. But while the naughty one lost the first time, it held its ground now. I felt myself whispering the word even before I cognitively knew the answer. 
 
      
 
    Kari’s nails tightened on the tips of my breasts, the thin edges cruelly cutting into me. I groaned, then whimpered, then let out a soft cry. Kari let go and just as I straightened back up, her hand slapped me hard across the chest, smacking my breasts in a very Juliesque manner. I gasped, shock written across my face as little bits of dried jism rained down on the carpet like snow. My boobs tingled and Kari then grabbed hold of my chin, lifting up my face so that I had to look her in the eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I am so glad you said that,” she whispered gently. “Because I sooooo want to punish you right now.” 
 
      
 
    “I want that too,” I whispered. “I need that.” 
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _17dp8vu]The X Bench 
 
      
 
    It was a warm Thursday morning and Kari was rather quiet as her convertible sped along the roadway. The south Texas sun had skipped spring as usual and had already lurched into summer, leaving me with little recourse but to accept the increasingly inappropriate and daring outfits Kari had given me. The dress I was wearing looked like it belonged on a sixteen year old hooker on her way to her initial deflowering followed by a short life of drugs and abuse. White, ankle length, and completely see thru, on a thirty-year old woman it looked ridiculous. And maybe that was part of it. Kari knew that having my entire body on display would just humiliate me, which was probably her goal. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t help that my pussy was stuffed to the brim with Kari’s wireless, vibrating egg or that my clit was currently clamped and suffering similar tremors thanks to the small motor attached to the clip. I sat in the car, cool air blowing right through the mesh of the dress and I wrapped my arms across my relatively exposed and clover clamped nipples, trying to keep the goosebumps from spreading further up my arms. 
 
      
 
    “Cold?” Kari asked me, adjusting the temperature. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “This dress is over-ventilated,” I complained. It was too. If it had been made of gauze I’d been better off. Instead it was basically a fish net designed for catching minnows and considering I was completely naked under it, there wasn’t much in the way of insulative qualities in my attire. Instead I tried to look on the bright side. Since my pussy was on full display, it wasn’t like she was going to be taking me out in public. I’d be arrested for indecency. 
 
      
 
    Eventually. 
 
      
 
    When we pulled up in front of the warehouse used by the Society of the Golden Rose I admit I wasn’t exactly surprised. Kari had kept her fingers in the pie, so to speak, despite the fact that she failed to meet one of the basic requirements of membership; a willing, obedient submissive to routinely abuse. I didn’t qualify since I officially belonged to Julie. Still, Kari was close friends with Isobel, the matron of the Society and we frequently met with some of the others for lunches and other various social activities. The fact that I was being shared between two dominatrixes evidently didn’t bother anyone. 
 
      
 
    It certainly didn’t bother me. 
 
      
 
    I recognized the truck in the lot and I couldn’t help smiling. Mike the Hardware Guy was this massively built specimen of manhood that combined the physique of a football player with the knowhow and supreme confidence that comes with both the knowledge of how to do things and testosterone poisoning. Mike sports a thick, well-trimmed beard, bright blue eyes that sparkle, and a mouth that is perfect for both kissing and other forms of sexual torment when applied to the appropriate places. He’s my teddy bear. Kari and I climbed out of her convertible, me looking around in nervous apoplexy, frightened that I’d be seen by someone with a cellphone and a direct line to the police department. Still, I was only exposed in public for the four or five seconds it took to hurry to the warehouse door. Then I was safely inside. 
 
      
 
    At least, safe depending on your definition. I might have been safe from being arrested, but safe from Mike and Kari? Hardly. 
 
      
 
    I followed my golden haired goddess through the tiny lobby, past the well-sized kitchen, then past the restroom and showers. The rest of the warehouse space was divided by a set of folding doors that could be closed to split the main floor into two still very large rooms. Kari and I weaved our way through the various couches, settees, love seats, and chairs, skirted the few tables and other peripheral that marked the room as a sexual fun house. 
 
      
 
    Oh. I need to describe that in more detail? Sorry. Well… uh… the sybians are there. We own two. A set of stocks is kept behind two of the couches and there are a number of rather uncomfortable seats where you sit while kneeling and either sharp ridges bite into your delicate parts, or there are some unusually shaped phalluses sticking up, sometimes a pair just in case some sadistic and deviant mistress wants her submissives rear end stuffed as well. Each little table holds a selection of saps, paddles, vibrators, clamps, and other toys. Staff the place properly and you’ve got your own little sexual BDSM wonderland. 
 
      
 
    But the other half of the room… well… that’s where the fun stuff is stored. 
 
      
 
    Over the years the Society has collected a wide variety of larger pieces of furniture that you can’t exactly purchase at Rooms To Go. We have two wooden horses. There are three or four wooden ponies. There are two St. Andrew’s Crosses and one of them actually spins upside down. There is an iBench similar to the one in Kari’s condo, as well as some more modern stocks, a variety of restraint tables, and even an entire wooden swing set with some rather disturbing, unchildlike, attachments. Most of these pieces are covered with drop cloths, giving a somewhat sinister look to the room, especially if the lights are mostly off. As it was there was only a single beam coming down, right in what is normally a cleared space in the center. But what really astonished me was that there was a hell of a lot of bare skin showing. Mike’s back was facing us and he was obviously, eagerly fucking someone in front of him. I could see it was a girl, lying flat on her back, her legs spread and bound to what looked like the top half of a six foot tall letter “X”, with a leather bench extending out from the center. Kari didn’t say anything as we approached, but I gasped in astonishment as I recognized Julie, my own personal mistress, buck naked and spread open. Mike’s shaft was planted wetly between her legs and from the look of ecstasy on her face, she was certainly enjoying the sensation. I felt a matching surge of wetness between my own thighs and a little shiver of jealously went through me. 
 
      
 
    I took a moment to admire the new bench. It was welded together using black painted steel and the squared off arms of the X had a number of steel hoops and hooks ready for all sorts of mischief. Julie’s legs were bound to it using some thin leather straps and I have to admit that her bare feet, sticking up at the top, soles exposed like that, was a total turn on. Kari and I moved around to the side and I could see that Julie wasn’t wearing a damn thing. Both of her hands were free and she was pinching her own nipples hard as Mike fucked her, the panting moan that came from her mouth making it clear how much she enjoyed what was happening. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Julie,” Kari said. 
 
      
 
    Mike glanced up, shock on his face and he backed away from Julie, his wet dick so hard that it looked like it could have jackhammered concrete. Julie’s eyes snapped open too and a look of frustration made her mouth curl in an unwelcome fashion. But then her eyes found me and her gaze softened. She sighed slowly, the sexual tension leeching away. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Kari. You’re a bit early,” Julie said, pointing at Mike. He nodded and quickly came forward, releasing the little black belts holding her legs apart and up. 
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “Early to bed and early to rise…” she replied, leaving the rest of the saying unspoken. “You look like you’re enjoying myself.” 
 
      
 
    Mike finished unstrapping Julie’s other leg. “For the most part,” Julie agreed. “Except now I’m terribly horny.” 
 
      
 
    Kari crossed her arms. “You didn’t have to stop. We could have waited.” 
 
      
 
    Julie sat up, swinging her legs down so that she straddled the bench she’d previously been laying on. “No, I don’t think so.” 
 
      
 
    I saw a small smirk on Kari’s face. “Are you afraid?” 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyebrows went up. “Of you? No.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked, totally bewildered. 
 
      
 
    “Of liking it,” Kari said. It was an answer. Not a question and I was surprised to see Julie blush and look away. That kind of startled me. Was my dominatrix becoming a switch? Julie hopped down from the bench and gave me a startling grin. 
 
      
 
    “Love the dress,” Julie said to me, eyeing my breasts and pendant decorated slit. “But I’m afraid it has to come off.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced at Kari, who didn’t look back. Evidently I was being turned over to Julie. I shrugged and immediately began lifting the dress up and over my head. It didn’t matter if I was dressed or naked at that point. Hell, with all honestly, I might as well have been naked anyway. I tossed the material aside and stood there waiting for someone to tell me what to do. 
 
      
 
    “Put her on it, Mike.” Julie’s voice was stern and wicked and still tinged with pressure from her sex but I turned to see Mike grinning. He’d managed to get his blue jeans back up and his cock was hidden from view. 
 
      
 
    “Come on Bre. Let’s get you up on the bench,” he said warmly. He took hold of my wrist and pulled me toward the bench. It was a bit higher than the iBench but I could have gotten up on it if I’d really a mind too. Instead he picked me up, the clover clamps and chain on my breasts swinging. He set me down on it, ostensibly in a massive wet spot left by Julie. 
 
      
 
    “Ewww,” I said dramatically, running my finger through the edge. 
 
      
 
    Julie saw me, crossed her eyes, and stuck out her tongue. 
 
      
 
    “Lay back, Bre. And slide down so that your legs are hanging off the edge right there at the X,” Mike said. 
 
      
 
    Kari cleared her throat. “Well please let me know how it goes. I’ll be back at lunch time to get her.” 
 
      
 
    I twisted my head and looked past Mike. “You’re leaving me?” I asked, just a little disappointed. 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded. “Yes. I’ve got some things to do this morning so I leave you in Julie and Mike’s capable hands. I’m sure you will have a delightful time.” She turned and left. 
 
      
 
    Mike grabbed my left ankle and hauled it upward as Julie began securing my leg to the upright sticking out from the end of the bench. She reached up and plucked the slip on high heeled sandal from my foot and tossed it aside, leaving my bare sole facing the ceiling. I took the liberty of kicking off my other shoe while they were both so focused on my left leg. Mike grabbed me below the knee and lifted my right leg up to match the first and as my bottom half was secured to the top half of the new restraint, I felt the ripple of excitement. The leather straps on my left leg were matched on my right and in short order I was immobilized from the waist down, unable to move more than just my ankle and toes. 
 
      
 
    “Can you spread her a bit more?” Julie asked. 
 
      
 
    Mike grunted and reached down between my legs, but then went below the bench. A moment later the top of the X widened and I felt the belts tighten around my flesh as I was spread just a bit wider apart. Still, if they wanted my legs spread, they would have done better to put me on the Society’s iBench. That would have forced me into the splits. 
 
      
 
    Julie reached under the bench and produced some Velcro style straps. One went around my waist while another went along my rib cage, just under my breasts. “Lift your arms above your head,” Julie told me and when I’d done it she secured my upper arms and then even my wrists to the bench itself. I tested the bonds, shocked to find myself almost completely immobile. I was totally and completely at their mercy. 
 
      
 
    Mike had clipped a cable across the gap between the tops of the X and I could feel the steel line against the back of each calf. Admittedly, I wondered what it was for, but then got distracted when Julie forced a ring gag into my mouth. I didn’t like that at all and made all sorts of fuss about it, but with my hands, arm, torso, and legs all bound up, the only expression of protest I could make was a verbal sort of squeal and curling my toes. Julie finished buckling the damn gag on my head and then began fiddling with the clamps on my nipples. She started with a solid tug which tightened them and I let out a gasp followed by a light wail that was weirdly modulated through the ring gag. Then she disappeared from view for a moment, only to come back a minute later with a string. She tied it to the middle of the chain, pulled it tight so that my breasts were tugged upward away from my chest, and then secured it to the center of the steel cable Mike had run across between the top of the X. She ran her hands down my body and over to my sex. I gasped as she plucked the pendant vibrator off my clit, but I liked the fact that she merely attached it to her own clitoris, letting it fall into the still wet slit between her legs. 
 
      
 
    Mike came up and hung some sort of hooked metal pole right next to the knot Julie had tied on the cable and then came the piece de resistance. He held up a Hitachi massager, the rounded kind used in all sorts of sexual torments. With some duct tape he attached it to the pole, making sure to measure it perfectly so that it hung at the correct height for the bulb to rest against my clit. 
 
      
 
    Julie turned on the massager and I felt it begin to rub and vibrate against the top of my slit, positioned perfectly to touch the one spot that was the most sensitive; my clitoris. At first the tiny tremors touching me worked their magic in combination with the vibrating egg still in my pussy, but then they began moving at separate times and I gasped, my entire lower half tensing as wave after wave of sweet bliss swirled up from my private parts. Julie stood there, a look of both satisfaction and need on her face. She watched as I became more and more engaged, my stomach tightening and relaxing - almost the only freedom of movement I had. My toes curled and my breath quickened, which didn’t help my poor tits which were still held tight in the death grip of both clover clamps. 
 
      
 
    “She’s close,” Julie said. “Why is she so close?” 
 
      
 
    Mike studied me for a second. “Did you check her for a toy?” 
 
      
 
    Julie blinked then swore. “Kari’s got half a dozen wireless toys,” she said, reaching out. She pushed the Hitachi massager aside and drove her fingers into my slit. I gasped and tried to arch my back but the straps held me secure. 
 
      
 
    “Damn. She’s got the egg in her,” Julie snarled. Her fingers scrabbled around inside me, finally finding the small wire. It enabled her to pull it out of my pussy leaving me empty and just a bit desperate. I protested verbally, which sounded something like “ungggn, ugggnnng. Ughhh!” but was otherwise unintelligible. She let the Hitachi fall back against my clit and it banged me a bit. I groaned, then yielded to the vibrations again. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll let her stew for another few minutes,” Julie announced, tossing the still vibrating egg off into the darkness. 
 
      
 
    Mike glanced over at her, his eyes sparkling. “You know how arousing this is?” 
 
      
 
    She wiped her hand off on her bare leg, gave him a grin, and laughed. “Me naked? Or having us both?” 
 
      
 
    Mike smiled back. “Both. And yes.” 
 
      
 
    Julie stepped in front of him, putting herself between my outstretched legs and Mike. She lifted her arms and reached upward, grabbing hold of my ankles, spreading her own legs as she did it. I couldn’t see, but could imagine the little pendant vibrator hanging from her clit, driving her mad. 
 
      
 
    “You need to focus,” she said, leaning backward. This pressed the Hitachi hard into my clit and I squealed loudly. “The idea is to torture Breanne.” 
 
      
 
    Mike laughed. “What if I want to do you both?” 
 
      
 
    Julie tilted back forward and the pressure on the massager lightened up. I gasped in relief as she pressed herself up against Mike. “Then do us both,” she whispered, barely audible above the loud humming of the massager. She rose up on tiptoe, kissed him soundly, and then turned back toward me. 
 
      
 
    “I think that’s enough for right now,” she declared, pulling the Hitachi away from my sex. I let out a frustrated groan, rolling my hips as much as the straps would allow. She gave me a wicked look and swung the massager up to her breast, positioning herself so that it was touching her tiny nipple. 
 
      
 
    “You or her?” Mike asked, moving around. I turned my head and saw that he had unbuckled his pants again and was already pushing the denim jeans downward. His massive erection was only barely concealed in the boxers he was wearing and I wanted, rather desperately, for him to jam that thing in me. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “In some things, yes.” She glanced back at me and then reached up, turning off the massager. I groaned and tried to beg, but again it just came out as gibberish. Julie turned back to Mike and wrapped her arms around him. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me hard,” she said. “Right now.” 
 
      
 
    And he did. 
 
      
 
    It took them almost fifteen minutes, all of which I lay there with just my nipples throbbing, my blood cooling, and the desperate ache between my legs slowly ebbing. I could hear their antics, but couldn’t see them and I was forced to content myself with imagining Mike’s massive prick pressing up into Julie’s pussy, pinning her to the floor. As for noises, Julie herself is rather vocal and she didn’t hold back at all, with half-shouted comments like “do me! Drive it in deep!” and “Oh God yes fuck me hard! Harder!” She also squealed, whined, whimpered, moaned, groaned, mewled, wailed, and sighed. Then when all I could hear was their slowing breathing, she loomed back into view, face flushed, hair damp with perspiration, her neck covered in red spots, both nipples sporting bite marks. She turned the Hitachi massager back on. 
 
      
 
    Let the torment begin again. 
 
      
 
    She stayed close while Mike went and fetched some water bottles, but I couldn’t have cared less right at that particular moment. My body went stiff as all the tension and need was immediately brought back like a breaching submarine forced upward to the surface of the sea. Things were absolutely the worst right between my legs, where my bottom half struggled almost as much against the straps holding me in place as it did to thrust and pump forward. I could feel my legs begin to tremble and it translated down right back to my clit, which was dealing with its own little earthquake. Julie kept a close eye on me and when it looked like I was once again nearing orgasm she pulled the Hitachi away from my clit, leaving me wailing with desperation. And I couldn’t even beg. 
 
      
 
    The minutes dragged on. One, two, three, four. Mike returned with the water and she drank half a bottle down, holding the massager away from my quietly pulsing sex. 
 
      
 
    “You really don’t want her to cum, do you?” 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head and swallowed. “Oh, we’ll let her cum. Eventually,” she said. “There’s this whole story one of her fans wrote. Remember Master Fred?” 
 
      
 
    Mike nodded. “He’s the guy that does a lot of her assignments.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Well he wrote out this story and that’s why I sent you the designs.” 
 
      
 
    Mike looked over at me. He looked sated, but interested. “So what happens next in the story?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    Julie let the Hitachi go and it swung back toward me, banged into my clit, bounced once, then settled against my tender, wanton nub, vibrating like mad. I squealed as the vibrations seemed to set my nerves on fire, and not in pain either. It was a purely sweet sexual sensation and I was beginning to go out of my mind with the need to explode. 
 
      
 
    “Well, let’s see,” Julie said, putting her finger against her chin. “First we torment her for about half an hour with the Hitachi, pulling it off and on her body.” 
 
      
 
    Mike laughed. “We’ve done that already.” 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “I know. Then we teach her to endure it.” 
 
      
 
    “Endure it?” He asked. “What exactly does that mean?” 
 
      
 
    Julie turned away and walked off into the darkness. “It means that she’ll try really hard not to work herself up to the edge.” Then I lost sight of her. 
 
      
 
    My pussy was pulsing like mad and I wished to God Julie had left the egg inside me. My clit tingled and Mike reached up and pulled the Hitachi away for a moment before letting it fall back into place against my pussy. My toes curled and I let out a choked sob of desperation. My God I needed to be fucked! I began yanking at the bonds holding me down, yelling through the ring gag, my chest heaving as the torment drove me nuts. My nipples throbbed with pain thanks to the clamps and then Julie emerged from the darkness. 
 
      
 
    “She’s close to cumming,” Julie announced. “Lift the massager away.” 
 
      
 
    Mike pulled the vibrating massager off my clit and even unhooked it from the line. I couldn’t understand why he would do that. At least, not until Julie lifted her arm.     
 
      
 
    The leather crop came down between my legs and her first stroke landed right on my sensitized clit. I screamed like a banshee, pain flushing the pleasure of the last thirty minutes down the drain. The sting was unbearable and it didn’t turn to heat nearly fast enough for my satisfaction. Unfortunately, the moment it did become the scorching burn of struck flesh, Julie lifted the crop again and nailed me once more, right on the tender labia, the head of the crop flicking hard against my clit. 
 
      
 
    Five strokes damn it. Five burning, blistering, awful, pain ridden strokes. It left me breathless, wailing, crying and totally not wanting to cum. And the worst part of it all, after she’d beaten me right between the legs, she had Mike hang the massager right back on the line between my ankles, positioning it so that the humming, buzzing bulb was positioned against my clit. I can’t even begin to properly explain the difference, the sudden change between agony and ecstasy and it confused my body completely. Julie turned away and looked at Mike. 
 
      
 
    “Watch her and make sure she’s not close to cumming,” Julie said. 
 
      
 
    “Why? What are you going to be doing?” He asked. I saw her disappear from view, sinking down. I didn’t have to be a mind reader to know what she was doing at that point. Mike’s face made it damn clear that her mouth was wrapped around his prick, sucking on it like a soda straw. 
 
      
 
    It took my body maybe all of six or seven minutes to get back to the point where I’d been before Julie had brutally hit me, breaking my arousal into tiny pieces and scattering them to the ground. Except now I was even more aroused, more wanton, than before. Again my hips fought a battle with the straps holding my legs in place and my toes began wiggling as my buttocks tightened. 
 
      
 
    “Julie?” Mike said, his voice tight. “I think she’s getting close again.” 
 
      
 
    Julie came up, wiping one arm across her mouth. Her skin glimmered under the lights and she held the crop, most likely picked up from the floor when she’d come up from her cocksucking duties. She gave me a short look with a cocked eyebrow, then lifted the crop up, set the leather tip at the arch of my left foot, and then flicked it hard. 
 
      
 
    Had I been able to vocalize anything beyond “ARrggghhhynnnngggghhhhh!” it would have come out as “Fuck! Goddamn! That fucking hurt!” As it was, all I could do was twist my foot around angrily, my hips still pumping as I tried to fuck the Hitachi massager humming against my clit. Julie hit my foot again, and then a third time, each one progressively harder until I was practically crying out with the pain of it. Then she suddenly grabbed the Hitachi, pulled it away from my clit and slapped my pussy with the crop. Not as hard as the first few strokes, but definitely enough to hurt. I wailed again through the ring gag and really bucked. The Velcro straps holding me down held tight but I managed to pull hard enough that my nipples felt the increased pressure as the clover clamps tightened down even more. Julie smacked my pussy again, pain washing away the pleasure, only to drop the damn massager back down against my clit and began smacking the sole of my right foot. 
 
      
 
    She continued to beat my feet with hard strokes, mostly using the cane part of the crop until I was crying out continuously. It felt like molten lead had been poured onto my arches and the rest of each sole had just been collateral damage. As the pain radiated down my legs, the massager continued to lick and buzz and reverberate against the tender nub at the top of my slit. My body was torn between wanting to fuck and wanting to run away and it could do neither. Julie let her arm down and left my poor feet alone, but then slapped the side of the crop against my bottom. It stung like the dickens and I squealed again. 
 
      
 
    “Feel good?” She asked me with a sneer, smacking my right buttock hard with the end of the crop. I wailed through the ring gag but then she reached up, grabbed the Hitachi and pulled it away from my clit. Then without warning, she bent over and put her mouth on my clit, sucking on it hard. My vision went white, then black and I cried out in exquisite pleasure. She pulled her head back a bit, my clit caught between her teeth and let go. I almost swooned from the intensity of the sensation and then the massager came back down, rubbing against my clit, agitating me even further. 
 
      
 
    She waited until I was close again, a full four or five minutes of vibrations, before pulling the Hitachi away and smashing my clit with the crop. I screamed out in pain as she hit me, once, twice, then three times in rapid succession. Hurt and fury seemed to stream off me and every muscle seemed to ache abominably. My body felt torn, trying to cope with the arousing sensations and the torment. Tears poured down my cheeks and it was then that she turned to Mike. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Now.” 
 
      
 
    I was barely cognizant of what was happening but Mike stepped up to me spread legs and before I could really put two and two together he slipped his hardened shaft into my pussy with a single thrust. My mouth opened wide as he began pumping, burying the full length of his dick in my beaten, vibrated pussy. I can’t even begin to describe how wonderful that felt. My world suddenly shifted and every part of me, every fiber of my being became centered on that thick, seven inch shaft moving smoothly through my slit. I tightened around him, not that it mattered. I was so wet, so lubricated that Mike could have shoved his hand in there and I would have accepted him. Mike’s face grew darker, the heat and need building. I could see it. He grabbed the Hitachi and lifted the metal rod off the cable, handing it to Julie. She moved it aside quickly, then popped back up, her eyes not on him, but on me. 
 
      
 
    “Mike,” she said suddenly, right before I exploded. “Now.” 
 
      
 
    And he pulled out. I yelled. I thrashed. I screamed in fury. They disappeared from view and for the second time I heard Mike fucking Julie, her panting groans filling the air around me. Now with nothing, not even the Hitachi against my clit, I cooled down for the second, incredibly frustrating time. Julie gasped and I heard Mike grunting, wet flesh slapping against more bare skin. Julie cooed and then laughed as Mike let out a sigh of relief. Five minutes became ten and when Julie finally reared her head I lay listlessly on the bench, my jaw aching almost as much as my nipples. Julie, sweat-soaked and glistening as much as me, ran her hand over my forehead, a warm and loving smile on her face. Then she unbuckled the ring gag and pulled it away. I groaned, working my jaw. 
 
      
 
    “How do you feel, princess?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    I thought about that for a moment. My feet hurt, especially the arches, as if someone had beaten them. My nipples throbbed painfully in time with my heart and the sides of my breasts hurt, the skin stretched upward. My clit still tingled, a sort of ghost reaction to the hour of stimulation, not to mention the crop smashing into it. My pussy ached too, longing for Mike’s cock. But most of all my legs and arms felt wooden and cramped. I wanted up. I wanted to close my legs. Desperately. 
 
      
 
    “Aches. Hurts,” I said. She nodded and looked down my body through the open V of my legs, tied to Mike’s X frame. “Mike?” 
 
      
 
    He swung into view, holding the metal rod that had the Hitachi massager taped to it. He gave me a curious look and lifted it. She nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” I gasped. “Please! Wait! No!” I said, almost frantic as he hung it back on the cable that stretched between my ankles. “Please not again!” I pleaded. 
 
      
 
    Mike turned it on. To full power. It began rumbling and I felt it touch my clitoris once more. Instantly the coals ignited into flames and my hips churned, still constrained by the straps. I let out a hysterical laugh that was half sob, half frustration. My body was happy about the sexual stimulation, but my mind knew that they were just going to take it away again when I got close to release. I wanted to scream! So I did. 
 
      
 
    Julie reached up and began flicking the string that kept the nipple clamps pulled tight to the cable between my ankles. It sent shards of agony down through my breasts which manifested my yelling sputter. I winced and cringed as she did it until I finally began swearing, using language no decent girl would ever dare utter. Everything between my legs felt so good while what she was doing to my breasts hurt like the dickens! Then she switched, all to keep fucking with my head. She moved down between my legs, lifted the Hitachi massager away from my red and swollen clit, and promptly smashed a leather sap against my pussy. 
 
      
 
    Had I been loose, I would have gained altitude. As it was, all I could do was lift my head and screech. Agony blossomed between my legs but instead of hitting me again, which was what I certainly expected, Julie just let the massager fall back down to lightly rub against my mashed clit. The pain ebbed and became pleasure and I panted with the exertion. Then she did it again, lifting the massager away, slapping my clit with the sap, and then letting the Hitachi rub the hurt away. 
 
      
 
    And again. And then again. 
 
      
 
    Mike stepped up, handing something to her. I couldn’t tell what it was. The massager remained against my clit while I felt her press something cool and wet against my bottom. It took me only a moment to realize what was happening. Julie pushed in the anal plug, spreading my rear. Even as my brain began processing the fact that she was putting something in my bottom, I felt the stretching pain as it was forced inside me. It was bigger than most of the other anal plugs I’ve dealt with, that’s for sure. I groaned, my toes curling again, my clitoris dancing under the tremors of the Hitachi. As much as I don’t like things in my ass, especially long, big things, I felt myself getting close to an orgasm. The pressure was building dynamically and I clamped my mouth shut with sudden insight. Deny Julie the cues. She wouldn’t see me cumming until it was too late! 
 
      
 
    My ass tightened around the plug and I felt it begin to vibrate, adding its own impetus to the mix. My lower half tried to twist, for my hips to grind against the incessant sexual stimulation. My chest heaved, my tits tugged and pulled as my body betrayed itself to Julie. 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, we can’t have that,” she said wickedly. She pulled the Hitachi away and not just one or two, but five hard slaps to my pussy followed, each one delivered with the leather sap. I cried out, my entire body going rigid and then for good measure she slapped my inner thighs as well, leaving dark pink marks against the soft skin. 
 
