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    [bookmark: _2rscyesmyvyv]Introductions 
 
      
 
    I fidgeted nervously as I stood in line at the restaurant, the cork wedges I was wearing making my feet ache. The heels I had on were high, at least five inches, and I’d been doing a lot of walking that morning. Around me stood a gaggle of other hungry customers, all waiting patiently for their turn at the counter. I was nowhere extremely nice, which meant a fast food joint, and for some reason the line was only crawling. The cashier was either so new that she was using a former employee’s name tag (which said “Chris” on it) or she wasn’t the brightest bulb in the chandelier. 
 
      
 
    The weather outside the air conditioned restaurant was indecently warm, so I’d worn one of the summer dresses Kari had bought me, expecting an easy day at my desk, doing a few simple chores for my employer, and maybe getting some writing done. Instead Kari had come to me with a pile of packages, portfolios, and other pickups that needed to be taken care of, which had sent me back out into the wild world, wearing a dress that I felt only suitable to be used as a bikini coverup.. 
 
      
 
    And I had left my bikini at home. 
 
      
 
    Most of the problem was the dress itself. Kari had purchased it a bit small, which meant that the hem didn’t dance around my thighs; it was a little higher than that and you could actually see the curve of both buttocks even if you were just standing behind me. I kept expecting someone’s hand to brush up against me, taking advantage of my exposure. 
 
      
 
    I also think that as far as summer dresses go, this one was pretty much intended to be worn over something else. In the right light, the damn thing was practically see-through. For example, if I’d been wearing a bra, or panties, you’d have been able to see them right through the material. In fact, the reason I was standing there with my right arm pressed to my chest was because Kari had taken great delight in placing a particular piece of jewelry on me that morning. 
 
      
 
    “I have something for you,” Kari had said, holding up a gold chain. “Pull down your top.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes had widened in alarm, since I was still sitting at my desk in the front lobby of her office. The only thing between me and immediate embarrassment was a glass wall. “Please? Not here?” I begged her, eyes frantically scanning the atrium. 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyes rolled and she let out an exasperated sigh. Then she just stared at me. I knew better than to object a second time. So with a rushed glance, checking the building atrium for anyone who might be in a position to see my breasts, I lifted my hands, grabbed the collar of my summer dress, and tugged it down. 
 
      
 
    The chain Kari had put on me had two garrotte clamps, which if you’re unfamiliar with them, are basically tiny nooses. You just slide this little restrictor up over the two hoop piercings going through each of my nipples and voila - the noose tightens. It wasn’t painful, but it was definitely attention getting. I could feel the weight of the chain distinctly and if my pussy hadn’t already been soaked with a pair of vibroballs rumbling away between my legs, I’d have been instantly and insanely aroused. 
 
      
 
    Kari had tugged my dress back up with a grin, covering the gold glint of metal with a thin sheen of white cotton that did absolutely nothing to conceal the chain. My nipples, already sporting enough hardware to set off a metal detector, now made unique and intriguing shapes at the front of my dress. The chain? Yeah, well you could even see the gold color. 
 
      
 
    And if none of that worked to draw attention to the redheaded, barely dressed slut, then the slave chain around my ankle would. Small silver bells tinkled and rang with every step, making sure that if you hadn’t actually seen me, the noise would make you turn and look. It was like wearing a big, large lettered sign that said, “Look! Look over here! Look at the Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut!” 
 
      
 
    So that's how I was dressed for lunch. 
 
      
 
    My foot ringing with every step as I got closer to the counter, I felt my stomach growl as I considered my gastronomic options. As I mentioned before, my belly wasn’t the only thing rumbling inside me. A little lower down, buried between the soft, wet, pink petals of my sex, were two, plastic objects, shaped like oblong, rounded pills, except each was the size of your thumb. They were connected with a rubber coated wire and I could feel them intensely as I stood there. The control unit was sitting in my purse and all I could do was hope to hell no one noticed the bright pink wire that ran from the bag, down my side, under the hem of the dress, and back up to the dark crevasse between my legs. At least no one could hear the motors inside each vibroball, tumbling and shaking away. They were set to low. 
 
      
 
    Ever get the feeling that you’re being watched? 
 