      
 
    I burst into tears and it was only then she let the Hitachi fall again. I let out a wild sob, my entire body beginning to tremble. 
 
      
 
    “Now. Mike? Do you have it?” I heard Julie demand. 
 
      
 
    “Here. I didn’t lubricate it though.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “She won’t need it. Watch this.” 
 
      
 
    And then, oh my God, something hard and thick and long slipped into my sex. It pressed aside my slit and forced me open. Julie rammed it deep, so that it tucked behind my cervix. I still couldn’t do much in the way of thrusting, but then it began corkscrewing and vibrating inside me, its own oscillations combining and mixing with those of both the anal plug and the Hitachi. I felt thin lines being run around my bound legs and I realized that Julie was tying the vibrator into me. I couldn’t stop shaking. Everything hurt and everything felt incredible. And me? I could feel the orgasm coming like a freight train. I half expected for her to pull it all off me, or to hit me, or to stop it somehow. A blow torch to my clit? A taser? I held my breath as the orgasm came closer and closer, closing my eyes against the strain to keep quiet. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” Julie said. Her voice was quiet and soft, oh so close. I opened my eyes to turn my head. She’d left her post between my legs and stood next to me, right by my head. I stared at her in shock, suddenly realizing she was actually going to let me explode. I gasped as the first wave of orgasmic bliss hit me. 
 
      
 
    “Know what?” She asked as I began cumming. “Your torment isn’t even close to being over.”  She put her hand on my left breast, giving it a little shake, the nipple pinched hard in the jaws of the clover clamp. “Now Mike and I going to have another little session and after we both cum, we’ll be back to check on you. I hope that you count the orgasms. Have fun, princess.” 
 
      
 
    “W-w-what?” I managed to stammer through half-clenched teeth and a burst of pleasure. “Wait! You can’t! You can’t leave me like this!” I whined. The Hitachi buzzed against my clit while the vibrator and anal plug whirled and shook inside me. 
 
      
 
    Julie stepped back, a wicked grin on her face. “On the contrary, princess. I certainly can. I’m going to enjoy getting fucked, listening to you scream through a half dozen orgasms.” Then she turned and walked away. I saw Mike give me a little wave and the join her, his hand finding hers. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! No! Ohhhh! Fuck!! I’m…. I’m…. “ 
 
      
 
    Then I really did explode. 
 
      
 
    And explode. 
 
      
 
    And explode. 
 
      
 
    And explode again. 
 
      
 
    When Julie came up to me she put a hand on my forehead, brushing the damp hair out of my eyes. I was soaked with sweat, hoarse from screaming, and my pussy felt raw and scorched. I had cramps in both calves and along my side and my arms hurt. My nipples had gone numb, but my breasts themselves ached horribly and I dreaded what it would feel like having my circulation restored when the clover clamps were released. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, how many?” Julie asked softly. 
 
      
 
    I blinked, my body wracked with spasms, aching from the pain and pleasure, exhausted and limp and plagued with these tiny shivers that seemed to only affect certain muscle groups. 
 
      
 
    “How…” I repeated, my brain unable to comprehend what she was asking. I looked away. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. How many orgasms have you had?” She asked again. 
 
      
 
    Honestly, I don’t really remember this. Or what I said. Julie told me later that I was almost incoherent, trembling violently, my toes twitching as the massager, anal vibrator, and vibrating dildo all continued to work on my bottom half with incessant directness. But I do remember her smiling, eyes bright, her naked body next to mine. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I suppose one or two more wouldn’t be too bad,” she said with a grin. 
 
      
 
    I let out a long, terrible, high pitched groan as she moved around the table, lifted the Hitachi away from my clit, and then bent down, putting her mouth on the sensitive, sore, swollen, inflamed nub of my clit and sucked. Her tongue swirled and reams of pleasure burst up through me, laced with hurt, with need, and with absolute despair. I couldn’t take any more. No. Not a bit. I was done. Right? Wasn’t I? She hummed with my clit in her mouth and my vision went white, then black. She came up off me a moment later, right when I was on the edge. I didn’t know what to expect. Maybe the Hitachi again. Maybe her fingers. 
 
      
 
    The leather sap came down softly, almost lightly, tapping my sex. Each beat seemed to be timed with the pulse of my blood, the throbbing of my nipples, the burning ache of need between my legs. The pressure and tempo built, the sap coming down a bit harder, and just a bit faster. I could hear it smacking the base of the vibrator, but it was my clit Julie aimed for, spanking me with increasing speed until the blows came in a pair every second. Again my body jerked wildly and I cried out. 
 
      
 
    “Cum for me!” Julie whispered, lifting the sap higher and bringing it down harder. “Cum for Master Fred.” I felt every muscle tighten as I finally lost it all together, the vibrations, the pain, the heat, the sting, the smashing blows, and I burst in one final, fiery, orgasm that left me screaming.  
 
      
 
    Julie looked up a few minutes later, the Hitachi in one hand, and the sap in the other, a wicked smile on her face. “Mmmmm,” she said. “That was good. Let’s do it again!” 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking God. Nooooooooooooooooooooo… 
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    The warm, muggy evening wrapped around me as I climbed out of my car. The neighborhood was nice, with rows of well-manicured lawns and small, but easy-on-the-eyes houses. I swallowed hard, trying to push aside my intense discomfort as the blue plaid and pleated skirt I wore swirled around my upper thighs. I glanced around. Fortunately the street looked quiet and all I really had to fear was that someone would glance out their front window and wonder what the hooker was doing on their street. 
 
      
 
    That’s sort of how I felt because it was how I was dressed. The white blouse was actually sort of modest, since it at least covered my top half. No bared midriff, which drives me absolutely nuts. Exposed bellies is for teenage girls, not grown women. The tie I was wearing matched the skirt exactly, which was sort of the point because it was a uniform. Except I’m pretty sure no Catholic Schoolgirl ever wore a pair of white, thigh high stockings that didn’t make it up to the hem of her skirt, much less black stilettos with six inch heels. 
 
      
 
    Like I said, the resemblance to a local street hooker seemed more probable than me looking like some teenage girl skipping home after the final bell and that had my stomach roiling with humiliation. What if someone saw me dressed like this? What would they think? I pushed those thoughts firmly out of my head and hurried down the sidewalk. Thirty seconds right? That’s all it would take to walk from where my car was parked to the nice, little porch? 
 
      
 
    I headed up to the house, glad that the porch light was off. It wasn’t as welcoming I suppose, but it made things less obvious to the neighbors. I climbed the steps, my skirt’s hem dancing around the lower curves of my bottom. With a huge step, rang the bell. It took no longer than five seconds before a man, dressed all in black, complete with shoes and belt, answered the door. He was in his upper fifties, his hairline receding and going a sterling gray. But the most notable thing about him was the white clerical collar that he wore. His eyes were bright with enthusiasm as he saw me and he stepped back with a welcoming smile. 
 
      
 
    “Come in, my child.” 
 
      
 
    So I stepped into the devil’s playground. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ever since I’d moved out of my parent’s farmhouse I’d been what some might call “religiously lost.” I’d grown up Catholic, as had my daughter Rachel and while I admired much of what the Roman Catholic Church stood for, there were a few things, perhaps political, perhaps not, that I wasn’t too enamored with. This tale isn’t supposed to be Breanne’s Encyclical on all Things Bad and Good with Catholicism, but those personal issues led me to try a few other Christian places of worship. From Anglican to Episcopalian to Lutheran, to even a few non-denominational spots. I even went to a Unitarian Church. Wow… was THAT an experience. But one of the non-denominational churches I liked a lot and went back to multiple times, was one with an amazing preacher named Father Bob. 
 
      
 
    Father Bob was in his late fifties and looked wise. His homilies, or whatever you call them if you’re not Catholic, were amazing, riveting, filled with humor and grace. He was a gifted speaker. After my face became a repeat feature, some of the other parishioners greeted me and filled me in. Single, educated, and wonderful, Father Bob was something of a saint in their eyes. I could see it. I really could. 
 
      
 
    I want to state for the record, that when I went to church, you probably wouldn’t have recognized me. Oh sure, my hair was still fire engine red, long loose curls that immediately attract the eye like moths to a flame. But there the normal nympho humiliation pain slut you’re so familiar with was gone. I dressed conservatively, usually in a nice dress with a hem around my calves, with no tight curves or dipping cleavage. It was… me. The side of me that isn’t a needy fuckslut. The one that would normally control things if I weren’t constantly being pressured by desires that drive me into what some might call sin. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure when I came to Father Bob’s attention. Probably the first day, considering I must have looked like a beacon of flame in his otherwise blond and brunette congregation. But it was on the fifth Sunday that he approached me after the service, his warm smile welcoming, his hand extended as we had a brief moment of privacy in an otherwise packed room. The other parishioners were giving the leader of their flock a moment to greet the new sheep. Baa baaaa. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” he said, holding out his hand. I took it and he shook it softly, with almost a caress. “I’m Father Bob.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help smiling, a warm glow spreading inside me. And it wasn’t a sexual one either. “I know sir,” I replied. “You are such a great speaker. I love listening to you.” 
 
      
 
    He grinned, nodding happily. “Thank you. I appreciate that. I do have a question to ask you though.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled eagerly. Was he going to ask me to join his church? A personal entreaty to join his flock? Was he going to ask about the state of my soul? Would he ask about my daughter? He leaned in close and I saw the twinkle in his eye. 
 
      
 
    “Your name wouldn’t happen to be ‘Breanne Erickson’, would it?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I blinked, totally shocked. My mouth fell open as I stared up at the man and he laughed. “I guess I was right,” Father Bob said quietly. I stood stock still, wondering if I were about to be condemned and cast publicly out of his church or whether he’d quietly plead with me to put aside my harlotry. He took my arm and put his hand on my back. It wasn’t improper, just very familiar. “I’ve been a fan of your work for some time and when I saw you and Rachel, I knew immediately that between the red hair and your daughter, there was a high probability that I was right.” He glanced around. “Where is Rachel?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard, still more than a little stunned. “Getting a donut,” I confessed. My daughter had a sweet tooth and she loved going to the Family Hall to get a morning snack. 
 
      
 
    “Ahh. The hunger of youth,” he said, making it sound like innuendo. “But as I was saying. I love your writing. I have to ask though, is it real?” 
 
      
 
    I stared up at him, just a flurry of agitation in my expression. “Of course it’s real,” I protested, feeling a touch of anger. I saw his eyebrows go up and I flinched slightly. “To an extent. It’s based upon memory. Sometimes I don’t exactly remember the specific details. I have to be creative with my descriptions so that I express the appropriate tension and it doesn’t come out sounding like a crazy person wrote it.” It came out sounding just a little arrogant, like I was lecturing him. “And I sometimes skip or minimize the boring parts.” 
 
      
 
    Father Bob continued to smile. “I can’t imagine anything involving a woman as lovely as you having boring parts.” 
 
      
 
    I froze, just a little stunned and blinked again. “Father, are you hitting on me?” 
 
      
 
    He turned me, again with his hand on my back and we walked along the last row of the church. “Breanne, might I ask why you’ve told some of the other parishioners a different name?” 
 
      
 
    Now I blushed, embarrassed. “Father, Breanne is my middle name. I thought…” my voice trailed off. 
 
      
 
    He nodded in sudden understanding. “Your warring sides. Innocent farm girl on one hand, nympho humiliation pain slut on the other.” 
 
      
 
    I grimaced. The words coming from a priest’s mouth just sounded dirty, even if he was a fan. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I do understand. It could be socially difficult to explain your profession, for both you and your daughter, were anyone to discover your alternate identity.” He put his hand on his heart. “Your secret is safe with me,” he said. “But I do have one more question to ask you.” 
 
      
 
    I stood there as the implications of his words swirled through my mind. “Yes, Father?” 
 
      
 
    “In your tales you say that Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2 requires you to follow any order given to you that doesn’t break your limits. Is that true?” 
 
      
 
    My stomach tightened up into a dark, heavy knot. Slowly I nodded. Father Bob’s smile didn’t change a whit. He put a hand on my cheek, caressing it downward to cup my chin, but it was his other hand that concerned me. It slid downward, through the small of my back and then even lower. Dangerously lower. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent. Then here are my orders…” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The inside of Father Bob’s house was quaint. The furniture was old but serviceable and the place was kept clean. The living room also served as Father Bob’s library and office, with a leather couch against one wall, big enough for two or three, and a single, heavy leather chair obviously meant for him on the other side of a worn oak coffee table. A Bible rested on the table, black, ominous and judgmental.   
 
      
 
    The desk was also made of wood and looked like it had come from another age, when the construction of furniture had been as much an art as a livelihood. A silver lamp sat at one end while a laptop computer gave the whole thing a surreal look. The shelves behind the desk were crammed full of books. I didn’t get the opportunity to peruse his collection, but I’m betting most of them were religious treatises of one kind or another. 
 
      
 
    The curtains were drawn and the moment the door closed we were in private. I stood there nervously, acting just like a schoolgirl. As he came around me his hand touched my back, lingering there much longer than appropriate, his fingers swirling. I thought for a moment that he was going to slide his palm down to my bottom, but he didn’t. Instead he turned me slightly and gestured for me to sit down on the couch. 
 
      
 
    Right where he’d be able to look up my skirt. 
 
      
 
    I moved to the couch and wondered how to play this. I’d been basically blackmailed into coming in the first place, not that I minded terribly. It wasn’t like I hadn’t been a force of corruption amongst the clergy before and clearly I’d corrupted this one without evening knowing it. I had a long and disgusting history of seducing authority figures, including a few men of the cloth. I can say that while I’d been a little young, especially in some people's’ eyes, I hadn’t been a child. Seventeen is legal in Texas, so don’t go screaming pedophilia. Father Joe’s fall from grace was purely at my hands. I feel bad about it too. 
 
      
 
    And that brought me back to Father Bob. The Catholic Schoolgirl fantasy can go one of two ways. Either the girl is an innocent, the sweet but totally corruptible bit of flesh, or she’s a devil, a temptress seeking to bring down the holy servant of God with one of the seven deadly sins: lust. As I sat down the hem of my skirt rode up my ass and I could feel the material of the couch on my bare bottom. Father Bob seated himself opposite me and stared. I could feel his eyes roaming over my body, seeming to touch me. I’d done the seductress thing before and this time I thought I’d play it straight. Maybe it was time for the conservative, saintly side of me to get what was coming to her. Still, it would depend on Father Bob. I pressed my knees together and shifted back and forth, blushing. One of us would be dancing with the devil. 
 
      
 
    It just hadn’t been decided who got to wear the horns and tail. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve heard child, that you’ve been a naughty, disobedient little girl,” he said leaning forward hungrily, angrily. I gave him a half terrified expression, bit my lip and looked away. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t mean to be,” I whispered, playing into the roles established. Clearly Father Bob was going to be the villain in this story. 
 
      
 
    Father Bob’s eyes narrowed and he loomed above me. “But you have sinned. A great deal. And now it is time for your penitence.” His hands reached out and yanked me to my feet. “You’ve been a naughty girl and now you will suffer for your sins.” His hands slid across my chest, touching my breasts and I felt goosebumps rise on my arms as I quivered under his touch. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, a filthy, unclean spirit,” he whispered in my ear. 
 
      
 
    I heard a poem once, or maybe it was a Bible quote. 
 
      
 
    She’s a dwelling place for demons 
 
    Of lust and sin bestirred 
 
    She’s a cage for unclean spirits 
 
    And of every filthy bird. 
 
    She makes us drink the poisoned wines 
 
    Of fornicating kings 
 
    Breast and loin and sultry lips 
 
    Host for evil wings. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I was seventeen years old and I looked at my best friend Kari. She sat in the pew next to me with a wicked smile on her face and she crossed her arms. “This isn’t up for debate Bre. Go and do it. You’ve said you wanted to. This your chance. And I expect a full report when you’re done.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip and turned around in my seat. It was almost an hour before mass was to start and the new priest, Father Joe, had just gone into the confessional room. I’d sort of had a bit of a crush on the man since he’d been there at the church. He was young, in his mid-twenties, and had a warm smile, friendly demeanor and was damned cute. What a waste as a priest. 
 
      
 
    My parents were in choir practice and usually I’d have spent the morning in the Parish Hall eating a donut, but Kari had come with me that Sunday, an unusual occurrence in and of itself. She leaned over and undid the top button of my shirt and I gasped, putting a hand to my chest. There weren't that many buttons on this particular shirt and undoing the one near my collar pretty much meant that a good portion of my chest would be on display. 
 
      
 
    “Kari! Not here!” I hissed, glancing around. There was only one or two other people sitting in the sanctuary and they all seemed much focused on prayer. 
 
      
 
    She just laughed. “It’s a button. It shows a bit more skin. It isn’t indecent,” she smirked. “It just makes you look a little more appealing. Less Pollyanna and more woman.” 
 
      
 
    “Pollyanna was a woman,” I retorted, crossing my arms across my chest to hide my now “appealing” cleavage. 
 
      
 
    Kari sighed. “Go. Confess that I once fucked your brains out with a cucumber. Ask for absolution.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. Again. I need to break that habit. But I’d been fantasizing about going to confession for a while and made the mistake of telling Kari some of the more, *ahem* naughty versions of my encounter with the very cute and rather young Father Joe. It may have been what spurred her to come to church with me. She gave me another eyeful and slowly reached for the second button, the one that kept the shirt closed over my breasts. She’d convinced me that morning not to wear a bra and I was regretting it completely. I grabbed her wrist and looked around nervously. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” I mewled, almost in a panic. 
 
      
 
    “Encouraging you to go to confession. Go now or I’ll unbutton more. You can show God your tits.” She reached for my shirt and I squirmed away from her and stood up. She smiled at me with her teeth, a warning that I better move my cute, little, skirt-covered ass before she spanked it too. With a deep breath and a thumping, nervous heart, I headed straight for the little room Father Joe used for confessions. 
 
      
 
    As a good Catholic girl I’d been to confession before. Except the last time I’d been there the only thing I’d had to get off my chest wasn’t my shirt. I had been mouthing off to my mother. This time… well… purely from a religious angle I was guilty of a whole multitude of sins. I’d had sex multiple times, with multiple people, including Kari. I’d already developed my habit of multiple orgasms per day and with Kari, even discovered my masochistic streak. I was already becoming an expert at cock-sucking and my first and unfortunately successful attempt at taking cock up the ass had happened just a month or two before. My reputation at school as a fuckslut was becoming well known and it had even leaked into the church’s youth group, where a number of boys my own age had accosted me, requesting demonstrations of my oral and vaginal skills in the Audio/Visual Closet. I had gone eagerly and missed half of mass that day. 
 
      
 
    Yep. I had plenty to confess. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and faced the door to the small room. There wasn’t a line or anything. Only one or two people regularly visited the confessional in the first place. The “unoccupied” light was green above the door and I grabbed hold of the knob and went in. 
 
      
 
    The room was small, cozy, almost a closet, but certainly big enough for two or three people. It was partially divided by a wooden screen, intricately carved. Father Joe sat on one side and there were two other chairs. One was on the other side of the screen to protect anonymity while the other chair was across from him. Last time I’d been in here I’d sat there, giggling while our pastor, Father Frank listened with patience to a nine-year confess to “not honoring her mother and father.” 
 
      
 
    This time I sat down on the other side of the partition. I wasn’t sure I could look Father Joe in the eye and confess that I was a voracious fuck slut. Even at seventeen I wasn’t terribly comfortable with this new persona that Kari had molded and despite the fact I was one of the most popular girls at school, at least with the boys, I was hardly as sure of myself as it seemed. As I got settled I was shocked to discover that I was wet. Very wet. I bit my lip. Did I really want to do this? I closed my eyes, fantasies swirling through my head. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, child.” Father Joe’s voice was soft, melodious, and totally dreamy. My pussy tightened as I breathed, my hands coming up to my shirt. The second button came loose, then the third and fourth. I left the front of my blouse open, both breasts exposed. 
 
      
 
    “Father, forgive me for I am about to sin,” I said, half standing to shimmy out of the skirt. Kari hadn’t let me wear panties either and my bare bottom touched the chair for only a moment. 
 
      
 
    “About to sin?” Father Joe asked curiously, obviously confused. My skirt fell to the floor and I stepped out of it. Naked except for the shirt, knee socks and shoes, I stepped around the partition and watched Father Joe’s face go from perplexed to shocked. 
 
      
 
    I had one hand on the partition and cocked my hips. I was dripping wet and the dark sultry look in my eyes made it clear what I wanted. If there was a devil in that room I was it. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes,” I said, moving forward. “Sins indeed.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Father Bob grabbed my arm and hauled me up off the couch, twisting me around so fast that I almost fell as my high heels caught in his carpet. He brought my wrists back and pressed himself against me, my fingers wriggling around the bulge in his pants as his arms wrapped around me, grabbing my breasts. I groaned as his fingers dug into my nipples, but then he grabbed hold of the shirt and yanked it open. Buttons popped off, flying across the floor. 
 
      
 
    “The Lord demands that you receive his forgiveness the way you were brought into the world. Naked and vulnerable,” Father Bob demanded, tearing the shirt open and practically ripping it off my body. He pulled it back and down my arms until it bunched up between my elbows and wrists, becoming in effect a restraint. His hands came back up to my breasts, cupping them hard, kneading and squeezing them painfully, tweaking the nipples as I gasped and cried out. Then his left hand slid into the waistband of my skirt and down. His fingers found my bare and wet slit and without a word he penetrated me, jamming his middle finger deep into my pussy. It curled like a hook as his palm pressed against my clitoris. 
 
      
 
    “Look how naughty you are!” Father Bob demanded, wiggling his finger inside me so that I jerked like a live worm on a hook. His palm moved in circles over my sensitive nub and waves of sweet pleasure shot up through making me even wetter.  “You are such a slut! How could you be moist, knowing that you were to come here for penance and forgiveness? Your cunt is the source of the evil and we must purge it of these vile sensations!” He pumped his finger in and out of my pussy, leaving me shaking with need. 
 
      
 
    I whined in response to his words, though inwardly I knew that the cause of the continued “vile sensations” was due more to the fact that he was thoroughly finger fucking me than any perversion on my part. I moaned, my knees going weak and he held me up with the hand he had buried between my legs. He let go of my right breast and I started to fold, but managed to keep myself upright by putting a hand on the sofa arm. He grabbed the skirt and yanked it downward, baring my loins and soft bottom. I helped a bit, kicking my stilettoes out of the skirt, leaving it in a crumpled pile of blue plaid on the carpet. I couldn’t help wondering if he liked the way the stockings looked on my legs.  
 
      
 
    “Father! Please help me not to feel this way!” I gasped as his finger began moving inside me again and he hauled me forward, again with the hand in my pussy, manhandling me so that I stood at one end of his coffee table. The ceiling flashed through my vision as he forced me down, hauling at my slit with one hand, his other knocking me flat on my back. I landed on my arms but managed to stretch the shirt far enough apart that I wasn’t technically lying on them. He pulled his glistening finger out of my sex and then stood above me, looking down. 
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs, Breanne. Show me how you’ve been sinning!” Father Bob thundered. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered and spread my legs, opening up so that he could see the wetness streaking my thighs. Inside me I felt the need caused by his hand and I felt a fresh surge of humiliation strike me. I bit my lip, turning my head so that I didn’t have to see his eyes and then he fell to his knees, pushing my legs even further open. His head moved between my thighs and then his tongue was lapping at my clit. Pleasure surged through me and I gasped, trembling. 
 
      
 
    “Please! Please! No! This can’t be right, Father!” I said, my role established. I began squirming enough to make him put a hand on me. His face came up and he looked up at me through my outstretched legs. 
 
      
 
    “Before we exercise the wickedness from your pussy, we must milk it all, encourage every naughty and evil act to come forth. So I must torment you. I must tease you. And you will accept it willingly. All of it. And only once I am satisfied that you are truly free of these urges can we move to purge you of them, to punish you, and thus enable your reconciliation with God.” 
 
      
 
    Then he went back to fucking me with his tongue. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Father Joe stared at me in shock, and for the first time since I’d met him, I found him speechless. I moved quickly, closing the distance between my seventeen year old body and his face. I wrapped my arms around his head, drawing his mouth down into the soft spot between my breasts. To his credit he struggled, fighting me, even trying to speak. But the moment his mouth opened I pushed my nipple into it and he had no choice but to either force me to release him or accept it. 
 
      
 
    “Father, I’ve been a bad girl. I’ve been committing a lot of sins lately,” I said even as his muffled voice came up from my bosom. His hands were on my arms, pulling on them, trying to free himself. The funny thing is that he had to be stronger than me. He could have pushed me away, couldn’t he? “I’ve had impure thoughts and desires,” I said quietly, pushing my breasts even harder against him. “I like… like to touch myself,” I added. “And fornication,” I whispered. “With both boys and girls,” I added. There came a slightly different sensation from my breast. Was he… was he sucking on me? I sighed, eyes closed in rapture. Slowly I let go of his head and his arms dropped but his mouth stayed right there. I grabbed his hands and moved them to my breasts, to either side and he squeezed them as if they were the first breasts he’d ever handled in his life. His mouth swung from side to side and Father Joe began licking and sucking on my bunched up tits as if he’d just found a chalice, overflowing with wine. 
 
      
 
    I’ve heard that the best way to resist temptation is to avoid it. But still…  
 
      
 
    How quick we fall from grace. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Father Bob rose, his face wet as I lay senseless on his coffee table, legs still spread wide. The series of orgasms he’d pushed me through had taken their toll and my clit had been suckled in more ways than I thought possible. He’d used his fingers on me as well, driving me into a flurry of orgasmic waves, only to shove a recently bought dildo into my depths. Fluids pooled beneath my pussy. 
 
      
 
    Pain suddenly became the new reality as he reached down, grabbed me by the nipples, pinching hard, and pulled me to my feet. I grabbed his wrists as he yanked, a harsh cry coming from my lips before he let go. I stumbled, falling to the floor, but Father Bob merely used my new position as a means to yank the rest of my ruined blouse from my body, leaving me totally naked except for the white stockings and my shoes. 
 
      
 
    “Now we will purge your mouth of evil. It’s time for you to suck cock.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t about to get into a theological argument with the man, but I admit that I did wonder how sucking cock was supposed to purge my mouth of sexual evil. He pulled me to my knees as he exposed his hardened shaft. For a moment I thought he was going to actually let me suck on him, but the he grabbed my hair, held onto the back of my head, and proceeded to skull fuck me. All I could do was keep my mouth open and try to restrain the gagging reflex as Father Bob jammed himself down my throat. It was a brutal sort of thing, meant not for his pleasure but to demean me. I can’t even imagine that Bob enjoyed himself, especially since after making me deep throat him a few times until I gagged, he yanked himself out, stripped off his pants and pulled me over to the couch. I was draped across the arm, with my nose down on the same cushion I’d left a wet spot on an hour and a half before. He slapped my bottom hard, making me cry out, giving me a few extra spanks for fun. Then he produced a condom. It took him so long to get it on that I almost turned around and helped him, but just as I was preparing to do it, he managed to get himself appropriately clad and a moment later his shaft was buried in my pussy. 
 
      
 
    It felt good. I was still very wet, receptive to sex, and despite the three or four orgasms I’d already had, was still ready for more. Father Bob pumped frantically, his hips slapping against my bottom, until I felt him stiffen inside me. I heard the gasps and then he pulled out, snapping the condom off his cock. Wetness splattered my backside and I realized he was cumming on me. All over my ass. 
 
      
 
    For a moment I thought we were done. He wiped the tip of his cock off on my bottom, then got himself readjusted. I straightened up when he grabbed my elbow. “Not yet, Breanne. You haven’t paid the price for your sins yet.” 
 
      
 
    I was spun yet again and my calves hit the coffee table. I started to fall and Father Bob caught me, straightening me up, only to push me back down in the exact position I’d started in. But slower, so I didn’t hit my head on something made from an oak tree. 
 
      
 
    “Now spread your legs wide and pray for forgiveness,” he said, pulling off his belt. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened but I opened up, spreading my legs. My well-used gash glistened in the light and Father Bob doubled his belt. The loop was thick and wide and he held it in his hand by the ends. 
 
      
 
    “Now I’m going to punish your pussy, Breanne. Don’t close your legs or I’ll be forced to tie them open and your whipping will be much, much worse,” Father Bob said to me. I stared up at him as he took aim and a moment later the belt swung through an arc, going high and coming straight down at my groin. The leather struck me hard, right on the clit, then folded to bite into the soft folds of my sex. I cried out, my entire lower half coming up off the table, legs closing. Evidently Bob hit me harder than he thought because he looked surprised as I rolled to the side, right off the table, curling up into a fetal ball on the floor next to his chair. I squeezed my eyes shut, tears overflowing as I let out a choked, pain-wracked sob. For a second I thought he might comfort me, apologize for hitting me too hard. But instead he grabbed my arm and pulled me upright. 
 
      
 
    “Kneel. Spread your legs. I’m not done with your pussy!” He snarled. 
 
      
 
    I pulled backward even as he set me on my knees and his hand flashed out, slapping me across the face. Sparks seemed to fly as the room spun and then he struck me again, but this time across the chest. I cried out as he spanked my boobs, first from side to side, then top to bottom, his left hand clenched around the back of my neck. I brought my hands up and he let me go, pushing me back down to the floor where I cried. He stood and moved to his desk, rifling through the drawers. When he came back it was with a piece of soft rope. 
 
      
 
    “I told you I’d tie you,” he warned me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Father. I’m trying,” I whimpered as I held up my hands. He quickly wrapped them together, but not like a professional. The knot was square. Then he lifted my arms over my head and dumped the long length of leftover rope down along my spine. 
 
      
 
    “So pretty,” Father Bob muttered as he reached between my outstretched legs to grab the rope. 
 
      
 
    He pulled it up through my crotch and I groaned as the nylon slipped in between my petals and up into the crack of my bottom. He tugged harder and my elbows came up by my ears. He lifted his end of the rope so that the line bit into my sex, rubbing against my clitoris and then he smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I believe I was spanking your breasts?” He lifted his hand and there was nothing I could do but bite down and wince. With my hands bound and pulled out of the way, he swung at me, striking my right breast. It wasn’t a hard blow. It was meant to sting and it did, tearing at my breath. He hit me again, this time from the other side, spanking the solid, curved cups of my bosom. I struggled to stay upright as he slapped my boobs from side to side, a wicked grin of delight on his face. Finally my chest had turned bright pink, inflamed from his strikes, and he paused, shaking his hand. He went for his fallen belt and I stiffened as he grabbed it near the soft end, holding it up dangerously. 
 
      
 
    “Now for that evil little slit of yours,” he said, reaching down between my legs. My breath caught in my throat and I stiffened, my pussy tightening as his wrist moved, the strap licking at my sex. The sting and heat of each fast little stroke built fast and soon I was whimpering, twitching and barely able to stay in place. Pain blossomed again, bursting and combining, scorching my sex until I let out an agonized cry, my face wracked with the burning heat. The tongue of the belt smacked into my wet petals and the slap, slap, slap of wet flesh against the leather filled my ears. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    *Slap*Slap*Slap*Slap*Slap* was the sound we made as I bounced on Father Joe’s lap. His black trousers were down around his ankles and I had straddled his lap, his hardened cock in my hand. He hadn’t said a word as I’d plucked a condom out of my skirt’s pocket, reaching across to my fallen clothes. His protests had faded into self-recrimination and if he considered what was happening a sin, he was already past the “avoid temptation” stage and well into “ask forgiveness later” concept. Me? I was loving it. I’ve always been the sort of girl who looks temptation in the eye, then turns to everyone else and says “Follow Me! I know a short cut!” With thick, hard cock buried deep in my pussy, his hands on my hips helping and guiding me, I reveled in every sweet, sinful bounce. Our lower halves moved with a back and forth motion as my shoes barely touched the floor and I soaked his balls with juice. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and once more brought his head down to my chest. 
 
      
 
    “I have another confession,” I whispered in his ear, biting the lobe lightly. “I like it when it hurts,” I said softly. He jerked a little and I leaned back, running my hands up his black shirt and down his arms until I got to his hands. I moved them to the front of my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “Now pinch me,” I begged him. “Twist them. Hurt me. I deserve it. I like it. I want it. I need it. Hurt me? Please?” 
 
      
 
    A look of conflicted anguish crossed Father Joe’s face and I put my hands over his, guiding his thumbs and forefingers until the hard tip of each breast lay between. I nodded, a look of desperation crossing my face. “Please, Father? Make me suffer for my sins?” I asked wickedly. 
 
      
 
    In hindsight, I’m thinking this was probably a really evil thing to do. You have to understand that I dressed not only conservatively around Father Joe, he’d only known me for a month. I was the teenage daughter of two of the church choir members. He had no idea how old I was and honestly probably would only remember my name because of my flaming red hair. I must have looked really, really young. He had no way of knowing that I was legally an adult in Texas and that I was hardly some fifteen year old girl living out her fantasies. 
 
      
 
    He’s fucking lucky he didn’t arrive at our parish a year earlier. 
 
      
 
    His fingers tightened down on my nipples and I let out a soft groan, my rolling hips picking up speed as we fucked. My eyes closed as I arched my back, letting out a delighted, strained whimper. “Harder,” I whispered and he tightened down, sending exquisite shards of agony through my breasts, which plunged straight down to my pussy, tightening around him. I leaned back and put my hands on his knees, grinding my pussy down onto his cock. It was almost as if pinching my nipples might redeem him for what he was doing. 
 
      
 
    Me? I was getting close to redemption. 
 
      
 
    Evidently it was too much for Father Joe. The sight of a young girl wearing nothing but knee socks and pumps, the feel of her breasts between his fingers, the warm wetness of her pussy wrapped around his cock, was more than the young chaplain could handle. I felt him harden inside me even as his face took on an expression that I was intimately familiar with. It’s a special place, where ecstasy and anguish meet, where the ultimate release explodes through your veins with humming clarity, washing away everything else. I felt him surge inside me, pumping what seemed like gallons into my depths. 
 
      
 
    I let out a pitiful moan because I hadn’t cum yet. He softened inside of me and I slipped off his lap. Father Joe’s face was wet with tears but he didn’t stop me as I stripped off the condom and knelt, taking his soft and limp cock into my mouth. He tasted of semen and musk and me, but even as I worked to harden him once again he pushed me away. It wasn’t a rough push but it was a forceful one and I sat back on my heels, legs still spread, my dripping pussy exposed to his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “No. Please. No. I can’t. The time!” Father Joe grunted. He stood up suddenly, yanking up the boxers and black trousers that I had pushed down to his ankles and he quickly buckled his pants, struggling to get his clothing into a semblance of holy orders. I sat down, a wicked look on my face, leaning back on my elbows. He glanced down at me. 
 
      
 
    “Please. You must get dressed. Please!” He said to me. He reached down and grabbed my shirt and skirt and held them out to me. “Please!” 
 
      
 
    Slowly I took them and then held out my hand, clearly expecting him to help me up. He was a gentlemen and did so and I began dressing, though in a way that was just a strip tease in reverse. The last thing I did was button up the shirt. For that I’m not sorry. I was desperately horny and he didn’t even offer to finish me off. He watched the whole way, his expression darkening. He didn’t say anything else to me but his eyes were hot. He stood by the door and I could see he was trying hard not to tap his foot. 
 
      
 
    I finished and stood before him. He checked me and then nodded, as if I needed his approval. He reached for the knob but I put a hand on his chest. 
 
      
 
    “Forgive me Father, for I have sinned,” I whispered with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t smile back. “We both have,” he said bleakly. 
 
      
 
    My smirk turned into a smile. “Well then,” I said pertly. “I’ll be back for confession next week.” I patted his cock right through his pants and then pushed on the door. It opened onto a packed church. The choir had already been seated and I could see my parents looking around with concern. They spotted me a moment later, coming out of confession, with Father Joe immediately behind. They smiled big and my mother waved. I waved back, grinning, and gave Father Joe another warm smile as he hurried away. I went back up to where Kari was saving me a seat, right in the front row. 
 
      
 
    “Well?” She asked. “How was the fantasy?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Nothing like reality.” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyebrow went up. “I can smell the sex on you. Did it pale in comparison?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it. “Not at all. Better really.” I shrugged. “But I’ll let you know after church next week.” 
 
      
 
    Kari let out a chuckle. “Penitent?” 
 
      
 
    “What can I say? I’m a sinner.” 
 
      
 
    Kari put her hand on mine. “Or the devil herself.” 
 
      
 
    I could only smile. Be careful who you trust. The devil was once an angel. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Father Bob’s hot breath filled my nose even as his cock filled my pussy. I lay on the carpet of his living room, legs spread, one stocking clad foot propped up on the wooden coffee table, the stiletto shoe missing. His hips slammed against mine as he thrust hard into me and my hands lay above my head, still bound and clasped together as his body pressed mine downward. He was not a light man and I groaned under the weight of his impaling movement. For a man who had cum not an hour before, only to spend the time between whipping, slapping, and spanking the innocent schoolgirl who had come to him for penitence, he was unusually aroused, hard as granite. I groaned as he pushed himself in deeper. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. Accept the punishment for your unholy ways, for the lust that controls you,” he grunted, ramming himself in again. My body jerked in spasms. I bit my lip as I realized that I wasn’t going to be able to control it. Not this time. Father Bob saw it in my eyes and snarled. “No. Do not give in! Do not be the devil’s whore!” He shouted. He yanked himself out and grabbed the belt again. Even before I could react to the emptiness he slapped the tongue of his belt, maybe eight to ten inches of it, against my pussy in sharp, hard, strokes. It bit into my clit and the energy of pain surged through me. 
 
      
 
    I’m pretty sure he did it deliberately, but a pussy whipping is NOT the way to keep me from exploding. “Forgive me Father! For I have sinned!” I cried out as the orgasm crested within me. Fluids squirted out from between my legs, splattering Father Bob’s belt, his hand, and even his bare knees. He threw aside the belt and plunged his cock back into my sodden swamp. 
 
      
 
    I lay limply as he finished me, cumming with a soft groan, filling the condom with his cream. He rested just a moment, his weight on top of me, before pulling out and standing up. He walked off, leaving me like a broken doll on the floor of his living room. 
 
      
 
    When he came back it was with a glass of water. He set it down on the table, then helped me to my feet, his own below-the-waist nudity ignored. He untied my wrists, tossing the rope aside and handed me the glass. I drank it down fast, relishing the cold flavor. When I was done I turned and gave him a grateful smile. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” Father Bob asked, the villainy in his voice gone, replaced only by concern. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes. Are you?” I asked, eyes narrowing. 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up. “That’s an odd question considering that I’m the one who asked you here.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a sheepish grin. “You aren’t the first priest I’ve had sex with.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened slightly. “Oh. Well. I suspected, considering your autobiography. But you never really wrote about it.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned, slightly embarrassed. “I sort of sprang it on him. Seduced him in a confessional.” 
 
      
 
    Father Bob nodded. “I see. I can understand how that might be a bit disconcerting. It also eliminates the best defense against temptation.” 
 
      
 
    “Avoiding it,” I replied knowingly. Then I shrugged. “I was seventeen and he was new to the parish.” 
 
      
 
    “Did he resist?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “For a bit. But my breasts are hard to argue with.” 
 
      
 
    “They are today, but I can imagine that no man could resist you at seventeen. Even I’d have had trouble,” he admitted easily. “In such circumstances.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled and sat down on the sofa. It was leather so I wasn’t really worried about leaving a wet mark. “I’ve actually felt bad about it for a long time. Father Joe was never really the same afterward.” 
 
      
 
    Father Bob put his hands together. “Was it just the one time?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes. I went to confession the next week and found Father Paul sitting there. He was close friends with my parents and in his seventies. If I’d tried to seduce him he’d likely have had a heart attack. And every time I tried to get near Father Joe after that he would suddenly need to leave the room. Then two months later he was gone. Moved to a different parish.” 
 
      
 
    Father Bob took a deep breath. “I wish I could tell you that what you did was fine. That it was not a sin for you to seduce him,” he stopped, pausing to reflect on his words. “What I did was no sin. We are both consenting adults. I have taken no vows of celibacy and am not married. What we did was play act. When you seduced Father Joe however, you ambushed him. He is not guiltless because he gave in. He allowed you to use him. But you share some of that guilt and I think you know that. It is why you think of it.” 
 
      
 
    I can only imagine how I looked, sitting there on Father Bob’s couch, naked, white stocking clad legs spread, my breasts and sex slick and streaked with sweat and cum. And I looked guilty. Guilty as hell. I glanced at Father Bob frankly and then… then I slid to my knees. 
 
      
 
    My bare thighs were pressed together, my hands pressed together as if praying, held between the still pink tips of my breasts. I bowed my head. 
 
      
 
    “Father,” I said honestly. “Forgive for I have sinned.” 
 
      
 
    For a second it startled Father Bob. He frowned. Then he leaned forward, almost over the table and he put his hand on my head. 
 
      
 
    “I know child. Know that the Lord forgives you. We are but human.” He muttered a prayer over my head and I felt a tingle go down my arms. When he pulled his hand away his eyes were soft and kind. 
 
      
 
    “Am I forgiven?” I asked. He smiled. “Breanne, God forgave you ages ago. It is you who must now forgive yourself. I think ten Our Fathers and maybe in your case a couple of Roman Catholic Hail Marys might be appropriate.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and stood up. We both got dressed, or at least tried to. My shirt was ruined. Father Bob winced. “Sorry about that. Be right back.” He disappeared into the back of the house and came out with a tee shirt marked with a cross and “the Spirit of REVIVAL” written on the front. I slipped it on over my head. It didn’t go with the plaid skirt, but I could cope. 
 
      
 
    He handed me a pair of twenties. “This isn’t for ‘services rendered’. It’s for…” 
 
      
 
    “The shirt,” I said with a twinkle in my eye. “I know.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “Good. It was a pleasure having you, Breanne. Will this one make it into your tales?” He asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    Now it was my turn to grin. “You never know.” 
 
      
 
    He reached out and took my wrist. “Please. Breanne…” His voice was slightly concerned. 
 
      
 
    I patted his hand. “We both have secrets now, padre. Your name is at least as important as mine.” 
 
      
 
    “Right. So that’s why you were so willing,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I laughed, then went up on tiptoe and kissed him full on the lips.  “I’ll change your name. Don’t worry.” Then I drew my hand across the front of his trousers. “And be ready Father. I’ll be back next week.” 
 
      
 
    He blinked. “You will?” 
 
      
 
    I have him a dark, sultry look. “I’m a naughty, sinful girl. I’ll need some help with penitence.” 
 
      
 
    “If we claim to be without sin, then we deceive ourselves and the truth is not in us.” Father Bob replied, eyes bright. 
 
      
 
    “See you next week,” I said. 
 
      
 
    In the car I remembered something that William Adams once said. “Christian penitence is something more than a thought or an emotion or a tear; it is action. 
 
      
 
    I remembered also the feel of Father Joe inside me, his mouth suckling my breasts, of Father Bob taking me, of spanking my bottom over the sofa, of slapping my bosom, of whipping my clit. I remembered the hot, wet, frantic fucking, of forbidden fruits, of Eve’s temptation and I smiled. Action? 
 
      
 
    Action indeed. 
 
      
 
    Amen.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _26in1rg]The Grocery Store 
 
      
 
    I’m sticky and hot. And maybe tired and grumpy too, as I climb out of my silver Saturn SL. My feet hurt, the ridiculously high heels I’m wearing placing a continuous strain on my arches. I squint my eyes despite the huge sunglasses I’ve got perched on the end of my nose. Heat shimmers on the pavement as I’m forced to cross the black baked lot. I take a step, feeling the heat on my bare legs, almost like a caress, but an unwanted one. The skirt I’m wearing slips against my upper thighs like a lover’s fingers. It’s the same color as the asphalt lot and seems to absorb both the thermal energy of the sun and the radiated waves reflecting off the ground beneath me.  
 
      
 
    A trickle of perspiration forms, not across my brow, but just below the hollow of my throat. I pick up my pace, at least as much as I can in the black strap stilettos I’m waddling in, heading for the cool relief inside. It’s something of a race. Can I make it before that single drop trickles down through my exposed cleavage? 
 
      
 
    The shirt I’m wearing is awkward. Thin, almost gauzy, nearly transparent and definitely translucent, the long sleeves are a counterpoint to the plunging neckline that leaves half of each breast perilously exposed. I suppose I can be thankful that the blouse itself is tight, hugging the preponderance of my grapefruit sized bosoms, supporting them while at the same time threatening to let slip a nipple. The fact that my piercings, and the single padlock that dangles from the right side, are obvious and attention grabbing through the goldish hue of the shirt, is merely icing on a cake. 
 
      
 
    I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut stopping for groceries. 
 
      
 
    I’m not here for an assignment and I’m certainly not in the mood for sexual antics. But it’s hard to ignore the softly buzzing vibroballs nestled in my sex. They’ve been there for hours; sometimes off, but mostly on, working me in endless cycles of orgasmic need. I haven’t been allowed to cum and the only way I can turn them off again is if I’m close. 
 
      
 
    I’m not close. At least, not yet. 
 
      
 
    I take a deep breath, the last surge of summer heat before the doors open for me and the chilled air of the store envelops me. I sigh in relief, lifting my arms. Still, it is too late. The single droplet of exudation begins to slide down my sternum. Under other circumstances I might have wiped it away, but now? Here? With a dozen eyes on me? Staring at the white valley between my barely covered breasts? The droplet goes lower and lower and I cringe, grabbing a cart and pushing it firmly ahead of myself. My thoughts are simple; move. Get out of sight. Ignore the stares. Ignore the pulsing tremors between your legs. Oh my God. Am I dripping? 
 
      
 
    There is wetness between my legs that I’m only now noticing due to the drop in temperature. A cold breeze seems to be blowing up my skirt, caressing my thighs and chilling the fluid soaked petals. I’m not wearing panties and the single pink wire of the vibroballs emerges from my flower, only to loop tightly before heading up to my waistband where the controller is tucked against my hip. I’m tempted to turn it up. Or down. Or off. Or anything other than this plateau of steady torment, not quite enough to cum and not enough to let me down. I’m on edge, touched with a spark of desperation, of wanton sweetness that I clearly can’t get enough of. I rub my temple. It’s not a headache. Something else is aching. 
 
      
 
    I’m in the produce section and relief is in sight. Just a few feet away. Green and solid, I can picture myself grabbing one of the sweet cucumbers and lifting my skirt, jamming it in deep. How many thrusts would it really take? But no. I can’t. Not like that. Not here! And what about the vibroballs? I turn, another deep breath. The banana? Surely it would fit? I shake my head. I’m not a dessert to be dressed up with appeal! Move Breanne. Apples. You need apples. And mushrooms.  
 
      
 
    And bananas. Sigh… I pick up a green bunch and put them in my cart, resisting the desire to tear one off and use it wrongly. Bad Breanne! I remind myself that publicly fucking a banana is the sort of thing that will likely result in my arrest. Either that or I’ll be all over the internet since most people would probably use their phones and just videotape me. Forget the cops. Look! It’s a red head fuck slut masturbating with a banana! 
 
      
 
    I blink, realizing that I’ve actually torn a banana off the bunch and am only an inch away from pushing it up under my skirt. I jerk my arm, dumping the fruit back into my basket. No. Not like this. I push the cart further, heading out of the produce section, frightened of just what might happen if I’m stupid enough to walk right past the cucumbers.  
 
      
 
    Milk. Bread. Peanut Butter - the real kind. Strawberry Jelly. Ancient Cheerios. I’m doing okay, other than the vibroballs making every step a sexual swirl of deep desire. Slowly my basket fills up and I finally realize I’m back where I started. Wet, wanton, and standing in the produce section. 
 
      
 
    I can’t take it. I look over at the cucumbers. There. That one. It’s nice and thick. Straight and proud. I grab it and in defiance of my baser nature, wrap it tightly in a plastic bag. Not yet I tell myself. Then I push the cart past the people looking, the hungry stares, the shocked expressions. Step by step I go to the cashier. Unload the cart, categorizing my purchases: boxes, heavy, cold, fuckable. I shake my head. Who classifies their groceries by fuckability? I’m shocked to see just how many of them there are! The cucumber and banana are just the tip of that prurient iceberg.  Popsicles for Rachel. The bottle of ketchup. The frozen corn dogs. The dill pickles. Salad dressing. The six pack of strawberry daiquiri. Christ… there’s more here to screw than stuff to eat! 
 
      
 
    My turn. I can’t help but wonder if the clerk groups them in the same way. Is she wondering what my expression would be like with half a bottle of cold strawberry daiquiri replacing my vibroballs? I have to admit that I’m wondering about it. But no, she just goes through the motions. She’s spending more time looking at my chest… I mean my shirt… than the groceries. I’d need to buy a box of condoms, the cucumber, and a bottle of KY Jelly to get a ripple of interest.  
 
      
 
    “Nice piercings,” she says. Oh my God. Really? She’d really compliment me on that? I blush, turning crimson. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I reply, mortified, my pussy squeezing the vibroballs so tightly I think they might squirt out of my slit and go skittering across the floor, smearing girl goo on the tile. Nothing happens though, except that I’m getting close. Near the edge. Again. Fuck. Damn it. Not here. I consider getting out the controller, turning off the vibroballs, stilling the two shaking bulbs inside me. My hips are twitching. Or are they pumping? 
 
      
 
    “Forty-eight seventy-three,” the clerk says, her eyes on my nipples. I run my debit card through the machine. Then curse, remembering through the waves of pleasure coming up from between my legs that I’m supposed to insert the card. I push it in, the metaphor strong enough to make me gasp. It only takes a moment and then the damn reader is shrieking at me: Take it out! Take it out! 
 
      
 
    “Thank you! Have a nice day!” the cashier says to me. I hesitate. I can’t help it. There’s a sudden urge. There’s no one behind me. So why not? I smile at her, my fingers already sliding up to the right side of my shirt. No. Don’t do it, Bre. That’s the little part of me that I ignore so often. Then I tug the material and the girl’s eyes widen. I wonder what she wonders. Is the padlock heavy? Does it hurt? Why? I know the answers to some of those questions but not all. Before she can protest or cry out or even exclaim in delight, I cover myself back up and turn away. What I want is for her to take me, rip off my shirt, throw me down on her little conveyer belt and ring me up. A cucumber stuffed Breanne for sale.  
 
      
 
    I escape, fingers scrambling for the controller. Can’t cum. The punishment isn’t worth it. Why would I do that to myself? Why would someone want to do that to me? Isn’t keeping me in this state worth it by itself? The heat wraps around me. Cart. Traffic. Heat. The sun. Where are my sunglasses? The controller. Crap! I’ve dropped it! Stoop down. Flash my bare ass. Wolf whistle? The guy behind me? Oh my God… I’ve just shown him EVERYTHING. Vibrations. Run. High heels. Car. Groceries. Controller. The CONTROLLER. FUCK! NO! NO DAMN IT! I CAN’T! PLEASE NO! IF I CUM I’LL … Oh. Oh… yes.! 
 
      
 
    I’m cumming. Trembling like a leaf in the middle of the stupid parking lot. I cling to the cart as my knees buckle. The controller is on the ground between my toes and I’m pretty sure the jarring impact turned it up, from low to medium. Everything from my belly button to my kneecaps seems to be shaking, with the epicenter deep in a single spot. I feel the rush of fluids and wet spots appear on the asphalt by the controller.  
 
      
 
    I squat and scoop up the battery pack. I don’t bother turning it down. Not at this point. Who cares? I lean against the cart and shove. Hurry. There. My car. I fumble the key out of my purse, shoving the controller back into my waistband. Load the groceries. There. Good. Done. 
 
      
 
    Go to close the trunk. Wait. No. I reach in. Fumble around. There. Yes. I found it. I whirl around, hurrying to the driver’s side door, one hand clutching the keys, the other my recent purchase. I slide into the car. Key in the ignition. My ignition. Revving. Rumbling. Oh God… I need another one. I don’t do denial well. Fuck. Cold air. Yes. I spread my legs. The vibroballs. Nope. I don’t think so. I yank them out and throw them, tossing them across the cabin. They roll and rattle on the floorboard. I put one leg up on the dashboard. My foot. The high heel I hate so much. My bare toes, the curved arch. The cucumber doesn’t need anything. I’m certainly wet enough. I rub the end through my slit, groaning as the pleasure washes over me. I push, arching my hips. Why can’t I even go to the fucking grocery store like a normal person? Why does everything have to be a sexual trial? Why do I need it? Want it? Live it? Breathe it? 
 
      
 
    I groan, head tilted back. Oh my… it’s in. Deep. Hard. Firm. Fast. I’m jamming it in, repeatedly, my fist thrusting. I cry out, mouth open, cumming again. Wanton. Cum slut. Fuck… I’m… yes… oh… God… yes… please… please… ohhhhhhhhhh. 
 
      
 
    I shift my weight as the phone rings. I’m nervous. The cucumber is bigger than I thought it was, though that didn’t seem to matter ten minutes ago when I was frantically fucking it. My heart palpitates with worry. Not fear per se, but worry. Definitely worry. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Princess.” It’s Julie voice and she sounds happy. Thrilled. Excited. “Please tell me you’re calling because you did something naughty.”  
 
      
 
    Naughty? Is that what we’re calling it now? My fingers are slippery on the cucumber and I draw it halfway out, then push it back in. I let out a ragged little gasp. 
 
      
 
    “I did something naughty,” I confess. I push the cucumber back in. Oh my God it feels so good. So much better than the vibroballs. Thick and wide and long. “I came,” I tell her, no need to confess to the second orgasm. The punishment is the same. Right? Right? 
 
      
 
    “Good!” She exclaims. I can’t help it. I pump the cucumber. It slides through me so easy, so perfectly. I moan softly. Oh I’m in so much trouble… 
 
      
 
    “Now, let’s talk about your punishment.” 
 
      
 
    Yes. Yes. Oh yes... 
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _lnxbz9]Demolition Day 
 
      
 
    August 30th, 2016 
 
      
 
    I pulled my silver Saturn SL up into the parking lot and my jaw dropped open. The candy-apple-red convertible, driven by my boss, was positioned carefully between two of the white lines. This is and of itself wasn’t exactly why I was surprised. Kari always parked exactly right. Even taking an extra minute to position her vehicle precisely if need be. Unless that meant being late. As an individual afflicted with Obsessive Compulsive Disorder, Kari found peace in strict time and space management. Which is why I was shocked to find her at the office early. 
 