      
 
    There were about six people in line behind me, all staring at my ass. And legs. Probably both. I could feel the cold, processed air from the conditioner blowing up the bottom of my dress, the hem swirling dangerously across my rump. There was also a guy in front of me, who had elected to stand sideways, in order to keep one eye on the delectable, sex slut behind him, as well as his place in line. And things were not moving quickly either. Most of the staff at the restaurant were male and none of them seemed to be focusing well. Neither was “Chris,” the girl at the counter. Guess I’m to blame for that as well. 
 
      
 
    Still, no one did anything daring, like cop a feel, or ask me out, or inquire about the chain tugging gently on my nipples, obvious under the bodice of my dress. Eventually I stood in front of the register, ordered my pasta, and managed to move to the side. A moment later my food came out and I was confronted with the requirement of lowering my arm away from my chest. There was just no other way to carry a tray loaded with food and drink. I turned and made my way into the dining area. There weren’t a lot of options and so I sat down, feeling my bare ass slide along the vinyl seat, my knees together, trying to make sure I wasn’t showing off how that pink wire disappeared between my labia. 
 
      
 
    I’d only barely managed to take a bite when a shadow crossed between me and the window. I glanced up, hoping it was a cloud. Instead I found myself looking up into the eyes of one of the men who had been admiring my rear end in the line behind me. He grinned down at me, his eyes flickering from my face to the chain clamped between my nipples. I felt a surge of energy, which oddly enough started at the tip of each breast and then shot down to my pussy, which tightened around the vibroballs with a distinctive hunger. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” he said. He was handsome, mid-twenties, dressed in a button-up oxford and nice trousers. He was sporting about two days worth of beard, which is currently very fashionable and he was in decent shape; neither fat, or thin.   
 
      
 
    “I’m Patrick Cole. Mind if I join you?” Then he sat down. 
 
      
 
    Well. Fuck. My eyes widened slightly as he introduced himself and my mouth went dry, which was really odd considering I actually had food in my mouth. I swallowed hard, gulping my food down. He’d introduced himself! He’d given me his name! Courtesy, culture, and some other, rather specific and meaningful rules demanded a response. 
 
      
 
    As usual, I immediately played a mental game with myself - deciding whether I could get away with not telling him who I was. The problem was that my mistresses - Kari, Julie, and even Isobel - had all sent tests at me, men who were told exactly where I was at a particular time, and given hints about exactly what to say to me. I’d countered this practice by trying to be unpredictable. I never told any of them where I’d stop for lunch. Today was no different. I’d made this stop randomly, just ten minutes before, so this could easily be just some stranger with plenty of courage. Or not. My mistresses had taken to using the GPS tracker on my phone to vector in tests of my obedience. It made things exciting. And annoying. So I didn’t dare disobey. I stifled a groan. I had no options. I smiled weakly, ignoring the fluttering in my stomach, not to mention the rumble going on between my legs, and spoke quietly, but firmly. 
 
      
 
    “Hello. My name is Breanne Erickson. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    I’ve been getting better about being able to say it like that, and as a conversation starter, I have to admit that adding my title certainly makes meeting people an interesting experience. Almost universally I see eyebrows go up, a sparkle of amusement flash across a face, and then the invariable request for me to repeat myself, since no one believes I actually said what they think I said. 
 
      
 
    The man standing before me was no different. He blinked, just a little stunned, then shook his head, even as he smiled. “I’m sorry. What did you say?” His tone expressed serious interest and I resisted the urge to sigh. I thought about just repeating my name, but Kari had made it clear that the entire phrase had to be echoed. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Breanne. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    Ever since my “official” review the previous year, (which you can read all about in “Tied, Tormented, & Tested,) one of the many requirements I’d been subjected too, in order to keep my standing as a N.H.P.S., was to introduce myself in a way that included my title. This created all sorts of problems for me, since such a declaration invariably locked me into a conversation, wanted or not, leaving me wet, humiliated, and sexually needy. There were however, some positive effects. For example, one of the other NHPS requirements I have to follow is to find three different strangers a week and offer them blowjobs. I don’t have to go looking for them now. They mostly come to me. I’ve sucked on a lot of new people lately. 
 
      
 
    Patrick Cole stood there, looking slightly stunned. But then he seemed to process the information. “Can I join you?” He asked politely. 
 