      
 
    I climbed out of my car and pleasantly realized that there was another oddity, except this time with me. Normally, arriving for work was a harrowing experience. I’d have to navigate the choppy waters of Houston traffic, and my stomach would be in knots as waves of humiliation swept over me. But this time? Nope. Not a smidgen. No hurried glances around the lot to see if anyone was watching. No desperate attempts to get my skirt lower, or cover up my breasts. 
 
      
 
    I was completely dressed for a change. 
 
      
 
    Okay, it’s not like I go to work naked. But if you saw the outfits Kari preferred me in, you’d think I was starring in a porn flick entitled Secretary Sluts IV. How the hell is a girl supposed to deal with shirts that are see through, transparent, or cut in a way that leaves little to the imagination? All my bras are lace, leaving my curves, and usually my nipples too, totally visible. And the skirts? All of them are too short. ALL OF THEM DAMN IT! Pleated, stretchy, whatever. They’re all minis. Do you know how many times my ass has hung out of a skirt, showing off two slivers of bubble butt? Do you know what it’s like to get a compliment on the jeweled anal plug your mistress shoved up your ass that morning? Well I do and let me tell you, I’ve never blushed hotter before. 
 
      
 
    So it was with great pleasure that I stood there on the sidewalk, dressed in denim jeans, boots, and a tee shirt. Underneath I was wearing the usual attire any south Texas farm girl might have on; pink cotton bikini cut panties and a rather utilitarian bra, the kind that Kari objects too for “aesthetic” reasons.   
 
      
 
    I know. You’re disappointed. You like me being forced to show up to work all embarrassed, with my tits half hanging out and my rear end exposed. And I know how you feel about jeweled anal plugs. The more often the better, right? Sigh. But before you get all bent out of shape and toss this book away in disgust, remember that someone else completely agrees with you. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the office and waved high to Jose, our day porter, who stared at me in astonishment, not to mention as much disappointment as you’re expressing right now. I couldn’t help grinning, just a bit pleased with myself. Do you know what a relief it is NOT to be a sex object? Your whole life changes. I yanked open the glass door of Kari’s little office and there she was, at the end of the hall. She was sitting at her desk and I wasn’t the only one wearing attire more suited for a construction site. 
 
      
 
    Kari Anders, blond goddess of both interior design and sadistic sexual cruelty, was wearing a pair of blue overalls that certainly looked as if she were ready to go spelunking, but lacked the necessary sturdiness to survive the adventure. Kari was no farm girl and had never been. Even demolition days, Kari usually managed to keep from getting too dirty, though she was happy enough to wade in if something wasn’t being done to her expectation. Her boots were too clean, her overalls too well fitting, as if they’d been tailored. I stopped in at her door, leaned against the wall and crossed my arms expectantly. 
 
      
 
    “You’re here early,” I said sweetly. 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “Today is demo day. We need to leave soon and I had to do a few things here at the office.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. It was an acceptable explanation. People with OCD can change their schedule. They just don’t like too. And Kari can function without seeming to be too outrageous. Most of the time. She gave me a warm smile. 
 
      
 
    “So what do you have to do?” I asked curiously. Her desk was clean except for the folder with the day’s demo plan in place. And it was closed. 
 
      
 
    She looked up at me and grinned, all while her left hand opened the bottom drawer of her desk. She pulled some folded cloth out and tossed it to me. It was denim, the same material as my jeans. 
 
      
 
    “Getting you appropriately dressed,” she said wickedly. 
 
      
 
    My stomach immediately tightened up as I unfolded the material. It didn’t take long. There wasn’t much of it. I unfolded her little gift and found myself holding a pair of Daisy Duke, short shorts that seemed so tight I wasn’t sure that the circulation to my legs wouldn’t get cut off. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said in a surly tone. “Kari, demo days are dirty. If I wear this I’ll be covered in dust and dirt! On my skin!” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “It will make a fetching look,” she said. “Especially with your little toy.” Her eyebrows wiggled with meaning and my eyes narrowed as I gave her an exasperated look. I knew exactly which toy she was referring too. But before I could respond, she opened the top drawer on the right side of her desk, reached in, and pulled out a small, keychain-sized fob. My eyes widened in alarm as her thumb began moving and suddenly an earthquake erupted inside me, beneath both my jeans and my panties. 
 
      
 
    One of the requirements of being a nympho humiliation pain slut is Rule #1. Stated simply, a girl like me is required, at all times, to keep either cock, or an object that promotes readiness, inside her pussy. Vibrators, dildos, vibroballs, anything… as long as it keeps her wet and ready. The idea is to make it possible for any dom or domme wanting to shove something inside my pussy, to do so with a single, wanton thrust. 
 
      
 
    No need for foreplay, Mr. Bond. I’m ready now. 
 
      
 
    One of Kari’s more recent acquisitions from Q Branch was a toy I referred to as Fat Man and Little Boy. Yes. I know those were the names of the bombs dropped on Nagasaki and Hiroshima, but please understand that this particular toy consists of two vibrating eggs, one small and one large, connected by an eight inch tether. The larger end, which is obviously “Fat Man” is too large to go in any hole other than my pussy. At least comfortably, though I suppose if it were lubed well enough you could successfully jam it up my ass. I wouldn’t be happy with that though. Normally when forced to wear this particular toy I slide it deep into my pussy where it fills me quite nicely. 
 
      
 
    On the other end of the tether is “Little Boy”.  It’s another vibrator, just as powerful, but only a little larger than my thumb. This one is the problem. For example, right then, as I was standing in Kari’s doorway, Little Boy was jammed in the front of my panties, right above my clit. And now that she’d turned both vibrators on, well… let’s just say that sort of intense sexual stimulation has its rewards. 
 
      
 
    I gasped and pressed my thighs together, my knees buckling slightly. My entire lower half started trembling. Kari looked at me with a peculiar expression and then sighed. 
 
      
 
    “You tucked Little Boy in the front, didn’t you?” She asked with disappointment. I nodded, but really the only thing I could think about at that particular moment was whether I was going to try to remain on my feet, or fall down and curl up into a ball as I exploded wetly. 
 
      
 
    The vibrations seemed to get even stronger as Kari stood up. “You will go into the conference room and put on the shorts. I shouldn’t even have to say this, but if you are wearing panties or a bra you can remove them. They won’t be needed for the day.” She grabbed my chin and lifted my face so that our eyes met. Waves of pleasure burrowed through my crotch as I panted in her grasp. “And Breanne, you know where Little Boy needs to go.” 
 
      
 
    Then she pushed my face to the side and I stumbled toward the door. I took two steps and then, to my chagrin, the vibrations between my legs stopped. Completely. Considering how close I’d been to cumming, the sudden cessation of vibration was distinctly unpleasant. When I got to the conference room I wiped my hand across my face and fought a series of shudders. My fingers trembled as I unbuttoned my jeans and a moment later I pushed them down to my knees. This revealed the pink cotton panties I was wearing. The small bulge of Little Boy made it look like I was packing some tackle up front, but as I kicked off my boots and then pushed my jeans down, Little Boy slipped a little lower, falling into the very wet slit just a little lower down. 
 
      
 
    I took the panties off next. Normally I’d go for the top, trying to delay the exposure of my body as long as possible, but except for you, there wasn’t an audience. So I went for expediency. The panties slid down my legs and Little Boy fell, dangling between my inner thighs on the tether, as Fat Man stayed right in position, buried deep within the soft, pink, wet folds of my sex. I kicked off my panties and stood there in just the tee shirt and my tube socks, one hand between my legs. I grabbed hold of the small bullet hanging there. 
 
      
 
    Kari had said to put Little Boy in his appropriate spot and I sighed. It took a chair and a unique position where I had one foot up on the seat, along with a bit of contortionism, before I could grab hold of the stupid little vibrator and haul it backward. I pressed the untethered end of Little Boy against the little brown star on the other side of my perineum and focused on relaxing. I breathed steadily and through my nose, taking deep breaths. Then I applied pressure as I relaxed my sphincter. 
 
      
 
    I absolutely hate having things in my ass. It’s not a comfort thing really. Not now at least. I’m so used to having someone shove something up my rear end that I’ve grown to accept it. Still, I won’t lie. I don’t like it. And it pisses me off when Kari finds some way to not only get me fucked up the ass, but make it sexually stimulating too. Which is one of the reasons I dislike Little Boy so much. It is small enough to go in easily, buzzes fast and hard, and feels… well… as much as I hate to admit it, I love the way it stimulates me. 
 
      
 
    It slid into my ass and didn’t go any deeper than a thumbnail. This was due to the tether between Fat Man and Little boy, stretched across my perineum. It also meant that when (not if) Kari reactivated the vibrators, Little Boy was in a position to do maximum torment. Like having someone’s finger going in up to the first knuckle. Over and over. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately both vibrators were off so I picked up the jean shorts from where I’d dumped them on the conference table. Holding them up I saw that she’d at least gotten my size. The cut however wasn’t just questionable. It was borderline indecent and when I pulled them up I discovered that the waistband was so low that my tee shirt didn’t come within four inches of it. And it was a normal tee shirt. 
 
      
 
    Hey, know those shorts Margot Robbie wore in Suicide Squad as Harley Quinn?  Think those, except made of denim. 
 
      
 
    Half my ass was hanging out of the back and the crotch dug up into my sex deep enough that I could feel the seam rubbing against my clitoris. I spread my legs and checked. There was barely enough material between the leg holes to keep my labia covered. Not good. I finished buttoning the shorts and then peeled off my tee shirt. The bra I’d been wearing went next and I tossed it on the table just as Kari came in. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh, perfect timing I see,” she said simply, stopping to look at me. I didn’t cover up or anything. I stood there in the silly looking shorts, bare breasts totally exposed, the gold piercings at each nipple glinting in the light. The padlock marking me as a submissive of the Society of the Golden Rose hung from my right breast. Kari stared hungrily for a moment, then she lifted her hand. My eyes widened as I realized the same remote controller was between her fingers and then the Little Boy vibrator started up. My ass clenched immediately around the little buzzing nodule and I let out a sharp gasp. 
 
      
 
    “Feel good?” She asked me with a wicked grin. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “It’s very… distracting,” I told her. I didn’t want to admit that it felt good. She laughed. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t mind you distracted,” she replied, then came forward. Her other hand dipped into the front pocket of her overalls and she pulled two small objects out. I groaned. Garrotte clamps. Each one had a loop of thin steel cable which could be expanded out to fit over both my piercings and the padlock, then tightened behind the rest of the hardware adorning my chest. She crossed over to me and I looked away as she threaded my left nipple through the steel noose. 
 
      
 
    “Really?” I demanded as she began to tighten it up. I felt the hoop close until it bit into my nipple, tightening uncomfortably around it. It wasn’t pain exactly. Just a distinct pressure. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Really,” Kari said, putting the padlock through the second hoop. She put the clamp into place and then pulled the cable through the tightener. I groaned a little as my other nipple was caught tightly in the grip of the clamp. Kari flicked her fingers at my tits and I let out a little yelp. “Now I think you’re ready to put your shirt back on.” 
 
      
 
    I glared at her for a moment and then grabbed my cotton tee shirt. I pulled it down over my head and as low as it would go. Unfortunately a good portion of my midriff was still exposed and now, without a bra, not only could the outline of the padlock be seen, but so could the very obvious circles of my piercings, as well as the cable clamps. Hell, why bother to cover them all up? Everything was so startlingly obvious. Anyone looking at me would know I was wearing clamps and had my tits pierced. Sheesh. 
 
      
 
    Just the thought of being seen in public, dressed like this, was sending ripples of nausea like discomfort through me. People would think I was a slut, a woman of ill repute, a piece of fuckmeat begging to be dragged off into the bushes and used. It was sick. It was… 
 
      
 
    Then the other side of me got a grip on things as my pussy quivered around Fat Man. The vibrator started up, clearly at Kari’s instigation and I moaned as waves of sweet pleasure swirled around inside me. The bliss of sexual stimulation ate up the humiliation, making the desire I felt twice as strong. I put a hand on the table, swaying, both vibrating bullets inside me shaking like mad. My body quivered and my toes curled inside my socks. I couldn’t take it. I let out a sharp cry and collapsed into a chair, one hand pressed to the front of my shorts, rubbing my clit through the denim material. I exploded wetly and with a shake, all while my mistress watched with a regal smile. 
 
      
 
    A moment later Fat Man quieted and went silent, while Little Boy slowed to just a tiny tremor. It was still torment, but torment I could handle. I looked up at with a wan smile. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you?” I asked, still swimming in the euphoria that I lived for. Kari had made me cum. And cum hard. 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed and came over to me. She kissed the top of my head. “You’re welcome. Now put your boots on and let’s go. We’ve got work to do.” She turned and left and I struggled to summon both the necessary will and coherent thought to put my feet in my cowgirl boots. Finally I managed and stood. I felt… sticky, and I ran my fingers along the crotch of the shorts. The denim was incredibly damp. Not soaked yet, but if Kari decided to torment me, or push me into another orgasm, it wouldn’t be long before it looked like I’d peed myself. I sighed and shook my head. Great. Another way to humiliate the shit out of me. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne! Let’s go!” I heard Kari yell from the other side of the office. 
 
      
 
    I squared my shoulders, took a deep breath, and nodded. “Demo day,” I said to myself. “Ogled by the workmen and the homeowner. All with them thinking I’ve pissed my pants.” I shook my head. “Great. Just great.”  And then I went to catch up with Kari Anders. 
 
      
 
    ** 
 
      
 
    When Kari’s convertible came to a stop I was in dire straits. I sat there, gripping the Oh Shit handle of her car, legs pressed tightly together, while my hips did this herky jerky dance in response to the mega-earthquake I was currently experiencing. No, we hadn’t driven all the way from Houston to Los Angeles, not that my lower half could tell the difference. Inside me Fat Man and Little Boy were rumbling along as if the entire west seaboard was getting ready to fall into the sea. I was in the middle of cursing Richter and his stupid scale when my second orgasm of the day hit me like a tsunami. 
 
      
 
    Kari watched with amusement as I sat there twitching, oblivious to the fact that the roof was down and I was clearly in the throes of some sort of sexual epiphany, surrounded by eight, fit and very muscular guys, all of whom would have been more than happy to fuck my brains out had I needed it. 
 
      
 
    As it was, I didn’t. The two stupid vibrating nodules embedded in my pussy and ass took care of everything. I let out a loud groan as I began to melt, relaxing into the seat. 
 
      
 
    And sticky doesn’t even begin to cover it. 
 
      
 
    Kari got out of the car and I watched as she rounded the front and met with Rick Spratlin, our foreman. He kept glancing over at me, clearly amused and happy to see me again, while I stayed right where I was, not wanting to get out of the car. Kari managed things for a moment and then gestured at me. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go Bre!” She said loudly. Both Fat Man and Little Boy shut off, leaving me blissfully quiet. Fucking dominatrixes. 
 
      
 
    Wonderful. Fucking wonderful. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and climbed out of the car, trying very hard not to think too hard about the growing damp patch between my legs. The denim shorts were a decent color blue, but there was no hiding the fact that something very wet had soaked the material right between my legs. Every man on Rick’s crew stared at me, though no one said anything or whistled. I recognized a few of them and couldn’t help smiling. I’d even had sex with a couple before and I knew they were looking forward to a similar experience today. Everyone likes it when I’m along on a demo. 
 
      
 
    Kari, Rick, and I walked up the stone pathway to the front of the house. Or should I say mansion? It was a mansion with more bedrooms than I have fingers. The front door was wide enough to drive a tractor through. Kari stepped up to the door and rang the bell. 
 
      
 
    We were expected and this wasn’t the first time I’d met Mr. Roy Catalan. Mr. Catalan was in his lower fifties and while I had no idea what he did for a living, it evidently required him to live like a king with his house perched on the edge of an eighteen hole golf course with swimming pool, outdoor kitchen, barbecue pit, fiberglass spa, and five car garage. 
 
      
 
    We should all be so lucky. Sigh. 
 
      
 
    He actually embraced Kari. Then he shook Rick’s hand when Kari introduced him. There was a moment of manly appraisal and then Kari stepped aside and gestured at me. 
 
      
 
    “And you remember my assistant, Breanne?” 
 
      
 
    Roy Catalan’s eyes fell on me and for a moment it felt like my clothes were being shredded. His mouth curled up into an appreciative smile and his eyes danced brightly. “Of course,” he said. “How could I forget Breanne? Except last time she was wearing a dress.” 
 
      
 
    Ah yes. That dress. I blushed at the reminder. Kari had brought me here for the initial estimate and I’d been wearing this little black number that had been missing much of one side, making it rather apparent I wasn’t wearing any underwear. Of any kind. Mr. Catalan had spent almost as much time ogling me as he had answering Kari’s questions. 
 
      
 
    “Is Ms. Catalan at home?” Kari inquired after a moment, obviously letting Mr. Catalan have his moment to stare at my body. He blinked and then looked back over at her. 
 
      
 
    “What? Oh. No. She is out of town. She wanted to avoid the mess,” he replied with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “Very well,” Kari replied. “Then we’ll get started.” And that was that. 
 
      
 
    Rick went back outside as Kari and I went deeper into the house. We were doing renovations to the den, knocking out one wall and doubling its size. We also had to construct a fireplace and a built-in bookshelf. But that was for later. Right now we had a twenty foot wall made of wood paneling and sheetrock to destroy. 
 
      
 
    It took Rick about twenty minutes to prep the room and his crew worked quickly. I jumped in like usual, helping to spread drop cloths and tape down plastic through the hall. We covered up furniture and about an hour after arriving I got handed a sledge hammer. 
 
      
 
    “Here Bre, you can do the honors,” Rick said to me with a grin. All the guys gathered around as I hefted the massive tool, admiring my curves, my clamped nipples, still visible right through the shirt, and plenty of bare skin. Even Mr. Catalan remained, arms crossed, observing from the hallway. 
 
      
 
    “Go on,” someone urged. I took a deep breath, stepped up to the wall, lifted the hammer, and just as I was about to swing, the goddamned vibrators started up. 
 
      
 
    At full fucking power. 
 
      
 
    Don’t get me wrong. I’m the queen of hiding sexual stimulation, but there was no way I could keep from squealing like a stuck pig, or buckling as my hips began the tell-tale grinding motion of a girl needing a fuck. I managed to turn my head and glare angrily at Kari, who stood at the back of the room, arms crossed, one hand holding the controller, grinning wickedly. Next to her stood Catalan, who was looking curiously at me, totally oblivious to Kari’s dastardly plan. The hammer dropped and I let it go. 
 
      
 
    “I think,” I stammered. “I’d better let someone… else… oh... handle the… first… blow.” By the end of the sentence I was close to defibrillating and I stumbled out of the way, trying to come to grips. Roy Catalan looked concerned, but when the first hammer nailed the wall behind me it drew his attention. I half expected the stimulation to end, with this just being a way to thoroughly embarrass me, but even as I moved to an out of the way corner, the two vibrating nodules in my ass and pussy continued going as if they intended to shake me to pieces. 
 
      
 
    Or into another orgasm. 
 
      
 
    I watched, the rapid pace of the approaching orgasm becoming more and more an issue as I leaned against the wall, my knees shaking. I couldn’t keep my hips still and any casual glance my way made it readily apparent that I was being systematically fucked from the inside out. My nipples were hard as rocks, even caught tightly in the cable clamps. I bit my lip, and when that didn’t work to keep the moans that wanted to escape my throat from coming out, I clenched my teeth together. 
 
      
 
    Finally there was nothing I could do. A thready, needy whine seemed to seep out of me and I gave in, folding in half, eyes closed, clearly in the throes of rapture. Who cared who saw me? If they didn’t know I was a slut before, then the hell with them. I felt a fresh flow of juice explode from between my legs and I sank to the floor, sitting as the vibes inside me continued to rock and roll. 
 
      
 
    Fat Man and Little Boy went silent and I let out a moan of relief. This wasn’t Kari toying with me. This was her using me thoroughly. She let me rest for about five or ten minutes, then came over to me. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were here to help?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her, my brain still soaked in oxytocin, endorphins, and dopamine. I blinked stupidly. “Huh?” I asked idiotically. 
 
      
 
    “Go,” Kari said, gesturing at the wall being knocked down. “Get a hammer. Go destroy things. This is the part of demo you like!” 
 
      
 
    Yeah. Right. I climbed to my feet and stumbled forward. 
 
      
 
    I was busily hammering away, work gloves on my hands, sheetrock dust swirling in the air when Little Boy came back on. I paused momentarily, eyes widening, but Kari left it on low. I went back to tearing down wall. Ten minutes later? Fat Man rumbled to life, swirling in my depth. I thought for a moment he would match time with Little Boy, but then the stupid nodule in my ass picked up speed, tingling in a spot that did not make rational thought easy. 
 
      
 
    Kari left me like that for the next forty minutes as we tore the wall down and threw the debris into the gondola cart. White dust covered me. Inside I was well on my way to orgasm number four, even though I wasn’t quite there yet. Taking a break I stepped away, only to look down. My jean shorts were covered with powdered sheet rock, streaked and marked. They would need a thorough washing. But the crotch was the worst. The moisture leaking from my pussy had almost turned the dust into a paste, and worse - there were streaks along my thighs where the finely ground gypsum had smeared when combined with my juices. The only good news was that there wasn’t quite enough wetness to make someone think I’d had an accident. The bad news was that dressed the way I was, acting the way I was acting, the only logical conclusion one could have was that I was having a very, very good time. 
 
      
 
    In front of everyone. What a slut. 
 
      
 
    It took another thirty minutes of work resulted in both Little Boy and Fat Man getting turned up again and the fourth orgasm took me hard. I’d barely managed to excuse myself under the guise of taking out one of the gondolas to dump in Rick’s trailer when I reeled and spun and almost crashed into the ground. Instead I fell against the brick wall and closed my eyes, breathing hard as the explosion overwhelmed me. Oh my God did it feel good. Then, a voice. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” Mr. Catalan asked me. I opened my eyes. Our client was standing there above me, looking down at my dusty, smeared legs, the hard points under my shirt, and the cable between them. But he didn’t look concerned. Not one whit. Instead he was smiling like a Cheshire cat or a little boy after sneaking a few cookies out of the jar. Clearly I had no one fooled. Except maybe myself for thinking I could get away with it. Damn Kari and her stupid little toys. 
 
      
 
    “I’m… I’m okay,” I managed to stammer. “I’m just… a little…” 
 
      
 
    Catalan grinned. “I find it rather delightful. I wish my wife was as willing to experiment as you.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. I didn’t know what to say. Besides, despite cumming, neither of the vibrators had slowed down in the least. More fluids soaked the crotch of my shorts. Catalan gave me a warm smile and then went back into the house, leaving me to wallow in both the afterglow of cumming, and the incessant, still intense buzzing between my legs. 
 
      
 
    Kari catered lunch, or more accurately, had one of those lunch trucks come to our location and she paid for everyone’s food, including mine. I got a couple of intense and rather odd looks from the truck guys, but no one said anything. I ate with Kari and Rick and the only concession Kari made to my comfort was to turn down both vibrators so that I wouldn’t choke on my food. 
 
      
 
    When we got to work again most of the wall was down and Rick’s team was mostly doing cleanup. Except for washing my hands I was filthy and I kept my legs tightly closed in order to keep anyone from really noticing just how wet the crotch of my shorts had become. I was seeping copious amounts of sex juice and it wasn’t mixing well with the dust from the demolition. 
 
      
 
    That’s when Roy Catalan’s constant presence became a nuisance. And not to me. To Kari. 
 
      
 
    Roy was a nice guy, don’t get me wrong, but most homeowners prefer to get the hell out of the way when we are doing a demolition. Roy on the other hand, watched. He stood there, arms crossed, observing, making comments, asking Kari questions. I wasn’t sure if it was due to my presence, but since he wasn’t staring at me with any sort of intensity, I didn’t think I was the cause. He was just one of those guys who liked to be involved. He wanted to “help”. Kari had fended him off all morning and I could tell it was getting to her. The expression on her face was enough to tell me that she was frustrated. 
 
      
 
    That’s when I decided to help her out. 
 
      
 
    I stripped off the gloves and looked down at myself. I was a mess. My clothes looked like I’d barely survived the apocalypse, my skin, from my shoulder down to my bared midriff, was covered in dust. My legs were whiter than usual, except where the wet streaks on my thighs had turned the color a creamy tan. I was filthy. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Catalan?” I said, going up to the man even as I stuck my chest out, emphasizing all the hardware I had hanging on my nipples. Kari’s eyes widened for a moment, but then she gave me this look of sincere appreciation. Even as he turned and looked at me I felt the vibes in my pussy and ass slow and still. Kari was helping me in turn. I gave Catalan a warm, sultry smile. 
 
      
 
    “Sir, I know this is a lot to ask, but do you have a bathroom I might use to clean up a bit?” 
 
      
 
    He blinked, tearing his eyes away from the outline of the cable clamps on my nipples and looked up at my face. “What? Oh! Yes. Please follow me!” He said, gesturing toward the door. 
 
      
 
    I smiled at Kari, who nodded in appreciation, and I went for the door ahead of Roy, swishing my short-shorts-clad ass from side to side. If he wasn’t staring at my rear end by that point there was no help for the man. I paused in the hall and he stepped up next to me and then sort of led me through the house to what was obviously a guest bathroom. A full sized guest bathroom, with a Jacuzzi tub big enough to hold three people.. 
 
      
 
    “Wow!” I said, eyes wide as I took in the exquisitely decorated and well sized bathroom. “This is amazing!” I said, turning to look at him, tugging off my boots and socks in the process. I put them to the side as Roy glanced around and then nodded. 
 
      
 
    [bookmark: _35nkun2]“Yes, I suppose it is. Do you need anything?” I think he was about to say “anything else,” but I peeled off my shirt and his sentence faded into nothingness. 
 
      
 
    What can I say? I know how silence a man. 
 
      
 
    Our eyes met and the smoldering heat in mine must have spoken volumes because Roy’s eyes widened and he swallowed. I stood there, bare breasted, nipples caught in the cable clamps, still covered in dust. 
 
      
 
    “You know, I’ve never had a bath in a Jacuzzi before,” I said quietly, putting every ounce of “come hither” into those words. I put my hands behind my back, which had the effect of pushing my cable clamped tits even further toward him. Then I twisted coquettishly. “I might need someone to wash my back.” 
 
      
 
    Roy Catalan grinned, the look of stunned apoplexy sliding from his face. “It so happens I’ve got a Jacuzzi,” he said. “And I might even know someone who could help you wash up.” He took a step closer. I grinned. 
 
      
 
    “Someone who could also maybe help me out of these shorts?” I asked wistfully.  He came another step closer and his hands fell onto my hips, just above the waistband. Then they slid forward along my dust covered belly. His fingers came to the front and I didn’t stop him as they dipped in between my skin and the denim. The button snapped and I felt them loosen. I shook my hips as he pushed and suddenly his mouth was on mine as my shorts fell to the floor around my bare feet. I kicked them away. 
 
      
 
    When he stopped kissing me I took a step back. I was naked now, except for the clamps, not to mention the little black tether between my pussy and ass. I didn’t think he could see it. I spun for him, sexy and all erotic, moving like a dancer on a pole. I bent over the edge of the tub and started the water, waving my ass at him. I looked back over my shoulder and his shirt was off. He was quickly unbuttoning his trousers. I giggled, a little girl giggle, and then I turned back to him. I helped shuck him of his clothes and grabbed hold of his manhood, rubbing it softly as I pulled him toward the tub. He stiffened in my hand immediately and I couldn’t help myself. I dropped to my knees as his eyes widened yet again, my soft, open mouth surrounding his shaft. He let out a groan as I suckled him, drawing his member deep into my mouth, almost deep throating him as my hand came up and surrounded the base of his shaft. 
 
      
 
    Between my legs my other hand grabbed hold of the tether and pulled. Little Boy came out first, followed by Fat Man. I tossed them aside, glad that Kari had turned them both off. I bobbed my head eagerly as Roy closed his eyes and hummed in pleasure, the sound of falling water pooling behind me. His breath quickened and I could feel him pulse and then he pulled out, hunger in his eyes. I looked up at him in disappointment and he shook his head. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want this to end that quickly.” He smiled. “I want you to be satisfied too.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a laugh and grabbed his cock once more. “Oh sir, if you cum and I’m not satisfied, I’ll just suck and lick and tease you till you’re hard once more,” I said playfully. Then I opened my mouth once more, letting my lips engulf him and he groaned. I rubbed and caressed him and then he spurted a thick, white, and creamy load into my mouth. I let it dribble down my face to fall onto my chest. 
 
      
 
    Roy Catalan sighed in relief, but I held onto him. “Bath time,” I said. “I’ll wash you, if you wash me.” I stood up and stepped into the tub. It was hot and felt amazing. I pulled him in after me and when he’d settled I sat opposite him, legs spread, my hands caressing his cock. 
 
      
 
    “You have forever to stop doing that,” he moaned. I could only laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Tell you what,” I said. “I’ll stop doing that once you’ve come for me one more time.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a warm smile. “This time in the right hole?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I laughed and let go of him, lifting my pussy up out of the water for him to see. He reached out and slid two fingers into me, eliciting a soft moan from my lips. He began pumping. “So wet.” 
 
      
 
    I let myself back down, his hand still between my outstretched legs and I cupped his scrotum, stroking him, our eyes locked on each other as we both tried to work the other into a froth. 
 
      
 
    “I can make you cum before you make me,” he said with a chuckle. 
 
      
 
    I lifted an eyebrow. “Is that a challenge?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. I couldn’t help laughing. “Fine, do your worst!” I said earnestly. He grinned and reached out with his other hand, even while his two fingers twisted in my pussy. He touched a clamped nipple, then pinched it. I shuddered. 
 
      
 
    “Not fair!” I whispered and he kept doing it. Doing it over and over until I finally cried out. He pulled his fingers from me, cleaning them in the water. I gave him a mock glare of anger and then smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Now it’s my turn!” I declared, my hands going to his semi-rigid cock. Soap and bubbles rose from the water. The scent of lilacs and the firm touch of flesh filled my senses. Roy Catalan’s eyes closed as his hips moved up and down in my hands. I lifted him up, cupping his bottom, sucking on him. He turned to granite, pulsing with need and I didn’t even hesitate. I slid forward, rising out of the water like a naiad and I mounted him, sinking down on his shaft without a second thought. Waves lapped at the edge of the Jacuzzi and the slow, sweet thrusts of need rocked us both. He arched his back, his hands on my hips, then my breasts. The dust of construction was wiped away and he pushed hard into me, teeth clenched, right on the verge, even as I cried out with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    Demolition.   
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _1ksv4uv]Unwelcome Choices - Part One 
 
      
 
    The car rocked slightly as Julie took a sharp left and the wheels drove over the concrete lip, jouncing both of us slightly. My right hand went up to what I affectionately call the “oh shit” handle, a strap conveniently located above the window on the inside of the car. This convenient handhold gives passengers something to hold on to during questionable driving maneuvers. Julie wasn’t exactly Mario Andretti, or even Dale Earnhardt, but folks riding with her had a tendency to get slung about. But the fear of getting pulped wasn’t exactly the reason that my stomach had tightened into a solid ball of lead. She hauled the wheel around to the right and I heard the tires squealing as they spun on the parking garage ramp. I closed my eyes as a number of pedestrians had similarly frightening experiences. Their danger was past the moment Julie’s tail lights were visible. Me? I had to ride with her. 
 
      
 
    The car lurched to a stop and I realized that she had parked. I opened my eyes and noticed that my hand was shaking. The one that still had a death grip on the Oh Shit Handle. 
 
      
 
    “Here we are!” Julie sang out, already reaching for the large, black leather purse she’d chucked into the back seat. I looked around, the lead melting slightly into ribbons of panic. 
 
      
 
    “No. Please. Not here!” I whimpered, putting my hand on her wrist. She gave me an incredulous smirk and opened her car door. 
 
      
 
    “Here!” She declared. “What? Don’t you like shopping?” She demanded. The door slammed shut and I sat shivering, despite there being no air conditioner. Julie came around to my door and for a second I considered locking it. Except she had the key and that kind of willful disobedience could generate a response that I wouldn’t have been happy with. The beautiful, thin, chocolate haired vixen next to me would have gone ballistic. 
 
      
 
    Julie was wearing a black dress with some crimson highlights and I have to admit that she cut quite the figure. She looked hip, or hawt, or whatever the millennials are calling it now. I’m sort of stuck between generations so I’m too old to be a millennial, but too young to be Generation X. That’s what you get when your parents marry at 19 and have a baby. Still, Julie looked amazing. Narrow waisted, with chubby cheeks and a slightly pointy and upturned nose, Julie is the kind of girl that men don’t want to fuck because of how she looks, but how she behaves. She’s got this indomitable spirit that makes guys want to take her apart. One male friend once told me that his first thought upon meeting Julie was “damn. I bet she’s a handful in bed.” 
 
      
 
    Speaking from experience, Julie is a hell of a lot more than a handful. Trust me. Energetic doesn’t begin to cover it. She’s an animal. 
 
      
 
    She opened the door and gave me an expectant look, ignoring the fact that I had tears in my eyes. I wrapped my arms across my chest, utterly humiliated and she rolled her eyes before reaching in, grabbing my arm, and yanking me out of the car. I yelped as I teetered on the fuck me shoes I was wearing; classic stripper footwear consisting of nine inch platforms with what would have been a five inch heel if the soles of each shoe didn’t have an additional four inches of lift. I swear, I felt like I needed to be ducking every time I heard an airplane fly overhead. The only thing that kept me from losing my balance was experience. I’ve worn those particular shoes way too often for my taste. I had to admit though that they did some amazing things to my legs and ass, and I’ve been told that the arch of my foot spoke more of sex than most people ever encounter in a lifetime. That’s just sad. 
 
      
 
    Jammed between the car door and Julie, I hurriedly pushed my skirt down over my ass. I almost wished she’d put me in something skin-tight, but Julie had insisted I wear one of my blue denim skirts, the pleated one. It wasn’t see through, or skin tight, but the hem was so goddamn short that I was absolutely sure my ass was hanging out. Or at least it felt like it. So I pushed the waistband as low as possible, beneath my hipbones, desperately trying to stay covered. My frightened expression as I glanced around, silently praying no one was nearby, watching the show, made Julie’s grin get bigger. 
 
      
 
    “Oh stop fretting!” She said, reaching out and adjusting my blouse. “You look delicious!” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and my hands snapped up from the skirt to the peasant blouse that was barely wrapped around my bosom. Julie’s little adjustment had caused one pierced nipple to delicately peek out from beneath the curtain-like drapery that hung just below my sternum. Fortunately I was showing any cleavage, since without a bra there wasn’t the visually stunning line that men expect. But what I didn’t like was the fact that the blouse was similar to the skirt; nothing but a very short bit of material that hung over my tits and barely covered them. A strong gust of wind would leave me looking like the X-rated version of Marilyn Monroe standing on the exhaust grate, except you know… with more showing. 
 
      
 
    “I am not a tart!” I hissed. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed and leaned in close. Her mouth got dangerously close to mine and as she kissed me her hands slid up under the peasant blouse, caressing my full breasts, tweaking the nipples. I almost melted, falling back against the car. But then Julie broke the kiss and pulled her hands out from under my top. I felt the tingling she’d caused and realized my heart was beating twice as fast as it should have been. 
 
      
 
    Even scared. 
 
      
 
    “You are the most amazing dessert ever,” she whispered. Then Julie straightened up. “Now, before we go in, we need to swap out your toy.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and I glanced around the parking garage. We were high up, and it was a weekday afternoon, but still… was she crazy? She wanted me to lift my skirt, pull the ben wa balls out of my sopping wet and desperate pussy and put something else in? 
 
      
 
    “Here?” In the parking garage? Was she nuts? 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. “Well, if you’d prefer the food court…” she replied sarcastically, letting her reply fade into silence. I stared at her in disbelief, but then after another quick glance around, proving at least that no one was in the immediate vicinity, I lifted the front of my skirt and did the unthinkable. I pushed my hand between my legs in a decidedly unladylike fashion, snagged a small, very wet, loop of string, and then pulled with a groan. 
 
      
 
    In retrospect, there wasn’t much chance of me being seen anyway. We were almost at the top of the garage, so most people were parking below us. And there was no foot traffic. And even if there had been, Julie was standing in just the right space to keep anyone from actually seeing what I was doing. They’d no doubt be curious. But I wouldn’t immediately go to jail for public lewdness. I tugged the two golf-ball sized spheres out from between my folds, both of them covered liberally in my personal juices. I held them up and Julie smiled. 
 
      
 
    “What do good, little, fuck sluts do with their dirty toys?” She asked pointedly. 
 
      
 
    I grimaced a little. This was just too humiliating. Licking a pair of ben wa balls in a parking garage? In front of God and everyone? 
 
      
 
    Well… I’m not sure God would have minded. He seems to like me being placed in sexually humiliating and painful positions. That had been made perfectly clear to me years ago. 
 
      
 
    I touched my tongue to the top ball and began licking it. While I did, Julie rooted around in her purse. By the time I’d done a passable job getting the ben wa balls cleaned up, trading one sample of bodily fluids for another, Julie had taken a step closer and lifted my skirt. I gasped as she pushed something up against my pussy and felt the thick but short probe slip up between my folds. I recognized the sensation; Julie’s personal version of the Rotating Venus Penis, a wireless model that consisted of two motors; one in the base which sat nestled against my clitoris, vibrating while the second one spun the phallus in a corkscrew like manner, churning inside me like cook stirring a pot of porridge. Julie worked quickly, wrapping the Velcro straps around my waist until the RVP was pressed snugly against my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Am I allowed to cum?” I asked as she straightened back up again, holding out the saliva soaked ben wa balls. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyebrow went up. “Oh yeah. How long has it been?” She asked curiously. “Friday evening right?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. I’d spent the previous week dealing with cramps, moodiness, and general discomfort. But on Friday evening I’d been fine and Julie had come over for some very personal, one on one time, sending me into eventual orbit with perfect relief. Then I’d spent Saturday and Sunday in denial, with only the ben wa balls, or Husky dildo for company. No orgasms allowed. It had been horrible. 
 
      
 
    “You know damn well when I last exploded,” I said through clenched teeth. “Your face was covered in it.” 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “Yes. You were very wet,” she replied. “But we both know you.” She clicked her tongue against her teeth. “You have a habit of finding ways to get yourself off without me around. Don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. She was right. I did. But I hadn’t. I let out the breath I didn’t realize I was holding. “I haven’t cum since I was with you. Two and a half days,” I replied. “And Kari tormented me all this morning.” 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “Little caresses, huh?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, a sullen look on my face. 
 
      
 
    “Well, don’t worry. You can cum this afternoon,” Julie reassured me. 
 
      
 
    I looked up, a hopeful look in my eyes. “Really?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “As long as you understand that there will be a punishment for giving in to your baser desires,” she replied, giving the RVP a light pat. She let my skirt drop and I stared at her. She took the ben wa balls from my hand, put them in a plastic sandwich baggie, and tucked them away in her purse. I tried to see what else she might have in there, but all I could see was a couple folded pieces of paper, tucked tightly into triangles reminiscent of my days in high school, passing notes. Then she closed the bag and stepped back, making it clear that she expected me to step away from the relative safety of her car. 
 
      
 
    It took a hell of a lot of willpower, but I managed. Then the door shut behind me and I heard the lock click with a terrifying finality. I took stock. I was standing in a parking garage, next to a major Houston-area mall, dressed in what basically amounted to a almost transparent curtain valance across my boobs, with a bared midriff and exposed belly button, along with a pleated skirt that hung so low on my hips that the wrong move on my part would send it to the ground around my stupidly high stripper shoes. I looked like a particularly slutty hooker. Oh yeah, and I had a sex toy strapped to my pussy. 
 
      
 
    Julie slung her purse over her shoulder. I had one too, but it was tiny and contained only the bare necessities for me: my phone, my identification, a little bit of money, a set of alligator clamps with chain, and eight condoms. I’m sure you can figure what took up most of the room. 
 
      
 
    Julie wrapped her free arm in mine and I’ll admit that she had to pull me along as we headed down a few flights of stairs. When we reached the skybridge she stopped me and pulled me aside, just in time for two older women to walk by us, glaring at me with obvious disgust. I cringed and looked away, blushing crimson. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure if your fans love you, or hate you,” she said simply. “But today’s assignment is a doozy.” She opened her purse again and pulled out the paper triangles. There were five of them. “It doesn’t actually matter which one you select, because you have to do all of them,” she told me. 
 
      
 
    “What are they?” I asked, looking down at the folded notes with some serious apprehension. 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “Naughty,” she assured me. “In some cases, downright awful. And you’re on a timer, so pick one.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the first folded note but didn’t open it. “How much time do I have?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t answer. Julie stuffed the other “tasks” back into her purse. Then she lifted up a small, wireless controller. She thumbed two sliders from one end to the other. Inside and against me, I felt the double motors of the Rotating Venus Penis start up, spinning up to maximum speed. The little plastic bug clinging to my pussy began shaking like a Los Angeles high rise during the Big One. The four inch cock penetrating into my slit started to rotate, swirling in my depths like a butter churn. I gasped, my eyes widening. Both hands went to my groin, but three wasn’t much I could do about the sudden and very intense stimulation. 
 
      
 
    “Until you cum,” Julie said simply, answering my question. “And if you cum before the task is finished, I get to punish you.” She pulled a flexible leather sap out and showed it to me. “Twenty strokes to your clit.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open. “You can’t be serious!” I exclaimed. She nodded with a wicked grin that made her look downright evil. As the RVP spun and rumbled through my loins, sending waves of blissfully sweet pleasure through me, I tore open the note hurriedly. Especially since it was readily apparent that Julie was hoping I’d cum first. My eyes slid across the words and I felt my stomach tighten as a chasm of total panic opened up beneath me. I stammered something unintelligible and Julie leaned over to read it. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh… you sure know how to pick them!” She said in delight. She grinned hard. “It’s not the worst one, but knowing how you feel about anal sex…” 
 
      
 
    This wasn’t the worst one? I blinked and stared at her. “I have to find someone to fuck me up the ass? Here?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded happily. “Before you cum! Or I’ll drag you off someplace semi-private, make you spread your legs, pull the RVP out of the way, and then pulverize your clitty into paste.” The cruelty and eagerness in her voice made it clear that I needed to avoid cumming like the plague. “And then you still have to get fucked up the ass!” She declared in an excited voice. 
 
      
 
    “Where?” I said in bewilderment. Admittedly, I was familiar with this mall, but having to approach a stranger, ask them to butt fuck me, and then take them someplace where we wouldn’t be discovered, all before I exploded like firecracker… that was a tall order. 
 
      
 
    “Remember, you’ve got me,” Julie said sympathetically. “I’ll run interference for you if needed.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. The RVP hummed loudly beneath my skirt and I realized I didn’t have the time to stand around feeling sorry for myself. I was going to cum. Soon. I was just too keyed up. I took a deep breath and without looking at Julie, stormed back into the parking garage. Julie looked surprised but shrugged and followed behind me, her eyes locked on my ass. 
 
      
 
    A number of cars passed us and I saw the incredulous looks of the drivers. One guy actually stopped, but not because he wanted to ask my prices. He just was so shocked to see me strutting my stuff that he couldn’t drive. Our eyes met and then I made a split decision. I went right up to the window and leaned over. The front of my blouse fell away from my breasts and both pierced nipples dangled in perfect view. The padlock hanging off my right tit swung and glinted with gold. 
 
      
 
    He rolled down the window as I smiled, trying to hide the utter humiliation and embarrassment at my predicament. 
 
      
 
    “Hi there handsome,” I said brightly. “I need someone horny enough to fuck me up the ass. Are you up for some fun and games?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    I wish I could say I sounded all adult and mature, like a prostitute firmly in control of the situation, but from his expression, and the glance at Julie who stood behind me, I could tell I sounded like a sixteen year old girl out on her first date, trying to decide how to handle her beau’s request for her to suck cock. I could feel the heat on my cheeks. 
 
      
 
    The driver looked at me, then at my breasts, then over at Julie, then said something that sounded like his brain had been placed in a bucket of liquid nitrogen and frozen before being hammered into tiny icy shards. My boobs tend to have that effect on men. And even some women. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t she cute?” Julie said, stepping up. “It’s free. She’s not a prostitute. Just a nympho humiliation pain slut who needs to get ass fucked before I spank her pussy.” 
 
      
 
    His jaw dropped. I heard a honk and looked up. A car had pulled up behind him and as I looked that way I saw the driver glance at me in surprise. It was another guy, his eyes wide. That’s when I realized that my tits were still hanging out of my blouse. I immediately stood straight and looked away, trying to suppress the urge to run. It would have been a bad idea considering the shoes I was wearing. 
 
      
 
    Then the guy I’d just flashed pushed down on the accelerator and took off. My mouth opened in surprise and even Julie looked a bit astonished. 
 
      
 
    “What a dick!” She exclaimed. But then the second car, the one driven by Mr. I’m Gonna Honk at Your Honkers pulled up. 
 
      
 
    “Price too high?” He said, rolling down his window. I was just about to protest when Julie sort of interposed herself. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, her ass is free. This is a sex assignment and she’s got to get butt fucked or she gets punished. Are you going to save her or do we find someone else?” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a speculative look and Julie grabbed my arm and suddenly I was spun around. She grabbed the back of my skirt and lifted it up, showing the guy my bare bottom. I closed my eyes, trying to imagine myself in bed, or better yet, alone. On the moon. By myself. 
 
      
 
    “And you?” The guy asked skeptically. 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “I like to watch. And if she cums before you do then I’m going spank her clit with this.” She pulled the sap out of her purse and slapped it hard against my ass. I yelped, shocked and I sort of jumped, putting both hands on my ass as I turned to glare at her. 
 
      
 
    The Mr. Honker laughed. “My place?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head. “Here. In the garage. Top level. Find a parking space at the back and we’ll come up the stairs,” she said, pointing back to where we’d started. He gave her a speculative look and then shrugged. He sped off and rounded the corner. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Bre. You’ve got a date,” Julie said. She took my arm and started leading me back to the stairs. Me? I was panting, trying really hard to ignore the swirling bliss and vibrational torment of the RVP. The embarrassment? Wasn’t helping. Neither did walking. And steps? I didn’t make it. 
 
      
 
    I’m an old hand at having public orgasms. I’ve done it in a variety of busy places, under a vast and varied circumstances. But going two days and fourteen hours without cumming, followed by an entire morning and afternoon of low-level, sexual stimulation, along with being dressed like a fuck slut in a public venue, on her way to get ass fucked… well… I don’t think it’s too out of the realm of likelihood to expect me to climb three flights of stairs and NOT explode like a fucking firecracker in a furnace. 
 
      
 
    I froze mid-step as the overwhelming forces sent me into orbit. I let out a gasp, then a thin and thready wail, one hand gripping the railing of the stair, the other mashed hard against the front of my skirt. A series of spasms rocked me and Julie was suddenly there, pushing me, forcing me up the stairs even as my hips tried to thrust their way through the RVP. My pussy seemed to burn with need and satisfaction and I stumbled as we emerged onto the landing of the fifth level. 
 
      
 
    Julie was laughing. “I knew you were going to cum,” she said happily. “But now I get to sap your stupid little pussy!” She dragged me forward, her eyes searching down the row. We passed her car and then she recognized Mr. Honker’s car. She pulled me along and I stumbled in her grasp. As we approached he got out. Tall, sandy blond hair, blocky chin. Not exactly good looking, but not bad either. He had a bit of a gut, but since he was in his mid-thirties he was handling it well. Nicely dressed too. 
 
      
 
    Julie pushed me up against the back of the car and I put both hands down, bracing myself. The orgasmic event I’d just experienced had finally ended, but the RVP was still stimulating me. I was shuddering with sensation. 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid my little fuckslut is out of control,” Julie explained with a dark voice. “She couldn’t manage to keep from cumming on our little climb up here.” She grabbed the front of my skirt and lifted it up, showing our audience the buzzing sex toy strapped to my cunt. “She isn’t supposed to cum, so if you don’t mind, I’m going to spank her pussy first. Then you can fuck her ass.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Honker gave me an appraising look and then nodded, crossing his arms. “I have no objections,” he said with a smirk. Julie glanced around again, and since we were in a mostly empty part of the garage, with not even any other cars around us, she grabbed my arm, yanked me around to the side of his car, and tucked the front of my skirt up into the waistband. The hem of my skirt didn’t like that, and wouldn’t stay, so Julie looked for alternatives. She settled on one and just yanked the whole thing downward. The whole pleated mess fell immediately, straight down my legs. I gasped and cringed, but Julie put her hand on the RVP, pushing hard, the vibrations swirling into me desperately, which I certainly felt. 
 
      
 
    “Just step out of them,” she hissed sharply. 
 
      
 
    Stepping out of my skirt was the last thing I wanted to do. If anyone came by I wouldn’t be able to just grab the material and pull it up. I’d be naked from the waist down and there isn’t much you can do about that when a security officer drives by. I whimpered wantonly, but did as told, my head swiveling around, scared to death someone was going to drive up and see. 
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs,” she ordered as her fingers undid two of the straps holding the RVP to my pussy. I groaned as the pressure decreased and then she shut the thing off. The silence was sudden and unnerving. I hadn’t realized it was so loud. She pulled it away and out of my sex with this sort of squelching noise. Mr. Honker moved in, staring at the wetness. His hand came up between my legs and I gasped as he pushed a single finger into me, his palm against my clit. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, she is wet, isn’t she?” He asked. Julie laughed and pulled the sap out of her purse again, holding it up. He took his hand out from between my legs and pushed his cum soaked finger against my lips, smearing my own juice across my mouth. I opened up and started sucking on him. 
 
      
 
    “Now spread your legs wide, Bre,” Julie said with a mocking grin. “I’m about to spank your pussy. Don’t bite him.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Honker looked into my eyes and deliberately kept his finger between my teeth. My eyes widened in alarm and I felt Julie kick at my ankle. I almost fell, but opened my stance, spreading my legs wide. She lifted the sap, and then with a perfect, softball pitch, brought the flexible, smooth leather paddle up between my legs, aiming directly for my sweet, wet petals. I gasped as the sting seared my bits and pieces and the paddle seemed to slide upward to caress my clitoris. The stroke wasn’t hard enough to make me lose either my position or bite down on Honker, but it certainly was enough to lift me up onto my toes with a sharp inhalation and leave a burning, tingling sensation from my mons to my perineum. My hips jerked as my brain incorrectly interpreted the pain as pleasure, still fucked up from the orgasm. 
 
      
 
    “That’s one,” Julie said sweetly, viciously, and with confidence. “Nineteen more to go.” 
 
      
 
    [bookmark: _44sinio]The sap struck again and we went through practically the same physiological responses. My pussy was dripping wet and Julie seemed to enjoy the “wet mud” sound of the leather striking me. She brought the leather up between my legs in a sodden tempo of heat, moisture, and sparks of pain. Some blows were shallow, targeting just my clit while others caught my entire crotch, smashing my soft folds flat and soaking the sap itself with my juices. By the fifth stroke I couldn’t hold still and Mr. Honker had gotten involved. He pulled me away from the car, yanked my hands behind my back, and, holding me at an angle, wrapped his arms through mine. Julie loved it, the sap coming up to smack me. I grit my teeth and whined, trying hard to stay quiet, not wanting more attention than I could handle. Another vicious stroke made my right leg come up and swing, not trying to kick her, but just the instinctive response as one’s body moved to protect itself. It earned me a dark look from my mistress and I struggled to put my high heel clad foot back down and spread my legs even more. When I’d done that, Julie slid her hand up my shirt, grabbed the padlock on my right nipple, and twisted it violently as she delivered four or five fast shots to my pussy. My legs almost buckled and if Mr. Honker hadn’t been holding me up I’m not sure I would have made it through that. She delivered the last few swats, leaving me with a broiling, empty slit, demanding something thick, long, and preferably pumping. My chest heaved as I struggled to breathe and then she pointed toward the hood of Mr. Honker’s car. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll keep an eye out,” she said to him. “Remember, when you cum, it needs to be in her ass.” He let go of me and a second later I found myself falling forward. She handed him one of my condoms as I panted heavily on his hood, my bottom wiggling with the heat of my sizzling sex. I felt the back of my skirt flipped up and then fingers began kneading my ass, spreading my buttocks. I heard a zipper and I closed my eyes, trying to breathe through my nose in order to keep my mouth shut. I’d lubed my bottom that morning, but only with about a teaspoon’s worth of grapeseed oil. 
 
      
 
    “Please sir? Please take me gently?” I begged, almost sobbing. There was laughter behind me. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t seem like the kind of girl who needs to be coddled,” he said. Then I felt his hands on my hips, grabbing me. Something pressed up hard between my legs and for a moment I almost panicked as the tip of his cock pushed against my sphincter. But then he slipped and in a sweet, almost blissful moment his shaft was buried to the hilt in my pussy. He pumped enthusiastically for a moment as my eyes rolled upward from the pleasure. I groaned. Loudly. 
 
      
 
    “Oops. Wrong hole,” he muttered. “Bet you liked that though, didn't you?” 
 
      
 
    I almost said something when Julie coughed loudly. I lifted my head to see a car coming down the level. Julie hurried over, placing her body between where Mr. Honker was fucking me and the drive, but the car turned into one of the empty spaces forty or so feet away. Mr. Honker didn’t bother to stop, pushing and screwing me vaginally, even as an older woman got out of the car. She didn’t even look over at us and walked off toward the stairs. Julie grinned, then glanced down at us. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t that the wrong hole?” She asked snidely. 
 
      
 
    “Patience,” Mr. Honker said. “It’s called lubrication.” He reached down, adjusted his angle, and without a single word of warning, jammed the full length of his cock into my ass before I could react. I wasn’t exactly ready, despite everyone warning me it was going to happen, and I tightened around him, letting out a short, sharp, hard squeal of obvious discomfort. All three of us looked down the garage. Thank God the lady had already started down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    It did give me an opportunity to relax however, so the next thrust Mr. Honker applied to my poor derriere went in and out without a bit of resistance. I groaned, whimpering, my face buried in my arms, my bare breasts pressed against the hot metal of the hood of his car. He began pumping, pulling half out and then ramming himself back in over and over as I bit my lip and endured. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure how long it took him to cum, but I think it was at least ten or so minutes. One more car pulled up during it and we all sort of froze and held still as the driver got out, giving us only a cursory glance and evidently not seeing the reality, continued on. I mean honestly, who would allow themselves to get buttfucked in a public garage? 
 