      
 
    I granted him permission with a little nod. He lifted his plate off the tray, sliding the plastic over to the side as he fished out his fork and napkin. 
 
      
 
    “Since you mentioned it, I sort of have to ask,” he said in a very conversational tone. I nodded before he could say it. 
 
      
 
    “What is a nympho humiliation pain slut?” I asked preemptively. 
 
      
 
    He looked up. “What? Oh no. That’s sort of obvious,” he said, gesturing at my tits with the fork. “I mean, you’re wearing a see-through dress and your nipples are pierced and you’ve got that chain on them. Not to mention an actual padlock. I mean, obviously you’re into that kind of thing.” He shook his head. “No, the question I wanted to ask is why?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Why what?” 
 
      
 
    He stabbed a ravioli with his fork, lifted it up, and pointed it at me. “Why announce it like that? I mean, your name, then ‘I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.’ Isn’t that overkill?” 
 
      
 
    Now I raised my eyebrow. “It’s not by choice,” I said defensively. 
 
      
 
    Patrick snorted. “Yeah. Someone is forcing you to dress like a slut? And say that line?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, my mouth warping into a frown. “Sort of. It’s complicated,” I retorted. 
 
      
 
    “How?” He said, then took a bite, chewing with his mouth closed. 
 
      
 
    I raised both my hands. “I’m … a bit messed up,” I explained, then tapped the side of my head. “In here.” 
 
      
 
    He stared at me and took another bite of food. Waiting. I sighed, wondering how I could explain this properly. “Look, I’ve got a condition where I crave orgasm. Okay? And while I absolutely hate being humiliated in public like this, or punished or tormented, I’ve discovered that if those things are done to me, the orgasms are like a hundred percent more powerful. And since I’m technically an addict, I allow myself to be abused in a certain fashion.” 
 
      
 
    “A certain fashion?” He echoed. “Abused?” 
 
      
 
    I grimaced. “More like tormented. sexually.” 
 
      
 
    “By choice?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. 
 
      
 
    He waved his fork in the general direction of my breasts. “So the clamps on your tits, the piercing, that padlock? All of that is done at someone else’s direction?” He asked curiously. I nodded again. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. But I agreed to it. And there are rules I have to follow,” I said, almost crossly. 
 
      
 
    That sparked his interest though. “Oh? Really? Do tell.” 
 
      
 
    At that I realized I’d just walked into a trap. My mouth gaped like a landed fish and I stared at him. He waited for a moment, then waved his fork at me again. 
 
      
 
    “Go on. I’m really curious. What’s the first rule of being a nympho humiliation pain slut?” 
 
      
 
    Immediately I felt my cheeks heating up. I was blushing. Dramatically I think. I looked down, utterly humiliated. Bad enough I had to say my title to him, but now I was about to confess that not only was my pussy, at that very moment, wet and pulsing around a pair of vibrating sex toys, but that I spend almost every second, of every day, in similar straights. I swallowed hard. 
 
      
 
    “A nympho humiliation pain slut is required to keep cock, or some other object inside her pussy at all times, in order to stay aroused and ready for use,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    It was loud enough. His eyes widened and the smile changed into a skeptical smirk. “So you mean, right now, you are …” his voice trailed off. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Vibroballs. On low.” 
 
      
 
    He let out a low whistle. “Wow. So you’re like close to cumming.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I wish,” I said in frustration. “It’s enough to keep me wet and wanting, but not enough to drive me over the edge.” I gave him a wry smile. “Usually.” 
 
      
 
    He pursed his lips thoughtfully. “That’s got to be difficult to endure though. I mean, being always desperate.” 
 
      
 
    I actually let out a breath and a little laugh. “You’ve got no idea!” 
 
      
 
    He chuckled. “So are there any other rules?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Rule number two,” I said. “Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts are required to be ready to endure a painful and/or humiliating torment at any time, for anyone, for any reason.” The words rolled off my tongue way to easily. 
 
      
 
    Now Patrick just stared at me. “What do you mean? For anyone?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Anyone. I’m not allowed to refuse. That’s the next rule” 
 
      
 
    That sort of shocked him. “You can’t refuse?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “A nympho humiliation pain slut is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits.” 
 