      
 
    Mr. Honker finally found his satisfaction and left his limp cock in my ass for almost half a minute before pulling himself out. He stripped and tossed the condom away all while Julie was strapping the RVP back into place against my clit, sliding the four inch cock into my sex. As soon as she was done I stood, pulling my baked boobs off the car and trying desperately to smooth the blouse back over my breasts. I looked around for my skirt and found it under the car. Both Julie and Honker watched as I almost lost my balance, trying to step into it. I eventually managed, but I can’t imagine how klutzy I looked. 
 
      
 
    For a moment we all stood there, looking like we didn’t know what to do. I was too humiliated to say anything. I’d just been intimate with a man I’d only labeled as Mr. Honker in my mind, and to make matters worse, he’d just fucked me up the ass. I was still feeling the discomfort that comes from that sort of intercourse. But then Julie took command, as usual. 
 
      
 
    “Well, you’ve certainly handled her well,” Julie said. “I appreciate your help.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Honker looked at her in surprise. “That’s it?” 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “Yes. Exactly.” She grabbed my elbow and pushed me away from the car and I floundered out into the drive. Julie spoke quietly with the guy for a moment. I saw him smile, glance at me, and then nod. Then she walked away grinning. 
 
      
 
    “Can we go now?” I asked plaintively, begging as we approached her car. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyes widened. “What?” She asked incredulously. “Of course not!” She gestured toward the stairs that we’d already been both up and down once. “Let’s go shopping!” I let out a soft mewl as we started down the stairs, then across the skybridge, to enter the mall. 
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _2jxsxqh]Unwelcome Choices - Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Pick,” Julie said fifteen minutes later. We were standing in one of the department stores, tucked in an out of the way spot. Clothes racks surrounded us on every side, which made me feel marginally better, despite the fact that I’d been the center of attention for much of the last few minutes. Getting there had been something of an emotional rollercoaster since it had involved me walking through some rather busy portions of the mall. The looks I got ranged from outright loathing to licentious need. I handled neither well and kept my eyes down, trying hard not to twitch my hips. Or trip. Or accidently expose my breasts by taking too big a breath. 
 
      
 
    I looked down. Julie held four of the folded paper notes and my stomach tightened up as I studied them. Julie had said some of them were worse than getting ass fucked, but I couldn’t imagine what those tasks might possibly be. I plucked one from her hand and as I started to open it I felt the rumbling purr of the RVP start up between my legs. I gave Julie a startled glance as my “timer” was once more started. 
 
      
 
    She grinned wickedly. “You’ve got to complete it before you cum.” 
 
      
 
    Yeah. Fine. Whatever. I told myself that there was good news though. I wasn’t anywhere near as horny as I had been.Granted, I don’t handle the RVP very well under any circumstances, but I suspected I’d be able to deal with twenty or thirty minutes without cumming. I took a deep breath, trying to ignore the pulsing buzz between my legs and instead focused on finding out what the next task was. I opened up the stupid little note and heaved a little sigh of relief. A blowjob. That was it. I just had to find someone and give him a blowjob. 
 
      
 
    Before I exploded a second time. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Julie with expectation but she lifted her hands and gave me an exasperated look. “Don’t expect me to help you again. Not like before,” she said with a grin. “I should make you do that last task over, just because it was all me and not you.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and I felt a sudden surge of anger. “Excuse me,” I said haughtily, putting one hand on her elbow. “But it wasn’t you bent over a car, getting your tits toasted, while some stranger rammed his cock up your ass.” 
 
      
 
    Julie gave me a pouty frown. “Oh, did poor widdle Breanne get her sweet titties cooked?” She asked me, both hands coming up. Before I could even respond she put them under my peasant blouse and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them even as her thumbs rubbed back and forth across both nipples. I gasped, realizing that what she was doing was in effect running the timer down. I felt the sensation shoot through me, right down to the maelstrom of agitation between my legs. The RVP hummed, spun, and shook and all I wanted to do was lay down, spread myself open, and let the orgasm take me. 
 
      
 
    But I had cock to suck. 
 
      
 
    I twisted away from Julie and wrapped an arm around my bosom, trying to get the blouse back down to cover my tits before some errant clerk walked around a display and came face to face with them. I moved away from her, beginning a deliberate hunt, moving as quickly as both my high heels and the almost-ready-to-fall-off-my-butt skirt would allow. Each step felt like a failure since the RVP tantalized me as if Mr. Honker’s finger was still buried to the knuckle, swirling around. And then another little thought occurred to me. If I screwed up, and allowed myself to cum before sucking someone’s cock, Julie would get another opportunity to sap my pussy. 
 
      
 
    I pushed that thought away. It was dangerous. And probably not healthy. I spun my way through the department store, moving downward. I was about to pass through the shoe department, Julie dogging my heels with a nasty smirk on her face, watching my twitching ass, when I saw a man staring at me. He was young, attractive, with dark skin and black hair. A pencil thin mustache lined his upper lip and he was dressed in a button-up shirt and a tie. His shoes looked like they had been bought there. Our eyes met and he gave me this winsome smile with white, perfect teeth and I just knew he was the one. There was no hesitation, or even embarrassment as I turned and headed straight for him and the look of appreciation he had for my attire created a fresh surge of juice to lubricate the already sodden swamp the RVP was oaring through. Julie hung back a bit as I approached him. 
 
      
 
    “Hi there,” he said with a big grin. “Can I help you?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, I hope so,” I said softly. I violated his personal space and made sure that my boobs were literally resting on his forearm. I’m pretty sure he noticed that the curtain I was wearing for a shirt didn’t actually cover the bottom half of each tit. His eyes widened a bit but he didn’t move his arm. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed, trying to figure out how to ask, but then I just went for broke. “I know this is going to sound odd, but I am desperate to suck cock right now and you’re the best looking thing around.” 
 
      
 
    He blinked, a look of surprise on his face. I’m guessing he doesn’t get offers like that very often. Who does, right? I went for broke. “Do you taste good?” I asked sweetly, but with an urgency that made it clear that only common decency was keeping me from ripping off his pants. Then I put my hand on him, right over the growing bulge in his trousers. His eyes snapped up to Julie. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t mind me. I’m just here as comic relief,” she said wryly. 
 
      
 
    He looked back at me. “Well, I….” he said, clearly hesitating and I knew I needed to be more persuasive. “Please?” I begged him softly, not wanting to create too much of a scene. I rubbed him a little faster and he twisted slightly, uncomfortable at my insistence. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I don’t… even know… you,” he replied, swallowing hard. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think that matters?” I asked eagerly. “I just want to suck your cock. That’s it.” 
 
      
 
    I might have been just a bit more forward than usual, but that was because the pressure was building inside me. The incessant rumble of the Rotating Venus Penis, rubbing my clit and brewing trouble in my pussy, was making it hard to think and I knew that an orgasm was coming whether I wanted or not. I only had a few more minutes and I didn’t want Julie pulling me away at a critical moment in order to paddle my pussy into paste. 
 
      
 
    “Is there somewhere we could go?” I asked humbly. 
 
      
 
    That seemed to be the clincher. He glanced around and then grabbed my hand. In seconds I was pulled to a door marked employees only and taken into a back room. Shoe boxes filled multiple shelves and he led both me and Julie into a poorly lit corner. I realized that if anyone came, not only did some of the empty shelves give us a place to hide, but regardless of which way they came, we’d hear them. 
 
      
 
    His name tag read Malcolm but I was on my knees a moment later, focusing on getting a patent leather belt undone. His zipper fell and then his trousers, leaving me to marvel at the outline of a magnificently huge cock hiding under a pair of boxers. I freed him quickly and as Julie watched, I opened my mouth and began by kissing his shaft. He was uncircumcised and smelled like Axe, a men’s deodorant I was quite familiar with. Kisses turned wetter and I began sucking on just the tip as my hands came up and began caressing his shaft. I slid my palms up and down, taking more and more of him into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    There was no way I’d be able to swallow his entire length, not even by deep throating him. Still, I took as much as I could into my mouth and began sucking, licking up and down his full length as I let my hand glide up and down the center ridge. Malcolm groaned, pumping his hips even as I bobbed my head, doing my absolute best to get him to pop. 
 
      
 
    There is an art to cocksucking and I’m going to be honest about my own personal skill. I’ve sucked a lot of cock and I think I’m pretty damn good. I’m not trying to be obnoxious or anything. I’m not saying I’m the best. I’m sure there are women out there who can put my Popsicle licking skills to shame. But based on experience, and the average amount of time it takes me to work a man into orgasm, spurting a heavy load of jism into my mouth, or across my face, or down my shirt, I’d say that I’m pretty darn good. 
 
      
 
    Provided I’m not distracted… say by a whirling, shaking four inch cock buried in my pussy or by a plastic shaped butterfly with its proboscis translating a wide variety of oscillations directly into my clitoris. So I’m sure you can completely understand how, as Malcolm took longer and longer to achieve climax, I got closer and closer to the same goal. I might even be able to claim that my failure to make him pop before me might actually have been caused by the build-up of orgasmic pressures itself. I felt the waves of pleasure blast through me and then Julie was leaning over my shoulder, her mouth by my ear. 
 
      
 
    “Oh no. You came! You’re going to pay for that. After you finish sucking him off.” 
 
      
 
    That image, of me once more getting sapped, just made the orgasm that much sweeter. And the good news was that my obvious pleasure gave Malcolm all the visual cues he needed to begin pumping his own generous jism into my open mouth. I stroked his scrotum as he emptied himself and he pulled out just at the last moment, letting the final squirt take me full in the face. 
 
      
 
    Julie giggled. 
 
      
 
    I blinked, cum in my eyes and dripping down the bridge of my nose as Malcolm sighed in relief. I wiped some of the fluid away from my face and then Julie, her bag open, was handing me a baby wipe. 
 
      
 
    “We have to hurry,” Malcolm suddenly said, yanking up his boxers and pants. “I’ve been away from the front too long as it is.” He looked down at me. “Clean up quickly.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say anything but Julie got involved and she wiped the worst of the cum away. “We’re going to need a restroom to fix your makeup,” she told me. I nodded, but at least I could open my eyes. “Come on,” she said, taking my hand. She fiddled with her purse again and the buzzing of the Rotating Venus Penis ceased. Then the synthetic cock inside me stopped spinning. I sighed in relief, my pussy needing the break. Julie pulled me out of the back room and Malcolm followed behind us, still obviously concerned, but when we emerged into the shoe department he seemed to relax. He smiled at us and took my elbow. 
 
      
 
    “That was great. Can I get your number?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe later,” Julie said, pushing her way between him and me. “She’s still covered in your spunk.” I glanced back at him with an apologetic shrug as she dragged me away, the high heels making it difficult to even walk. A number of sales clerks we passed looked at me in shock and I unconsciously checked to make sure that both the peasant blouse and skirt were covering up my salient parts. Julie was evidently cognizant of where the closest restroom was because she led me to it easily and we disappeared into the women’s bath. It was empty. Thank God. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” she said again. “He did a number on your face,” she muttered. I looked in the mirror. My mascara had run, and in such a weird way that it was obvious something wet had splattered my brow, run down into my eye, and then across my cheek. My eyeshadow and liner was ruined and I looked awful. No wonder people were staring at me! I turned and let Julie scrub at my face, then reapply my makeup, but it was ten minutes before she leaned back satisfied. 
 
      
 
    “There, look,” she said, pointing at the mirror. I did. 
 
      
 
    Julie had used a heavier hand than I had originally and now each of my eyes was highlighted with black. It made them look huge and exotic. The eyeshadow was darker too, a blushing scarlet that only barely faded into my natural skin tone as it approached my eyebrows. We hadn’t bothered too much with mascara, and as usual I didn’t wear lipstick. I’ve never liked the stuff and have been pretty adamant about not using it. 
 
      
 
    But I looked… well… pretty hot. And even more enticing. 
 
      
 
    Julie crossed her arms and grinned. “Now, we need to deal with your orgasm. You were a naughty girl,” she said, her tone making it clear that I was about to get my punishment. 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Come on! What did you expect would happen?” I asked crossly. “I mean geeze, you had the RVP on full blast between my legs! And I was in the middle of sucking cock! Do you have any idea how erotic that is?” 
 
      
 
    The flash of anger in Julie’s eyes told me I’d gone a little too far. I gulped as she studied me. “Last stall. Now,” she ordered, her hand already going to her purse. 
 
      
 
    I glanced at the door, contemplating a run for it, but in actuality just hoping someone would come in. I waited a second or two, but there was no response to my hastily worded prayer. Defeated, I shuffled over to the handicap stall, opened the door, and stepped in. Julie followed, the leather sap already in her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Put one foot up on the commode,” she said, pointing at the toilet. I gave her a disgusted look but did as she asked. I set the sole of my stripper shoe on the rim. This lifted the front of my skirt, exposing the RVP. Julie quickly pulled at a couple of the straps and I groaned as the four-inch-long, synthetic cock was slowly pulled from my pussy, leaving me gaping open and wet. The RVP dangled down by my thigh and Julie moved around to my side. 
 
      
 
    “Now, this is going to hurt you way more than me,” she said, holding the leather paddle in her hand. She snapped the sap upward with a flick of her wrist and it slapped against my pussy wetly. It stung, but not badly and the only sound I made was a tiny nip of a yelp, rising up slightly on my toes. I put one hand on the wall, bracing myself. The second slap was much firmer and the sting made me gasp. It faded quickly into heat and I let out a solid moan as Julie wrapped her other arm around me, then smacked the sap up into my pussy for a third time. 
 
      
 
    I’ve endured all sorts of torments before, but over the years, the one that I have the most… well… fondness for if you can say that, is getting sapped. Everyone knows that while it stings and burns and hurts, it’s also the surest way to arouse me, to soak me. I’ve literally had some men, who at the start of a sexual session, ignored the normal foreplay in favor of pushing me down on the bed and making me spread my legs, all so that they could take the last eight inches of a leather belt and beat my clit. A number of my doms have taken to alternating oral sex with those biting strokes and I can’t tolerate that any better. In fact, it’s worse, as I sway between utter bliss and the urge to scream.  
 
      
 
    So that was why my hips began thrusting, rolling in time with Julie’s staccato tempo, the leather sap snapping up to spank the soft, pink folds and the swelling, wet nub. My clitoris throbbed and I started to make a hell of a lot more noise as blow after blow set me afire. Julie began spacing the blows out with thrusts of her other hand, fingers jammed into the hot and slippery hole she was aiming at. I quivered in sexual intensity, not sure if I was supposed to cry or cum again. My pussy seemed to burn and I could feel the juices sliding down my right thigh. 
 
      
 
    I think we had just gotten to the seventeenth stroke when we heard the bathroom door open. Julie and I both froze, her fingers buried inside of me, curling and I looked at her with wide eyes as someone entered the bathroom. Of course, this didn’t stop Julie. She just drew her fingers out most of the way and then pushed them back in. I pushed a knuckle into my mouth, just to keep quiet. Julie’s thumb moved up, pressing against my clit and I gave her a frustrated look. There were footsteps, and then the stall furthest away from ours opened. I heard the rustle of clothes and then a sigh. 
 
      
 
    Julie pulled her fingers out of my pussy, giving my clit a nice little thumb as she did. I gasped, even around the knuckle in my mouth, and closed my eyes, almost swooning as I struggled both to be quiet and not beg her to do more. As I rocked between these two extremes I was looking at the insides of my eyelids, which is why I didn’t see Julie’s wrist snap upward, swinging the sap up into my unprotected, dripping slit. I let out a strangled yelp. Julie grinned silently as I glared at her in shock. Then she brought her other hand back up, grabbed my by the pussy, and slid the same two fingers that had just been wriggling inside me back in. For a second I thought she was just going to tease me like that, but then her arm moved, pulling her fingers almost totally out. I stiffened in her grasp. A wet, mushy sort of sound came from between my legs as she began slapping her palm against my slit, thrusting her fingers into me at the same time. A sudden wave of intense, sexual need rushed through me. I felt the heat of it and I gnawed on my knuckles, wondering if Julie would get to punish me a third time for cumming, even if she’d been the one to generate it. The sound of her hand between my legs seemed very, very loud to me. Slap, slap, slap, slap. I whined softly, unable to stop myself. 
 
      
 
    Then she yanked her hand away and I was forced to muffle my squeal as she swung the sap snapped upward, leaving a prickling bite between my legs. This time the noise I made was twice as loud and there was no way the lady at the end of the row wouldn’t hear it. What would she think? Would she want to know why I was panting, whimpering, and squealing. Julie’s fingers caressed my pussy again and I looked at Julie with begging eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Please! No!” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes sparkled and her grin was so wide that I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that Julie was doing exactly what she wanted. I stood there shaking, my pussy tingling with both need and the sting of the last blow. Julie put her mouth against my ear. “One more, princess. Brace yourself.” 
 
      
 
    I sucked in air, eyes widening. I started to put my leg down, blocking her, but I didn’t move quickly enough. Julie pulled the sap away from my dripping pussy by almost a foot and then nailed me with a blow so hard that if she hadn’t still had her other arm wrapped around my middle, I’d have fallen. 
 
      
 
    And you can forget quiet. 
 
      
 
    I let out a choked sob, my foot coming off the goddamned toilet and I almost lost my shoe in the bowl. Both of my hands went down to my pussy and I felt the hot wetness as my knees seemed to buckle. For a moment Julie held me, but then I managed to gather enough willpower to stand up myself and I just let out this long, muted whine through clenched teeth. The fact that I was bent over meant that both of my tits were now hanging below the edge of the peasant blouse. Julie brought the sap up and began rubbing the wet paddle over my right nipple, only to begin slapping it lightly against the padlock. This did not help. I brought one hand up to block her, but Julie let me go and grabbed my wrist. So I straightened up and as soon as both of my breasts were back under the blouse she stopped. 
 
      
 
    “RVP now,” she said with a grin, her voice still soft enough that it barely carried. I bit my lip as she wiped the sap off on my ass, then tucked it away in her purse. Julie moved with expediency and quickly pushed the little, four-inch, plastic cock back in my sex, then strapped it on. For a second I was afraid she was going to turn it on, but instead she opened the stall door and gestured for me to exit. 
 
      
 
    I moved delicately out into the bathroom and saw feet under the first stall. They were flats and looked old, so I turned and looked at the mirror. My clothes were disheveled and my skirt wasn’t even covering my pussy. I tugged it lower, over my hip bones and down so low that I was almost afraid my clit would peek out over the waistband itself. My thighs both glistened with moisture and the wavy flow of the peasant blouse left more of my bosom showing than I wished. I smoothed it all down and then Julie was standing there, next to me, staring at the occupied stall behind us. I blinked, curious and half-turned, only to find her giving me an infectious and wicked grin. I smiled back. 
 
      
 
    “Julie?” I asked suspiciously. Then she opened her bag. Again. I blinked as the three folded notes came out and she held them up, clearly wanting me to pick one. 
 
      
 
    “Here?” I mouthed silently, glancing back at the stall. 
 
      
 
    “Quit stalling,” she said loudly. “You are such a fuck slut!” She declared. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and I blanched. She was doing this deliberately. Frustrated, I grabbed one of the notes and tore it open as she put away the other two. I read the words, the sinking, tight, horrible feeling in my stomach coming back with a vengeance.   
 
      
 
    Oh my God. 
 
      
 
    “But … but … I don’t have any clothespins,” I said hollowly, staring down at the note. Julie let out a peal of laughter. 
 
      
 
    “That’s okay. I do,” she said, patting her purse. I nodded and held out my hand but Julie took a step back and looked at me speculatively. “What will you give me for them?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a horrified look. “My undying gratitude?” I asked in a thin, wispy voice, once more giving the stall to my side a quick glance. Whoever was in there was pretty much finished. They were standing up and moving around. 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head. “No. A clamp for a clamp I think,” she said thoughtfully. My mouth went dry. The only clamps I had were the two alligator clamps in my purse. But I suspected Julie knew that. I swung my purse around to my front and opened it. Julie grinned as I fished out the clamps and I handed them to her, my fingers trembling. A silver chain stretched between the two steel toothed vices and she turned them over in her hand, considering them. Then she shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “Nope, I’ll only accept them after you’ve worn them once through the mall.” She held them up expectantly, her fingers already pinching them open. 
 
      
 
    As far as clamps go, my alligator clamps look vicious but are actually not too bad to wear. They pinch lightly, just enough to keep your mind firmly on the fact that your nipples are being chewed on, but not enough to draw blood. The chain keeps everything together and adds just the right amount of weight to make the tips of each breast ache. But my real problem wasn’t the way the alligator clamps felt. It was the blouse. The chain, and even the ends of the clamps, would be totally visible. Everyone looking at me would know that my nipples were the attachment points. And the butt end of an alligator clamp is fairly obvious. There would be little guessing what was going on. 
 
      
 
    “You really don’t have a choice,” She said softly to me. I shook my head, tears welling up in my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “You know what you have to do,” Julie whispered. I nodded and then brought my hands up. I took hold of the bottom of my blouse and lifted it, exposing both breasts. Julie clipped the first alligator clamp behind the piercing on my left tit. I groaned as she tugged the chain lightly and then repeated the process on the other side. Pain welled up at the tips of each breast and I closed my eyes, taking short, quick breaths. The pinching sensation hardened my nipples and the cold silver of the chain brushed against my belly. I heard a strange squeaking noise. 
 
      
 
    “She’s right. You are a slut,” said a disgusted voice. My eyes snapped open and a Hispanic lady in her late fifties stood there, staring at my tits. I gasped and yanked the little bit of blouse down. Unfortunately the material snagged on the clamps and I whirled away from the lady, struggling to get my bosom covered. Julie grinned and waved at the woman, who stuck her nose up in the air and left the bathroom in a huff. 
 
      
 
    “Time to go,” Julie said with a laugh. She reached back into her purse and I felt the RVP turn on. 
 
      
 
    “Julie,” I gasped. No. No way. She couldn’t start the timer. Not now. Not like this! I still had to earn the clothespins. I wouldn’t have time! “Please! You can’t! Not at full power,” I begged. Julie gave me a sad smile. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry princess,” she replied. “It's the rules. It serves as the timer.” She gave my ass a little pat. “So you have until you cum to get to the other side of the mall where I will give you the clothespins. Then you can find someone to take off the alligator clamps and put on the clothespins.” She leaned in and whispered. “Can you imagine how it will look if they put them straight on?” 
 
      
 
    My brain immediately supplied the image; me standing in public with the two wooden pegs sticking straight out from my tits, the material of the blouse resting on the clothespins like a shelf. My tits would be totally in view and I’d have the fun of dealing with the weight of the blouse resting on my clamped nipples. I let out a little whimper. Julie grabbed my arm and almost tugged me off my feet as we left the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    I was immediately the center of attention as we walked past the makeup counters. No one said anything, but the looks of astonishment, of disgust, of lust, all of it hit me like a ton of bricks. Each step I felt the chain tugging on my nipples, biting at me and swinging and my stupid shirt kept dancing along with my skirt. I realized that I was the problem; I was walking too fast, the RVP tossing my resistance to sexual stimulation right out the window. 
 
      
 
    Look… I know that I’d already cum twice. Almost thrice. But if you’ve never had to deal with the constant, deep, vibration of this particular kind of sex toy, don’t make fun of me. “Can’t you handle your liquor?” comments are not appreciated. The reality is that the Rotating Venus Penis is perhaps one of the most diabolical sex toys ever created. Like clitoral stimulation for cumming? It’s got that. Need vaginal stimulation? Imagine four inches of plastic and silicon corkscrewing its way through your pussy. And yes. The whole fucking thing vibrates. Constantly. At the lowest setting I can handle maybe thirty or forty minutes. On medium? Twenty. On high, walking through a mall with my nipples throbbing in the bite of steel toothed clamps, right after a finger fucking and pussy whipping, wearing fuck me shoes and clothes so short or small that practically everything is hanging out, with people ogling me, looking at me, stripping me naked with their eyes (which wasn’t very difficult considering what I was wearing,) knowing that all I was doing was moving to another location to have harder and harsher clamps attached to my front? 
 
      
 
    Yeah. Let’s see you not cum. 
 
      
 
    Surprisingly, I seemed to focus more on what was happening beneath my skirt than the ache at the tips of my breasts and I realized before we were even halfway to Julie’s specified destination that I was tightening up around the RVP’s phallus way too much. Another forty feet and I realized that I was adding an obvious and lewd coital thrust to my walk, looking for all the world like I had something twisting inside my cunt, fucking my brains out. Julie strolled along beside me, keeping one eye on the folks we were passing and another on me. If it looked like I was swaying, she set a helping hand on my elbow. 
 
      
 
    What would have helped would have been turning down the damn RVP because I didn’t make it. 
 
      
 
    “Julie!” I gasped quietly a few seconds later. “I can’t… I mean… I’m going to…” It came out sort of garbled because I was panting heavily, my hips pumping as I trembled violently. My body was overloading from the stimulation. 
 
      
 
    “Christ Bre!” Julie said with mock indignity. “Can’t you even walk a quarter mile without cumming?” She said it loudly enough that the two ladies walk by us gave me startled looks. They hurried off as I struggled to control myself. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked around, then grabbed my hand and dragged me further down the concourse, then into a store. It was clothes, and relatively large. I didn’t catch the name. Julie guided me down the far side, away from the cashiers, then behind a rack of clothes. 
 
      
 
    “Well, go on,” she said impatiently. “Explode. Fuck up for a third time.” She waved her hand in the general direction of my lower half, a satisfied smirk on her face. 
 
      
 
    At that point I was already well within the bounds of what I’d call an orgasmic event and I put my back to the wall and folded slightly as the waves of pleasure burst through me. I put my hand in my mouth to muffle the sounds and my knees trembled as my pussy convulsed around the RVP, squeezing and shaking even as the diabolical toy spun inside me, turning my pot of sweetness into a boiling cauldron of heat. I began thrusting my hips and I jammed my other hand down between my legs, pressing hard on the RVP, pushing the little plastic bit up against my clit twice as hard. I let out a whine as it became too much and my vision went a little white, my teeth clenched and I felt a surge of energy blast through me. Pleasure, of such intense and overwhelming levels, seared every nerve and my nipples seemed beat in time with the pulsing throb of the Rotating Venus Penis. 
 
      
 
    When I was done I felt like a rag that had been wrung out and then smacked against a wall a few times. Perspiration dotted my forehead and my nipples actually hurt from where the alligator clamps were biting me. Julie gave me an exasperated look and put her fists on her hands. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure whether you deserve another sapping,” she said with a sigh. “I sort of added the bit about walking to the other side of the mall. I didn’t quite expect you not to make it.” 
 
      
 
    I was still trembling, but really only because the RVP was still twisting through my innards, and not in an unwelcome way. My real issue was the vibration. It was being translated into my clit. In fact, my entire pussy was buzzing like I’d mashed it up against a motorcycle engine, non-stop. I swallowed hard and I still can’t believe I said what did. 
 
      
 
    “If I came, and I’m not supposed to, does it matter?” I asked softly, looking up at her meekly. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyes widened and her frown turned into a smile. She closed the distance between us and suddenly her mouth was on mine, kissing me deeply. It was a passionate kiss and I accept her embrace willingly. It was a nice distraction from the goddamned, sex toy fluttering against my clit. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly we were interrupted. “I’m sorry. I didn’t see the two of you over here,” a woman said. She came around the rack. “Can I help you?” She was younger than me but older than Julie. Julie let me go and turned. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, yes. We’re looking for something appropriate for the fall. Maybe a dress?” 
 
      
 
    The clerk smiled at Julie but then caught sight of me when Julie stepped aside. “Oh my!” the clerk gasped, totally unprepared. I don’t blame her. I must have been a mess. My clothes didn’t quite conceal my private parts, my legs where wet from where I’d splattered cum on myself, and a fucking silver chain dangled from my barely covered tits. Who wouldn’t be surprised? 
 
      
 
    Julie glanced back and forth between us, then leaned toward the clerk. “She has sexual issues,” Julie informed the clerk. “Would you believe she insisted on wearing that ridiculous ensemble to the mall today?” 
 
      
 
    The clerk’s eyes stayed wide and she shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “And look at those shoes!” Julie continued, gesturing at my feet. “Only hookers and strippers wear shoes like that. I’ve told her a dozen times.” She said it apologetically. “It wouldn’t be so bad though, if she didn’t keep a sex toy buzzing in her pussy.”  Julie glanced at the girl, whose face had gone crimson. “You can hear it when you’re close. It’s buzzing and spinning in her. She’s been going around asking people if they’d swap out the alligator clamps she’s got on her nipples for clothespins.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly both wooden pegs were in Julie’s hand and she was holding them out to the poor girl. “I suppose you wouldn’t do us both a favor and just do it, would you? That way I can get her out of here.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” the clerk exclaimed, only barely glancing down at the clothespin. “No… no! I mean, no! I couldn’t!” She stammered, shaking her head. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Of course you could. Here, it’s simple,” she said. 
 
      
 
    Had I been two more steps further away from Julie I might have seen it coming. Unfortunately, we’d been kissing not a moment before. So all she had to do was reach out, grab the bottom of the peasant blouse, and flip it up a bit. I gasped, my hands shooting up to my breasts even as both darkly pink tips flashed before the poor clerk’s widening eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t cover back up, Bre. She needs to see,” Julie ordered even as I started to fling the blouse back down. I bit my lip, the color of my face matching, then darkening past the blush of the clerk. I looked away, utterly humiliated, still suffering from the RVP buzzing in my pussy, nipples throbbing, flashing my breasts. 
 
      
 
    Julie held up one clothespin. “Really. You’d be doing her a favor.” 
 
      
 
    I never would have tried pushing the girl, but Julie has a thing. A second later stammering protest became indecision. Then Julie whispered something inaudible to me in the girl’s ear and she nodded. One step, then two, and she was standing in front of me. My eyes widened as she reached up. My fingers trembled and the blouse shook. Then the pressure on my left nipple lightened and I gasped as the alligator clamp came off. I let out a tiny groan and closed my eyes, not wanting to see the expression on the clerk’s face. I was so embarrassed! How could Julie do this to me? 
 
      
 
    Then the other alligator came off and there was another light surge of pain from the tip of my breast. Blood surged back into my only barely pinched nipple and I took a deep breath, relishing the relief. But that only lasted another half second. Then the wooden bite of the clothespin crushed the sensitive and turgid point of my left breast and my eyes snapped open as the pain hit me like a two by four in the face. I glanced down in shock. 
 
      
 
    There are three ways to put a clothespin on a girl’s nipple, just in case you didn’t know. The best way is to do it from beneath, so that the peg hangs from her nipple. And if you want to be really nice, put the tip right in the pre-made “line” hole. That way it bites a little and hangs down. The next best way is to do it from the top. This way the clothespin lays against your breast and if you’re wearing a shirt the material keeps the peg from twisting. The last, and in my opinion, cruelest method of attaching a clothespin to a girl’s nipple is to do it straight on, or perpendicular if you’re a geometry buff. This means that the weight of the clothespin itself drags on her nipple, pulling it downward. Add in a shirt and no matter what she wears, her nipple is going to get bent ninety degrees. It hurts like hell. 
 
      
 
    But I wasn’t wearing a shirt per se. I had on a peasant blouse. It only barely covered my breasts and adding a pair of clothespins sticking straight out from each nipple created a sort of shelf that kept the material of the blouse from doing what it was supposed to: cover my bosom. And yes, while it wasn’t a full, tight shirt, there was still some considerable weight to it; more than enough to push down just a bit on the clothespins. 
 
      
 
    I gasped in agony, my knees trembling. It took almost a minute for me to get a handle on the pain, for the slight numbness to take effect. The cessation of circulation that came as a result of the clothespins biting down cause needle-like, shooting pains to become a sort of hard throbbing. It was so psychologically invasive that I actually forgot, for just a moment, that I was still be fucked stupid by the Rotating Venus Penis. 
 
      
 
    “Very nice,” Julie said in satisfaction. “Breanne, thank the nice lady for hurting you.” 
 
      
 
    “Th-th-thank you,” I managed to stammer, my hands still cupping my breasts, the clothespins shaking wildly. “F-f-for hurting me.” 
 
      
 
    The clerk swallowed, her eyes just a little wild. “That looks… painful.” 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. “Well, that's the point.” She took my arm and gave me a little yank. The clothespins jiggled wildly for a moment and my face lost all its color. I think I stopped breathing. “Thank you very much for helping out. It means so much more to Breanne when a stranger does it to her, than when I do it.” Julie tugged on my arm and I found myself floundering as she pulled me out from around the rack of clothes. I stumbled along, my tits hurting with every step. “We appreciate your help!”  Julie called out, glancing back at the still astonished girl. 
 
      
 
    I suddenly realized that she was pulling me out of the store itself. I gasped and wrapped both arms around my top half, one above the clothespins and one below. Julie laughed even as the clerk hurried forward, gaping. Then we were out in the concourse and Julie turned toward the department store we’d first entered after parking in the garage. 
 
      
 
    It was all I could do to walk. I was hurting, aroused, desperate, and confused. “What about the sapping?” I asked breathlessly. My pussy was starting to reassert its dominance over my nervous system as my crushed and clamped nipples grew even number, settling into sullen throb as my heart labored to push blood through the tightened spaces. 
 
      
 
    “In the car,” Julie replied quickly. “The mall really isn’t conducive for what I want to do to you.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked, again almost tripping over the high heels. The sensations inflicted on my body were interfering with my cognitive abilities. “It’s not?” 
 
      
 
    Julie gave me a quick grin. “The car will muffle your screams.” 
 
      
 
    We passed some guy who gave me a wide grin and I felt his eyes fucking me. He had the gall to actually stop and ogle me as I walked by. I could feel him mentally pulling down my skirt. That made my pussy flutter around the still spinning, still vibrating, still corkscrewing RVP and I let out a whimpering sound. 
 
      
 
    Walking through the department store was awful. Truly awful. The makeup consultants, salespersons… whatever… they stared at me. Two actually invited us to sit down for a session. I trembled at the thought, especially when Julie hesitated for a moment. But even she realized that having me sit down, clamped and vibrated, was going to create more of a scene, in a very public spot, wasn’t a good idea. So instead I merely got to endure the stares, a couple of snide and lascivious comments, followed by an excruciating walk back up several flights of concrete stairs to the top level of the parking garage. 
 
      
 
    Finally I saw the safety of Julie’s car and I think I actually picked up the pace. Just as we reached her vehicle I felt the RVP go silent. I rocked in place, overwhelmed now by the pain in my breasts as Julie unlocked the passenger door. But then, to my surprise, she pulled the seatback forward and gestured. 
 
      
 
    “Back seat girl. And spread your legs as wide as you can,” Julie ordered. 
 
      
 
    I climbed in and sat in the very middle. As she asked, I spread my feet wide until they were touching either side of the cabin. My skirt rode up and she climbed into the front passenger seat, kneeling. The door shut behind her and the quiet settled around us. 
 
      
 
    “Now scooch your ass forward. That’s it. Spread your legs wider. Wider. You can bend your knees. Yes. Very nice,” she said softly. Her hand was already opening the black purse which she had tossed into the driver’s seat. I felt my pulse quicken as she pulled out the black leather sap. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to undo the straps, Breanne. Pull the RVP away from your pussy and let it dangle down,” Julie said, her eyes brimming with excitement. She was literally charged with energy and I suddenly realized that she was aroused. I wondered if she were dripping wet under the dress. Was she even wearing panties? My hands worked quickly, loosening the Velcro straps, feeling the pressure of the RVP lighten. Then it came loose and I pulled the plastic bug and its penetrating stinger out of my pussy and let it fall. There were still two straps holding it to my legs, so it didn’t hit the floor of the car, but sat suspended just below the lip of the seat, a hand span beneath my wet, dripping, swollen, red sex. 
 
      
 
    Julie swallowed, but not with fear or disconcertion, but with outright expectation. I could feel the tension in my thighs and just for effect, knowing how it would seem to Julie, I lifted the front of my blouse, exposing both clothespinned tits. The wooden pegs danced with each breath and Julie stared for almost a full minute. Then she blinked, the romance over, and she lifted the leather sap and brought it down on the pink gash between my thighs. 
 
      
 
    In general I am not a screamer. I will yelp, cry out, moan, whine, whimper, and hiss. I’ve been even known to screech on occasion. Screaming is something you do when someone rips your arm off, or hits you with a baseball bat. Or maybe if someone breaks into your home and you grab the banana instead of the knife, phone, or gun. Screaming is something you do when you’re scared out of your wits and are trying to attract attention. Or if something really, really hurts. So I’m sure you can imagine, knowing that I was about to get pussy spanked, in the back of a car, in a parking garage, with people around, that I was disinclined to “scream.” 
 
      
 
    Unlike the other two times Julie had slapped my poor, wet pussy with the paddle, this time Julie got to do it overhand. There was no more of this underhand shit, bringing the sap up between my legs. Instead she had room for a full swing, impeded only by the height of the roof. The leather snap swooshed through the air and impacted wetly between my legs with a sharp and explicit crack. For a moment our eyes locked and then the scorching sting of that blow hit me like a vat of acid being poured onto my sex. My legs jerked closed, orders be damned, the instinctive, animalistic need to protect oneself overriding all other imperatives. Both hands went down to my sex and I rolled over slightly, not even realizing that an actual scream had emerged from my mouth. It didn’t last long. The scream I mean. Neither did the heat. It quickly morphed into a burning sensation that felt like I’d settled a casserole dish, fresh from the oven, against my splayed petals. 
 
      
 
    Tears streamed down my cheeks and Julie didn’t say anything. She didn’t apologize. She didn’t ask me if I was okay. She just stared at me. There was a slight shake to her shoulder and as the pain slowly became bearable, I realized that Julie was masturbating, her left hand jammed under her dress, obviously working her clit in circles. Her mouth was half opened and she was breathing hard. Me? I was her muse, her stimulation. Julie is a sadist. 
 
      
 
    No. Strike that. She’s a FUCKING SADIST. 
 
      
 
    “Get back in position,” she said breathlessly a moment later. 
 
      
 
    I sniffled and straightened back up, my entire body trembling. Slowly, fearfully I spread my legs again. I was scared she was going to hit me like that again. One of my shoes had been knocked off by my response to the first blow and my toes curled at the end of my bare foot. I braced myself as she lifted the sap again and I turned my head, closing my eyes as she brought the paddle down. 
 
      
 
    This time I stayed in place. She didn’t hit me as hard either. It stung, badly, but not like that first blow. I cried out this time, a sharp, loud little whine that filled the inside of the car. My entire sex tingled and stung, then the heat rushed through me again, reigniting the previous fire. I bucked, my hips thrusting upward and Julie took that as a sign meaning that I should get smacked again. The paddle fell, with fast, wet strokes. 
 
      
 
    My world shrunk to sensation and if there had been a crowd standing around the car, looking through the windows in order to watch the redhead nympho humiliation pain slut sit with her legs spread open while her sadistic, chocolate haired mistress masturbated and beat said nympho between the legs, I’d have never noticed. My vision went black and then red and the searing heat between my legs became a bonfire. I couldn’t sit still and I thrust upward, my ass coming up off the seat, meeting the paddle as Julie did her best to turn my petals into paste and crush my clit against my pelvis. 
 
      
 
    It was a very sexual thing. As much as Julie is a fucking sadist, I’m a fucking masochist. Apply any kind of demeaning and painful stimulation to certain, sexualized portions of my anatomy, including my breasts, bottom, sex, even the soles of my feet, and I become lost in waves of sensation that my warped and fucked up brain can’t process. My broken synapses incorrectly determine that what is being done to me must be good, and the rush of endorphins, dopamine, oxytocin, and adrenaline gives me a rush that makes heroin look like a walk in the park. Is it any wonder I’m addicted to it? 
 
      
 
    Julie didn’t stop at twenty strokes either. It was a contest, another non-clockwork timer and I think the only reason Julie won the race was because I’d already cum three times that afternoon. I watched, my face contorted with pain, my teeth clenched, as a matching expression suddenly crossed the chocolate-haired goddess in front of me. Her eyes closed half-way and her hips began jerking. Forgotten was the paddle as her orgasm overwhelmed her and I sat there in wet, hot jealousy. Because it was Julie who exploded, instead of me. 
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    “Almost there!” Julie said to me with a quick glance in the rear view mirror. I was still sitting in the back seat of her car, legs spread wide apart, with my skirt mostly rolled up around my waist. The Rotating Venus Penis, a diabolical sex toy that combined the wonders of a vibrator pressed to my clitoris and the penetrative feel of a phallic corkscrew, had been reinserted into my well spanked and dripping pussy, though it was currently silent, waiting for the wireless commands of my dominatrix, before sexually torturing me into another orgasm. 
 
      
 
    My hips were in plain view thanks to the lack of material making up the skirt and an unusual amount of skin was showing between almost bared mons and the underside of each breast. The reason so much was visible was because Julie had forced me to wear my peasant blouse that day. Not so much a shirt but as the bare minimum of acceptable clothing, the stupid top was more of a valance for my tits. The other reason that you could see the underside of both breasts was because there were a pair of wooden clothespins hanging off each nipple, sticking straight out. The material of the shirt was resting on the stupid pegs, exacerbating the pain that shot through my breasts every time Julie hit a fucking pothole. 
 
      
 
    At that particular moment I felt just a little wrung out. She’d walked me through half of our local mall, humiliated me in front of countless strangers with me dressed like a two bit hooker, all while tormenting me with demeaning sexual tasks. To make matters worse, the RVP had been active, on full power, both vibrating and churning, all to make me cum, the orgasm being my time limit to complete the tasks before Julie took a leather sap and spanked my pussy raw. 
 
      
 
    I’d already flubbed that up three times. 
 
      
 
    On the flip side, I had completed the first three tasks and only had two left. I’d allowed myself to get bent over the hood of a hot car, my (at that point) un-clothespinned tits mashed against the sweltering metal, while an unnamed stranger shoved his condom-clad prick repeatedly into my ass. 
 
      
 
    Then, just a short, demeaning walk away, I’d gotten on my knees in a storage room, surrounded by shoe boxes, in order to suck a handsome man’s prick. Unfortunately I had been no more successful in completing this task in time than I had the first one and Julie had been rather pleased to drag me into a bathroom and smack my pussy hard. Later she’d debased me in front of some girl in a clothing store, managing to get her to replace a set of alligator clamps with the more excruciating wooden clothespins. 
 
      
 
    I felt the car bump again as Julie turned into a parking lot and I felt the familiar sensation of my stomach getting tied up in knots. A stream of fear shot through me as I glanced around. The problem was that the remaining two tasks needed to be completed in public places, with me in a state of extreme sexual arousal. And if I happened to cum in public, humiliating myself? Well that was just a bonus as far as Julie was concerned. 
 
      
 
    She parked the car and twisted around in her seat. I hadn’t dared close my legs so she got a pretty good glimpse of my stuffed pussy and half-exposed breasts and she grinned. “Looking good, Breanne!” She reached over to the other seat and grabbed her purse and I felt that leaden knot in my stomach get larger and sink deeper. She plucked two folded papers out of the bag and held them out to me. They were identical, with no indication of what horrible sexual task I’d be directed to complete next. I considered being childish for just a moment, to chant “eeny meeny miney moe” but then I realized it didn’t matter. I had to do both of them anyway, eventually. So whatever I didn’t pick I’d get to do later. I grabbed one and began opening it. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately I didn’t even manage to unfold the note before I gasped in alarm and felt a shudder rush through my entire body. Julie grinned and held up the wireless remote that controlled the RVP. Inside me, the four-inch, phallic probe was now revolving in a maddening spiral that left no part of my sex untouched. And to make matters worse, the motor that provided a shaking sensation, was translating vibrations directly up through the phallus, as well as long my petals and clitoris. I realized almost instantly that it was set to full power. My hips jerked wildly for a moment, totally out of my control as my pussy squeezed the RVP probe tight in sexual desperation. I struggled to ignore it, despite the fact that my recent pussy whipping had left me charged and ready to cum. 
 
      
 
    My eyes found the black writing. “Get an over-the-knee spanking. Remember your ass and tits must be bare,” I read aloud, swallowing down a thick knot of apprehension. I felt a tingle at the base of my spine and it sort of spread down to me still well fucked ass. Or maybe that was the RVP just dancing on the bundle of nerves at the top of my well fucked slit. 
 
      
 
    “Ooohhh!” Julie cooed. “That should be lots of fun!” She declared. She twisted back around to face the front of the car and she opened the door climbing out. “Put your shoe back on and get out,” she ordered. 
 
      
 
    For the first time in about half an hour I closed my legs, letting the strain on my thighs dissipate. This was a good thing actually. I’ve always responded better to sexual stimulation when my feet are far enough apart that you could drive a semi-truck through my open thighs. It’s a psychological thing. Or at least, that’s what I’ve been told. I just feel more sexual when I’m in a position of helplessness. Of subservience. I glanced down, noticing the rather obvious wet spot I’d left in the center of Julie’s back seat and I hoped she wouldn’t notice as I fumbled around inside. My hand searched around the floorboard and found my missing shoe, which had fallen off during the last “punishment” spanking I’d received from Julie. I slipped the nine-inch, platform-heel shoe on my foot and wiggled my toes. Once appropriately shod, I climbed out from behind the front seat, set my feet on concrete and pulled myself out into the open air. 
 
      
 
    The first order of business was to get my skirt pushed back down over my buzzing, swirling loins. Then, once I was sure I wasn’t flashing either the cute, purple, plastic, butterfly, sex toy vibrating over my pussy, or my bare and well-rounded ass, I brought my arms up and once more concealed my half-exposed bosom, pressing one arm below and one arm above. The clothespins, a bit of my blouse, and just a sliver of nipple peeked out from between my forearms, but it was the best I could do. 
 
      
 
    I glanced around. It was the first time I’d really been able to take stock of my surroundings. The parking lot was small and about a quarter full, with about a dozen cars sitting in the dim light of the setting sun. There were buildings on either side and I recognized the area. I’d been here before. My eyes widened in recognition and I turned and looked at Julie with something bordering absolute disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “Julie! Please not here!” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    As I expected, she completely ignored my protest, grabbed my arm, and pulled me toward the club. “Are you kidding me? This is perfect. Besides, I’m hungry.” I stumbled along beside her, my pussy quivering around the RVP. Each step made the clothespins on my breasts bob, even with my arms reducing the jiggling. Worse, I knew exactly what I was heading for; a blistering butt spanking. 
 
      
 
    We slipped into the club. I expected to get hammered with the audible equivalent of being run over by a Mac Truck, but the music was actually tolerable, even though I could still feel the bass at the tip of each breast. The last time I’d been in here, the place had been smoky. Now a sign next to the door declared it cigarette free and I have to admit I preferred it that way. Julie led me down the steps and as my eyes adjusted to the darkness I saw that the dance floor was mostly empty, but some of the tables were occupied. Instantly a number of pretty and interested eyes turned toward us… me… and Julie ignored them as she marched me over toward the bar. 
 
      
 
    The bar stretched along the back wall and there were a number of women sitting there. You could tell who was alone because almost instantly a few heads swiveled to look at me. Maybe they looked at Julie too, but I know what it is like to be looked at as if I were a piece of steak, or prey. I felt that sensation. It gave me the shivers, which was impressive considering I was walking around with my own personal earthquake strapped to my pussy. Julie slipped into a vacant seat while I remained standing behind her, my arms still wrapped around my chest. Trying to sit down in a stool did not appeal to me. Then she pounded on the countertop. “Service damn it! Service!” She said it obnoxiously, leaning over and looking down the bar. But she said it with a grin and I cringed, wondering if we were about to get thrown out. 
 
      
 
    A peroxide blond at the end of the bar sauntered down to us, a scowl on her face. At least until she saw that the person making the fuss was Julie. Then her mouth curled up in a delighted smile and she hurried down. She looked - interesting. That’s the best way to describe her. She was sort of tall for a woman, not model height, but almost six feet. She was also stocky, muscular and her short hair had been cut in a manner so that it all stood straight up. She had a sort of rough beauty though. Her breasts were small and the black tee shirt she wore gave her a decidedly butch look. 
 
      
 
    She moved directly across from Julie and then leaned over. “Julie! It’s been months!” The bartender declared. She planted a kiss on Julie’s cheek and then looked over at me. “Is that a gift?” She asked, giving me a look so hot that I almost melted into a puddle of wet goo on the floor. The sultry expression on the bartender's face left me feeling just a tad bit breathless. 
 
      
 
    “Now, now, Candi. I’m sure you remember my sub, Breanne.” Julie gestured at me even as she put a hand on the bartender’s forearm. “What would Yulanda say?” 
 
      
 
    Candi frowned. “Yulanda and I split up, Julie.” 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyes widened and she looked down, slightly embarrassed. “Oh. I’m sorry. What happened?” 
 
      
 
    Candi shrugged. “She felt I wasn’t listening.” 
 
      
 
    Julie blinked. “But… Yulanda never shut up. I mean that girl ran her mouth ninety percent of the time. You couldn’t get a word in edgewise, even if you wanted to.” 
 
      
 
    Candi nodded. “Yeah. I know that.” 
 
      
 
    Julie stared at her. “Uh. Okay,” she said. “Well that sucks.” 
 
      
 
    Candi nodded, but then smiled. “Still, it does leave me free to have a little more fun. You have to look at the bright side of things.” 
 
      
 
    Julie’s smile returned. “Well good. That’s a positive way of looking at it. And speaking of fun, Breanne needs a good spanking.” 
 
      
 
    Candi looked over at me. “This is the redhead you brought here a couple of years ago right?” She asked. “I seem to remember an orgy, binder clamps, and a girl under a table stuffed with vibrators.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Yes. That was Bre. And she’s still stuffed. See?” Julie leaned over and flipped up the front of my skirt before I could skitter away. Candi got an eyeful of the purple, bug-shaped, sex toy as it clung to my pussy. I jerked backward away from Julie and get the skirt back down. I glanced around. There was no way my exposure had been unseen. Everyone had already been staring at me and I could see the grins. Lesbians. Sheesh. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m certainly up for a good spanking,” Candi grinned. “Public or private?” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Do you even have to ask?” 
 
      
 
    Candi grinned. “Let me get Rox to watch the counter.” Then the bartender pointed at me. “Don’t go anywhere, missy. Your ass and my hand have a date.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. That sounded… wrong. Just wrong. I watched as Candi turned and disappeared through a door marked “staff” and I turned to Julie. 
 
      
 
    “Really? Here?” I demanded. “What if Candi wants something,” I gestured wildly with my hands, taking my arms down from my clothespins boobs, “you know… more!” 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. “So? What if she does? You’re a fucking nympho which means you’ll screw anyone. So if Candi wants to ride your face you’ll gratefully do it and hope I’m not whipping your pretty little pussy at the same time.” Then she looked down at my skirt. “Actually, that’s not a bad idea at all. Aren’t you going nuts yet? I was kind of expecting you to be cumming here at the bar. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a somewhat incredulous look. I was feeling the sexual tension, but to be honest there was more of a tingling discomfort. “Julie, I’ve had three orgasms in the last two and a half hours,” I retorted. “I’m not a machine.” 
 
      
 
    She swiveled in her seat and her hands came up, grabbing hold of both the clothespins. I froze, gasping as fresh twinges of pain shot up through my breasts. I expected her to pull, or twist, or smack me. Something. But she just held them. My nipples throbbed as she leaned forward. 
 
      
 
    “Or maybe you just need the right sort of stimulation,” she whispered, though above the music it was probably a normal talking tone. Her fingers twitched back and forth and the clothespins twisted all of two degrees, each direction, sending all sorts of interesting jolts of sensation up through my tits. I felt my pussy tighten around the corkscrewing RVP and my lower half jerked forward responsively, thumping her leg. That pressed the RVP tighter against my clit and I let out a soft moan. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said. “That’s it. And remember, your ass and tits have to be exposed during the spanking,” she reminded me. “Imagine the clothespins swinging with each spank!” 
 
      
 
    Sometimes it sucks to be me. 
 
      
 
    Candi appeared a moment later and her eyes widened as she saw what Julie was doing to me. I know how it looked, mostly because there was a mirror behind the bar. Both of my breasts were exposed, with the peasant blouse lifted up, Julie’s hands twisting the clothespins as if my boobs were a set of radio knobs. My hips were jerking and my ass was swinging. 
 
      
 
    “Looks like fun. Can I play a tune?” Candi asked Julie. 
 
      
 
    Julie let go of my breasts and stepped back with a smile. “By all means.” She glanced at me with a wink. “Hope it hurts!” 
 
      
 
    Candi moved into Julie’s space. She brought both hands up as if she intended to replicate Julie’s twisting torment, but to my surprise (and after I flinched) she cupped my face and kissed me. Hard. As far as kisses go it was one of the more interesting ones I’ve had. Kissing is a long honored tradition, but you would be surprised how few of my partners I kiss. Kissing requires, to some extent, an even meeting. Mouth to mouth. It is a symbol of passion rather than submission. Most dommes want me kissing other parts of them. Not their mouths. 
 
      
 
    Candi stuck her tongue in me and it was a very passionate, wet kiss. I was slightly breathless when she pulled away and then to my surprise she bent her head down and put her mouth between my breasts, pushing them together. It was a very masculine thing to do actually. I felt her tongue glide across my skin and then her thumbs and forefingers found the clothespins and tweaked them, twisting lightly. I gasped, trembling and she dropped down to her knees, her mouth leaving a moist trail down my belly. Her hands slid lower as well and she pushed her fingers up under my skirt, the nails digging into my buttocks. Her mouth kissed my left hip, then went across the waistband of my skirt, her nose seemingly pushing it lower. I felt it suddenly start to slide and I grabbed for it, managing to catch the cloth just before it came completely off. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm,” Candi hummed, now kissing even lower. I swear she was only half an inch from the RVP itself. Then she looked up at me and rose. Our eyes met and I looked away, trembling with sensation. My blood felt hot and my pussy was once again dancing in tandem with the RVP, instead of resisting it. I felt the wet urge and Candi hooked a single finger through the front of my skirt and pulled. I had no choice but to follow. 
 
      
 
    We went out onto the dance floor and Candi looked around. “I need a chair,” she declared loudly. I watched as a nearby girl with black hair, dressed in what I can only describe as neon Goth, hurried forward, holding a chair taken from one of the nearby tables. The girl set it down in the very center of the dancing floor. The lights brightened noticeably and Candi, still with her finger hooked in my skirt, with both my hands holding it on tightly, sat down. I was forced to move forward and then she dragged me along her right side. I realized my heart was thumping hard and she let go of my skirt, only to place her hand in the small of my back. I felt her push and I had no choice to let the skirt fall as I lost my balance and fell forward across her lap. 
 