      
 
    “So I’m guessing random sex with strangers is not one of your limits,” he said wryly. I bit my lip and shook my head. He gave me a bit of a judgemental look. “Maybe it ought to be. I mean, anyone who knows these rules could come right up to you and order you to strip.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Well, see that would actually violate one of my limits.” 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up again. “How so?” 
 
      
 
    I gestured out at the dining area. “You can’t get me arrested. Public indecency.” 
 
      
 
    He snorted. “Yeah, like anyone here would call the cops if a girl as pretty as you stripped naked.” He took another bite and then swallowed. “Okay. I can accept that. What are your other limits?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “No children. No blood. No poop or pee play, and I have the right to ask for a medical out if things get too stressful.” 
 
      
 
    “A get out of jail free card,” he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    I cringed slightly. “Not really. My mistress, Julie, will review the circumstances. Even if I’m justified, I will still get a punishment for using it.” I sighed. “There is plenty of incentive for me not to ask for medical outs.” 
 
      
 
    “What kind of punishments?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I took a bite of my pasta. It was delicious. Then, “oh, getting tied up. Overstimulation. Denial. Spankings. Whippings. Bastinado. Clamps. Objects. Walking a knotted rope. The wooden horse. Trust me. There are a zillion ways for them to hurt me. Sexually.” 
 
      
 
    He leaned forward. “And you like this?” 
 
      
 
    This time I smiled. “I told you. I’m messed up. Even the punishments make my orgasms more powerful.” 
 
      
 
    He considered that for a moment. “Oh. I see. So they aren’t really punishments, are they?” 
 
      
 
    I grinned. “No. I guess not. I mean, I’m only naughty in ways that will get me more of what I want.” 
 
      
 
    “I see. Any more rules I need to be aware of?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged again. “Only that I’m supposed to dress like a nympho humiliation pain slut, and keep myself clean, fit, and ready to be used.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Good rules. Do you have a favorite?” 
 
      
 
    That made me think. I hadn’t really considered that. It took a minute. “I guess rule number one,” I said finally. “I’ve followed it for almost six years now and I feel really awkward when I’m not stuffed and wet.” 
 
      
 
    He grinned. “Well, I have to admit, the idea of you being wet is very appealing.” He took another bite, swallowed, and then leaned forward slightly. “But I think the rule where you have to follow orders is my favorite.” He waved his fork in the air again. “For example, I could tell you to turn up the vibrator in your pussy and you’d have no choice but to do it.” His eyes seemed to smolder with both amusement and lust. “Presuming that doesn’t violate your limits.” 
 
      
 
    I put my fork down. “Are you asking me? Or ordering me?” 
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” He replied. 
 
      
 
    My eyes never left his, but I put my right hand into my purse and drew out the controller for the vibroballs. The pink wire wasn’t terribly long, but it was long enough. I slid it halfway across the table. He looked down at it. Then back up at me. 
 
      
 
    “Well?” he said expectantly. 
 
      
 
    I smiled sweetly, and just a bit naughtily. “You haven’t ordered me to do anything yet. And even if you had, I wouldn’t know what level to bring it too. I’m on low right now. Medium? High?” I shook my head. “I’m not a mind reader.” 
 
      
 
    “Turn your vibrator to high, please.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed and picked up the controller again. “Please? That’s not what a true dominant would say.” I turned the controller so he could see the dial. Then I spun it all the way to the right. 
 
      
 
    Inside me the two little bullets jumped into motion, rattling against each other as they sent a flurry of sensations through my tight and sodden sex. My first physiological response was for my vagina to begin fluttering around the toys, rippling and squeezing, almost dancing in combination. On low, the vibrations were just a reminder to stay wet and aroused. But on high, those same oscillations traveled further through me, spreading outward toward my clit and my labia. I found myself short of breath, gasping softly as my lower half responded to the stimulation, hips rolling as my body demanded sexual satisfaction. The stupid bell anklet rang lightly. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm. Very nice,” Patrick said in admiration. “I like the way you look when you’re desperate like this.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a high-pitched laugh. “This is nothing,” I assured him. “I’ve been way more desperate than this!” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Desperate enough to want those whippings and spankings your were talking about?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, our eyes locked. The silence was golden. Finally he spoke again. “Finish your food. Will you be more or less tractable if you cum during lunch?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “I will be more sensitive later, but less desperate.” 
 