      
 
    I heard laughter and that, more than anything else, made me blush crimson. My skirt was wrapped around my ankles, the RVP pressed tightly against Candi’s thigh, while her right hand was already kneading my bottom. I had my hands on the floor beside her and my blouse was hanging loose, straight down next to my chin while my clothespinned boobs swung heavily beneath me. I had no doubt that both pendulous globes were in full view of everyone in the club. My nipples throbbed in time with my heart. 
 
      
 
    The first swat was nothing more than a warm up, a loosening of muscles. It didn’t even sting. Candi went back to rubbing my derriere, taking great pleasure in the soft roundness. I wondered if the buzzing of the RVP was causing her any discomfort because it certainly was having an effect on me. With the bug pressed up hard against my clitoris, the vibrations were almost twice as intense, and considering that Julie had it at maximum power, you can probably imagine what it felt like. And don’t forget, bent over, with my ass and tits hanging out, I was still getting screwed silly as the RVP’s four-inch cock writhed in a spiral through my pussy. I pushed my hips downward, essentially fucking Candi’s thigh. 
 
      
 
    Then the spanking really started. Candi was methodical, paced, and thorough. She moved from one cheek to the other, back and forth, with hard, solid blows. Each one of them made my breath catch and it was more the steady beating, the relentless and rhythmic impact of her hand, that actually caused the pain. Soon each swat against my flesh stung like the dickens, turning to heat and I realized that I was kicking, my skirt flying off my shoes and out into the darkness. Candi continued to spank me and at some point the pain became more than I could handle. My hand shot out toward my ass, trying vainly to cover my butt cheek. Candi grabbed my wrist, hauled it out of the way, and then proceeded to rub, knead, and squeeze my ass until I seemed semi-recovered. A moment later the spanking continued. I began to kick some more. Then I lost my shoes. 
 
      
 
    I was only barely cognizant of the crowd that had gathered around to watch. Maybe ten or fifteen women? Practically everyone in the club came up on the stage. They were laughing, counting, and then someone - it wasn’t Julie - that’s all I knew, was kneeling by my head, her hand coming up underneath me to flick the clothespins on my breasts back and forth. Pain shot through my tits, matching the heat in my ass and my pussy tightened hard around the RVP’s little synthetic cock. I felt the pressure build and I realized in a slight panic that Julie had never told me if I had to hold off cumming until after the spanking was over. 
 
      
 
    For a moment I twisted in Candi’s lap, but the woman held me firmly as the Goth girl batting at the clothespins suddenly changed her mind, grabbed hold, and began twisting them. Pain shot through me and Candi brought her hand down in time with my pelvic thrusts. I cried out, fire and desire raging through me and suddenly I was there. My sex soaked brain was no longer interpreting what was being done to me as pain. Oh… don’t get me wrong. It hurt like the dickens. But pain? Oh God no. No. Not in the least. Energy surged through me. My feet kicked, toes curling, my pussy locked down tight around the RVP and I ground my hips into Candi’s leg. My breasts burned and tingled and then my vision blurred. I shuddered, violently, crying out as the wave of orgasm overwhelmed me. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t technically black out, though I have before during especially intense orgasms. But there was most definitely a moment where I wasn’t really there. I’d disconnected from things, or perhaps the levels of oxytocin, adrenaline and endorphins were so high that I wasn’t really capable of cognitive thought. The first sensation I remember feeling was the throb of my nipples. Then came the excessive heat of my ass. And lastly, the RVP was still buzzing and swirling inside me. It was the toy that felt the most uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    “One more, Candi.” 
 
      
 
    My head swiveled and Candi tapped me lightly on the ass. I saw Julie grinning, shaking her head as she dropped to a knee. I whimpered softly as she ran her hand along my bare back and then along my arm, underneath to my dangling breasts. She didn’t touch the clothespins, but she squeezed and kneaded my bosom with eagerness. Then Candi let my arm go and I felt Julie lifting me, helping me up. The blouse fell down a bit, but the clothespins kept it from falling down to cover my nipples. I grimaced as the pain shot up through my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “You came,” Julie said simply. “So now I’m going to take you to a booth in the back corner, lay you down on the table, and sap that sweet, little pussy of yours.” 
 
      
 
    The girl who had been messing with my clothespins stepped up. She had long, black hair and was very petite with a sweet, cherub face. Her makeup was a bit heavy on the eyeshadow and she was wearing a short, tight mini-skirt, torn black stockings, and a crop top. Her combat boots had orange neon lace and she wore enough neon colored jelly bracelets that I’m surprised she could move her arms. 
 
      
 
    “Can I watch?” She said eagerly, staring at me hungrily. “I’m Missi.” 
 
      
 
    Candi stood up. “I’m coming too, obviously.” 
 
      
 
    I stood there, feeling very shaky. My pussy was tingling and so wet that if the RVP hadn’t been strapped to my slit it would have fallen out. I let out a soft whimper as the three of them all grabbed me. Candi and the girl, who called herself Missi, each had an arm while Julie took my hand. I was led off the stage, away from the bar and there was an actual smattering of applause as I turned crimson. 
 
      
 
    It was the same booth. At least I think it was. The light was dim, barely illuminating the table and Candi pushed some sort of salt and pepper and napkin holder back up against the wall. Julie turned me around so that the small of my back pressed against the edge of the table. Then her fingers slipped between my skin and the straps holding the RVP in place. I felt the pressure of it lighten and then to my relief, it finally went silent. The cock inside me stopped swirling and the vibrations ended. I gasped as Julie pulled it from me. 
 
      
 
    “Open up,” she said wickedly. 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth and without a moment’s hesitation Julie jammed the dildo between my lips. The tangy, salty, musky flavor of multiple orgasms filled my mouth and as I brought my hands up I was tipped over. Candi and Julie grabbing my legs as Missi pushed me backward. I had no choice but to scramble up, my hands going onto the table instead of to my mouth. The world spun and suddenly I was looking directly up into a light. I winced, closing my eyes and turning away. My head thunked lightly against the wood and rough hands grabbed my knees, pulling my legs wide apart. Then even wider. My bottom half no longer dangled off the end. They’d pulled my legs off to the sides, spreading me open like a buffet. Missi and Candi loomed over me and as I swept my hands back toward my hips, they both grabbed a wrist and held me solidly. 
 
      
 
    I felt something brush my toes and realized that I was actually able to touch booth seats. I could feel the rippling stretch in my thighs and then Julie touched me, running her hands up my legs, her fingers dipping down to flutter against my sore, swollen, sticky petals, then up to flick my clit hard, just once. 
 
      
 
    I moaned and the clothespins on my tits jiggled. The RVP fell out of my mouth to clatter on the tabletop, just near my ear. 
 
      
 
    “Now, this is what happens to bad little girls who can’t control themselves,” Julie announced, holding up the same leather sap she’d used on me four other times. She gave Missi a look. “You want to give her a little lick between each stroke?” 
 
      
 
    Missi grinned, nodding happily. She stood up and put one leg underneath her. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked back down at me, eyes blazing with sadistic delight. “Oh, I’m so going to enjoy this.” Then she lifted the sap, the black leather gleaming dully from the light above us. It swung downward and I heard the clear crack of leather against wet, soft flesh. Then there was pain. 
 
      
 
    It was a hot flash, a sudden surge and my legs jerked as my body instinctively tried to close up. Missi rose and loomed over me and I felt her hair tickle my thigh and hip, only to gasp as her mouth came down on the exact spot Julie had just smacked with her sap. Missi sucked my entire clit into her mouth and rolled her tongue across it fervently. That was twenty times more intense than just the sapping and my back arched, my toes curled, and I let out a passionate gasp. 
 
      
 
    It lasted just a few seconds and then Missi pulled back, letting the suction on me dissipate. Her head had only barely cleared my hip when Julie swung the sap again, leaving me to yelp in shock as the pain washed away the lingering sweetness of Missi’s mouth. My bottom came up off the table and Missi threw herself back down across me, her tongue darting against my stinging clit even as Candi held my upper half down. 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking God. 
 
      
 
    Julie hit me again and this time Candi put a hand out. “My turn,” she declared. Even as I was twisting from the agony of Julie’s stroke, Candi’s mouth came down. She was rougher than Missi, stabbing at my clit with her tongue and sucking hard. It wasn’t the same kind of relief and left me gasping. If Candi and Missi hadn’t been holding me by the wrists I’d have probably pushed her off me. 
 
      
 
    Another stroke from Julie sent a lightning bolt up from between my pussy and into my brain and only Missi’s sweet mouth softened it. My chest heaved. Hands swirled across my skin. Someone flicked the clothespins, then twisted them. The sap flashed. Agony. Stinging. Burning. Hurt. Softness. Wet. Passion. Heat. More. Stop. Start. No. Yes. More. God. Help me. YESSS. PLEASE. SHARP. AGONY. ECSTASY. PRESSURE. HEAT. DRIPPING. BURNING. RISE. UP. MORE. NEED. Oh… oh… God. Oh yes… yesss… YESSSS. OH MY FUCKING GOD YES! I THINK I’M GOING TO… 
 
      
 
    Missi’s mouth came down on me the final time, just after Julie’s last stroke. I bucked, shuddering under the onslaught of another orgasm, this one twice as intense as the one I’d had riding Candi’s knee. Words percolated across the congealed consciousness of my mind. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got to get back to the bar. Thanks for the fun.” 
 
      
 
    “She is so sweet.” 
 
      
 
    “Can you believe she came getting hit like that?” 
 
      
 
    “What did you do with her skirt and shoes?” 
 
      
 
    “Missi, she’s twitching. I’m not sure she can take any more.” 
 
      
 
    “Missi, stop!” 
 
      
 
    Then the soft heat around my clit went away and a cool breeze was blown across the little nub of beaten flesh. I sensed movement and opened my eyes. Julie stood there, a beaming smile on her face, as if I were some protégé whose performance had made her proud. Missi sat next to me, her mouth wet, lips full and open. Her eyes twinkled and I could see the tips of her breasts, hard pinpoints at the front of her crop top. I lifted my hand and reached over, touching a finger to her left nipple. She gasped and I watched her shudder. 
 
      
 
    “My, my, my…” Julie said, giving the raven haired girl a smoldering look. I pulled my hand back and stared up at Julie. I felt amazing, all thing considered. There was this lingering heat between my legs and I could feel the wetness under my bottom. Julie reached out a hand and suddenly I was sitting on the end of the table, my legs coming together. Behind Julie stood a couple of other women, watching curiously, eyes bright. 
 
      
 
    I felt Missi touch my back, a sweeping, swirling caress that went way lower than it should have as she traced my spine downward. Julie put the sap on the table next to my leg and her hands came up to my breasts. Slowly, gently, she pinched open both clothespins. 
 
      
 
    The pain of my blood surging back into the crushed nipples brought a long, low-level cry to my lips and I brought both hands up, fingers rubbing at my breasts, trying to mitigate the acute discomfort. I’d worn the damn clothespins for over an hour and a half. Dark crimson marks marred my nipples. It took over a minute for me to blink the tears out of my eyes. Then, instead of letting me hop down, Kari opened her purse and pulled a single, final folded note out of its depths. She held it out to me and I looked at her incredulously. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me!” I whispered in shock. Julie’s eyes widened and I saw the flash of anger in them. There were too many people watching and I felt a surge of embarrassment. This is not how decent submissives acts. I licked my lips, cringed a little, and then took the note. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress Julie,” I said softly. “I spoke poorly.” 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded, her mouth still a tight line. “Yes you did. And you’ll be punished for it. Later. Right now you will gratefully and obediently accept and complete the final task of your assignment. So read the damn note and stand up so I can put the RVP back in your stupid, little cunt.” 
 
      
 
    Our eyes met and I could see that Julie was playing it up for the crowd of women behind her. There were at least ten, all watching. Missi pushed the RVP over to the end of the table and Julie took it as I hopped off and stood, spreading my feet so that Julie could do what she needed to do. 
 
      
 
    I gasped as the four inch synthetic cock slid into my pussy for the sixth time and Julie made short work of strapping it to me, especially since Missi was more than willing to help. I took short, quick breaths and lifted the folded note. My trembling fingers pulled it apart and I let out a whimper as the words bobbed and weaved in front of my tired eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, you will put on your weighted and belled clover clamps.” I looked up at Julie. “How long?” I asked, my voice cracking. 
 
      
 
    Julie finished securing the straps of the RVP, then took a deep breath and her frown turned into a smile. She looked thoughtful for a moment. “Five” she said firmly. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and my mouth curled up into a grin. Five minutes. I could handle that. Even if she turned on the RVP to full power, with it grinding and shaking me, teasing and tormenting my beaten clit, even fucking me stupid, I could handle just five minutes. I watched as Julie lifted the little controller to the Rotating Venus Penis. I groaned as it spun up inside me, sending waves of sweet, sharp, sensitive distress through my loins. It seemed to burn inside me and I realized that I was getting overly sensitive. Then she put the fob away, only to bring out the clover clamps. 
 
      
 
    I put them on eagerly, almost happily. It was almost over. I was almost done. There was no way I was going to cum again in five minutes. No more sappings. No more utter and abject humiliation. I felt the tight pinching, the weighted springs jiggling from my tits as the peasant blouse fell back down to cover the tips of each breast. I heard the little silver bells ringing as I breathed. 
 
      
 
    “There,” Julie said. She held up my skirt and I snatched it up, quickly putting it on. Even better, the time was passing. One minute, already gone! I pulled the material up around my hips and gave Julie a huge grin. She patted my arm. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I’ll let you get started. Missi here probably should be first,” Julie said simply. I blinked, totally clueless. 
 
      
 
    “Started?” I asked, glancing at Missi, whose face had lit up like a beacon. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “What did you think I meant, you little fuck slut? I told you. Five.” 
 
      
 
    It came out as a mumble. “Five. Five minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head and put her hands on my shoulders, pushing down. “No, you silly girl. Five pussies.” 
 
      
 
    I had no choice but to go to my knees, eyes wide in shock as understanding came. Missi opened her legs and pulled her skirt up, showing a delicate black lace thong. Her long fingers pulled it to the side. She was shaved and the pink gash between her legs was already glistening with moisture. 
 
      
 
    “Come here, Breanne. Show me how sweet your mouth is!” Missi said softly. 
 
      
 
    Not five minutes. Five pussies. I did the math. Licking a girl to orgasm isn’t instantaneous. It takes time. At least five to ten minutes. Each. Five pussies? That could take over an hour! An hour of me on my knees, half-naked, my nipples clamped and weighted, ringing with each breath, with my pussy shaking and screwed non-stop against my sensitized clit? There was no way I could handle that! I’d cum again. And if I had another orgasm ... 
 
      
 
    Missi put a hand on the back of my head and pulled me between her legs. I felt her soft opening with my nose and then she thrust her hips forward. Her wetness met my mouth and I pushed my tongue into her, licking frantically at her, aiming for the apex of her sex. She moaned and squirmed. 
 
      
 
    “Not so fast, sweetie! Make it last!” Missi whimpered. I knew, even without looking, of the line that formed behind Julie. I felt my mistress’ hand on my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “I have a feeling,” she said wickedly. “That you won’t be able to keep from cumming. And I would just love to have the opportunity to sap that sweet, little cunt of yours one more time! Now lick!” 
 
      
 
    So I did. 
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _3j2qqm3]Unwelcome Choices - Epilogue 
 
      
 
    It was almost midnight when we pulled up in front of the apartment and I looked awful. My eyes were bloodshot and my arms and legs ached.. My clothing was a mess; the peasant blouse was only barely covering me, still annoyingly damp in certain spots with fluids too personal to name. Julie helped me out of the car, holding my shoes as my bare feet came down on the concrete. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want your shoes?” She asked curiously. I shook my head. 
 
      
 
    “My feet hurt too much,” I replied with a grimace. I glanced over at my apartment door. “I don’t want the sitter to see me like this,” I said in an empty, exhausted tone. Julie chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “He won’t mind. I swear,” she said. She took my arm and together we slowly walked up to my door. I hurt everywhere, but nowhere worse than my crotch. I felt like I’d been kicked in the groin about a dozen times. Julie knocked softly and a moment later the door opened, revealing the massive, football player physique of Mike the Hardware Guy. He gave us both a big smile and stepped back. 
 
      
 
    “Why are you waddling?” He asked curiously as I waddled into my own apartment. I waved at Julie accusingly but didn’t say anything. She took it in stride and shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “I might have spanked her pussy a few times,” she said matter-of-factly. 
 
      
 
    “Six is not a few,” I retorted with just a little of my regular snark as I aimed for the couch. I looked over my shoulder. My daughter’s bedroom door was shut. “Is she asleep?” I asked with a nod of my head, referring to Rachel. 
 
      
 
    Mike nodded. “She is. About an hour ago.” He paused and gave me a serious look. “Don’t play her poker.” 
 
      
 
    My eyebrows went up and he held up his hands. “Especially for money.” 
 
      
 
    Julie giggled. “Breanne doesn’t play poker for money. You know that.” 
 
      
 
    Mike ignored that and I didn’t want to think about the implications of Rachel playing poker for anything but money. Mike shook his head. “You look like you’ve been through the wringer,” he commented. 
 
      
 
    I sighed and collapsed down into the soft cushions of the couch. “I feel like it,” I said. I wiped my hand across my face. It felt scuzzy. Mostly because it was still coated with the dried cum of about a dozen women. Julie sat on the arm rest and put a hand on me. 
 
      
 
    “You okay? I didn’t go too far, did I?” She asked with concern. “I didn’t whip you as hard that last time.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her. She hadn’t, but it didn’t feel like that when she and Missi had bent me back over that table. The sap had landed with a full twenty strokes, all while that one blond had knelt above my face, grinding her bare twat against my mouth and nose. It had been quite the spectacle, what with the crowd and the shouts. And I might have been slightly tipsy by that point. I hadn’t had a whole lot to drink, but there were definitely some blurry edges. 
 
      
 
    Mike came around and sat down in the easy chair. “This sounds like a memorable night,” he said. “Is this one I should look forward to reading about?” 
 
      
 
    Julie and I glanced at each other and I finally nodded. “Yeah,” I replied. “This one is getting written up.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed and leaned down, kissing me soundly. “So,” she asked a moment later. “What will the title be?” 
 
      
 
    I reached up and pulled her down into my lap. She squealed a bit as she fell and then looked up into my eyes as I wrapped an arm around her. Mike laughed as Julie kicked sputtering. 
 
      
 
    “I think,” I said, pushing a hand up Julie skirt and digging my fingers under the tiny thong she wore. “That I’ll call it ‘unwelcome choices’.” 
 
      
 
    Julie gasped, her mouth opening wide as I pushed a finger into her sweet little pussy. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head and she kicked a little. Then Mike slid off the chair and hurried over. He grabbed Julie’s wrists and pulled her arms above her head as I tormented her. I didn’t want to make her cum. I wanted her to suffer. Like I’d suffered all evening. 
 
      
 
    Julie moaned, writhing in my lap and then Mike began unbuttoning the front of her dress, putting his hand on her. 
 
      
 
    “You know,” I said. “I’ve licked everyone’s pussy, but yours, dear Mistress.” Julie groaned as I curled my finger inside her. 
 
      
 
    Mike pulled her off me, letting her down gently onto the floor, his hands pulling on her clothing. In moments he had the dress off her and she lay there naked, with just her black, lace thong around her waist, my finger still jammed up inside her trim little slit. He used one hand to hold her down, while the other tweaked and flicked at her tiny nipples. 
 
      
 
    “Oh please!” Julie whimpered. “Yes!” 
 
      
 
    And so I slid down her body, my peasant blouse slipping away from my bare breasts, nipples touching her skin, down until my mouth fell on her. I sucked her clit into my mouth, then let it go to lick it, soft and hard, fast and slow, until Mike pushed me out of the way. I fell to the side as he pushed his shaft into her body, fucking her hard while I reached around him and stroked his scrotum. He let out a groan as the orgasm hit him and a half second later Julie joined him, their voices loud enough to make me worry that we might get interrupted. I hushed them and they sighed, collapsing in each other’s arms. 
 
      
 
    Choices? We all make them. And in the end, I’m not sure mine were that unwelcome. 
 
      
 
    In fact… I’m sure they weren’t. 
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 [bookmark: _4i7ojhp]What’s Next? 
 
      
 
    “So,” Julie said conversationally as she lubricated the steel phallus. Black and red wires led away from it but she hadn’t plugged it into the TENS Unit yet. “Did you read Master. M’s email the other day?” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my head, which was pretty much the only range of movement that I was permitted. Black leather straps held me down on the iBench, my legs spread obscenely apart, while a leather harness squeezed my breasts into a pair of taut bulbs just begging to be caned. Or flogged. My ankles were wrapped with padded leather and my arms were stretched out above my head. I could feel the wetness between my legs dripping down into the crack of my ass and to be honest, I was way more concerned about where Julie intended to put that thing, than Master M’s email. 
 
      
 
    “The review one?” I asked, trying to mollify her, even as I tensed and pulled, trying to free my hands before she jammed the steel plug into my pussy, or worse - my ass. “He just wants a different perspective,” I told her. “You know, like getting Mike to write a short bit on what it feels like to get a blowjob from me.” I had to put my head back down because the strain was hurting my neck.  
 
      
 
    “I thought he said ‘stranger’, specifically. Brace yourself.”  
 
      
 
    “Brace myself?” I asked curiously. “He didn’t say that.” 
 
      
 
    Then something cold and wet was pressed against the small button of my ass and a good four inches of hard, but well lubricated, steel was slid into my rear end. I gasped, tightening down immediately, but Julie was ready for that, pushing hard to keep me from expelling the plug. I let out a bit of a screech as we fought for a moment. Unfortunately though, I lost. The steel phallus dug in another three inches and then my sphincter tightened around the inset. Nothing I did was going to get it out now. 
 
      
 
    Well … fuck. 
 
      
 
    I realized I was panting. 
 
      
 
    Julie hummed softly to herself, she had a Hitachi massager in her hands and was liberally coating it with something. I couldn’t tell what, but I knew it wouldn’t be good. She lifted a metal arm stand and began setting the massager in the clamps. I shook my head. Direct clitoral stimulation. Oh. Oh my.  
 
      
 
    “He did say strangers,” Julie admitted as she finished tightening the clamps. “And I think that will be appropriate for some of it.” She lifted the stand and brought it right up between my legs. I lifted my head again, watching dangerously as the white bulb, coated with God only knew what, came close to my pussy. Julie left it there, perched just a little bit away and then came over to my side, a silver chain in her hands. She bent down and I flinched as she pinched open the first clover clamp. I could see the ridges on the pad.  
 
      
 
    “See, I think it’s an absolutely great idea for you to be reviewed. Everything. And not just your cocksucking ability, or what a good fuck you are. Everything.” The clamp closed on my right nipple, underneath the ring piercing the pink tip. I groaned, wincing as the pain bit into me. 
 
      
 
    “Everything?” I asked breathily, still panting from the strain on my body. 
 
      
 
    Julie chuckled as she drew the chain threw her fingers, ostensibly pulling on the already clamped nipple while she found the other clip. “Everything. Blowjobs, fucks, assfucks, boob and foot jobs. All of it.” The second clamp closed on my breast and I mewled like a half-drowned kitten. Julie gave my leg a firm pat and moved back around my bare foot, only to get a pair of electrostim tabs and set them on my sole, one at the ball and one at the heel. I whimpered. She intended to shock my arches. Holy fuck. 
 
      
 
    “So,” I said urgently, hoping to distract her. “You think he’ll be satisfied knowing how I really perform? A rating?” 
 
      
 
    Julie went to my other foot and I curled my toes and twisted my foot away. That made her angry. She glared at me, bent down, and then without a fucking word of warning, swung a goddamned cane at the center of my foot. It bit into the arch hard and I cried out. 
 
      
 
    And possibly, maybe, said some really bad words. And implied that that Julie was a female dog. However, I didn’t move a muscle when she put the cane down and then tried to put the electrostim tabs on. A moment later my feet were wired and she looked up. Another chain, this one much thinner, was lifted and placed on a ceiling hook. She ran it down through her fingers, and to my consternation, the chain between my clamped tits. 
 
      
 
    “This might hurt a bit,” she said cheerfully. Then she tugged hard, pulling my breasts upward by the tightening clamps. I gasped, then winced, then whimpered, and when I got to an active, strangled yelp, she stopped, leaving me in dire straights. I felt a series of spasms rock me as my muscles objected to the strain.  
 
      
 
    “Matt emailed me about it too,” she said. “And frankly, I love the idea.” She went back down to the bottom of the iBench and I watched her place a hand on the Hitachi. “I’m going to run with it too. Kari and I will get everything arranged.” She leaned over and the white, bulbed head tilted and I felt it touch my pussy, just beneath my clitoris. Whatever she’d lubricated it with was cool and moist. It spread across my petals. 
 
      
 
    “But we aren’t just going to test what a great fuckslut you are,” she said conversationally. “We know you take cock well.” She gave me a wicked smile and I suddenly realized that my pussy was tingling. “We’re going to test you. Yourself. We’re going to make sure you’re living by the standards you, yourself set up. Are you really a nympho humiliation pain slut?”  
 
      
 
    Now the tingling became a freezing, pins and needles like sensation. Julie smiled and turned the massager on, adding an intense vibration to the mix.  
 
      
 
    “So we’re going to test your body, your heart, your mind, and your soul. We’re going to hurt you. And pleasure you. And use you. We are going to do things to you that are designed to break you. And then, when you’re all done with the testing, you’re going to be brought before a collection of the mistresses at the Society, who will then decide if you really do have the right to call yourself a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.” 
 
      
 
    The icy swirl had turned to heat, first warming, then searing, then boiling my clit and petals. Julie adjusted the arm so that the massager was pressed hard against my sex, right up on my clit. I struggled against my bonds, hips trying to thrust upward.  
 
      
 
    “It burns!” I sobbed out loud.  
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “I know. Hold on. Let me get the TENS Unit going!” Her head disappeared from view and suddenly a powerful pain in my ass, made me tighten hard. I gasped, then squealed. Fire lanced across the arches of both feet and my toes curled involuntarily as I shook. My breasts, pulled taut and stretched upward, jiggled as my nipples began to turn dark red.  
 
      
 
    Tears filled my eyes, but there was something else, an urgency, a need. It swirled through me like a demon and just like all the other times, my warped, damaged, perverted psyche twisted it all around. Pain became pleasure, pleasure became pain and as my hips rose to grind my poor, chemically burning pussy against the massager, I knew what was coming. 
 
      
 
    Me. Very soon. 
 
      
 
    The review? Well, it wasn’t like I could do anything about it. I was tied down, spread-eagled, my pussy pressed against a vibrator, stuffed with an electrified steel plug. I’d just have to take what came one moment at a time. And first - well - first I had to keep my mind on not cumming. Then I could worry about the review. 
 
      
 
    A few moments later I gasped, in obvious pleasure. “Oh goody!” Said Julie, clapping her hands like an excited schoolgirl. “I get to punish you now!” She leaned over, even as the cane appeared once more. “And tomorrow,” she whispered in my ear. “You’ll start the review! 
 
      
 
    Ow. Oh.  
 
      
 
    Yessssss. 
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