      
 
    He considered that. “Sensitive, or desperate. I think I’ll go with sensitive. Just one last thing before you finish your lunch and cum. Spread your legs. There’s a table full of guys behind me that have been eyefucking you since before I sat down. Give them a little. And no crap about violating your rules. They won’t call the police.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced to the right over his shoulder. Sure enough, there were three guys sitting at a table about fifteen feet away and it was very clear that I was the not only of interest, but probably the topic of discussion. I’m sure the chain running from nipple to nipple was attracting their attention. 
 
      
 
    The restaurant was too bright and my dress too short. If I allowed my knees to part, even a little, then it wouldn’t just be a shadowed little crevasse they were looking at. They’d get it all; the pink, glistening petals, the neon colored wire going to the vibroballs, my swelling clit, begging for attention. I realized my breaths were coming in short, almost panicked gasps. 
 
      
 
    Patrick shook his head. “Too long. I see what you mean about requiring punishments. That’s earned you one already. Now open your legs.” 
 
      
 
    My pussy tightened up hard around the shaking vibroballs. I could feel the wetness seeping out of my pussy and down to the seat. Trembling, I opened my legs. The bells on the ankle rang, an audible alert to look my way. I glanced at the men. They were looking at me. Beneath the table. Oh my God. 
 
      
 
    Patrick rolled his eyes. “Wider,” he ordered. “I can see them in the mirror and they’re squinting. I want to see expressions of shock,” he said quietly, but harshly. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the man across from me, my bottom lip caught between my teeth. I could feel the pressure inside me threatening to burst. My hips were rolling almost frantically, my loins wrapped around the vibroballs. I needed to cum. 
 
      
 
    “It’s an order, Breanne. One you can’t refuse.” He enunciated every word carefully. “Open. Your. Legs. Now.” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, struggled to control my breathing, and opened myself up. 
 
      
 
    Cool air blew up my dress, caressing my pussy and I heard an excited muttering. I twisted my hips slightly, angling my right leg out even further so that if there was any doubt about the color of my non-existent panties, it would be banished in full. 
 
      
 
    I heard Patrick laugh. “Wow! That got their attention!” He said quickly. 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes. I couldn’t help it. I looked over at the other table. All three of the men were staring openly, grinning and laughing. One of them noticed that I was looking at them and he gave me a thumbs up sign, indicating his pleasure. I struggled to stay in place. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t close up,” Patrick said. “Get your fork and suck it clean.” 
 
      
 
    My fingers shook as I picked up the utensil. Slowly, I stuck in my mouth and drew it back out. 
 
      
 
    “Now put it between your legs and touch your clit with it. Rub yourself. Keep your knees wide apart. Tease yourself.” 
 
      
 
    I had just barely brought the fork under the table when Patrick leaned toward me, his own implement at the ready. The tines of the fork were pointed at my left breast and he poked my nipple gently through my dress. 
 
      
 
    I jumped, gasping. 
 
      
 
    “Your clit,” he reminded me. “Rub it for them. With the fork.” 
 
      
 
    I slipped my hand down into my lap and the guys at the other table nodded as the fork went down between my stretched open thighs. I turned it sideways and began rubbing the underside of the fork tines back and forth across my clitoris. In seconds I was gasping, and no - Patrick’s poking my nipple with his fork didn’t make things easier at all. Not one bit. In fact … 
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” I whimpered softly. “I think I’m going to cum!” 
 
      
 
    My hand began moving much more frantically and the plastic fork tingled and bumped my clit in ways I couldn’t handle. My entire body tightened up and Patrick’s fork drove deeper into my breast. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. That’s it. Cum.” 
 
      
 
    I made a face as my entire body tightened. I let out a high-pitched whine for maybe three or four seconds. It wasn’t that loud, but I think maybe even the guys at the other table heard it. And it came with a ringing sound from the anklet. I pressed the fork in my hand hard against my clit and I think I may even have moved my hand a bit, because when the rush of adrenaline and endorphins subsided, just a little, the sharp little points were deeply pressed into the tender little nub at the top of my slit. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned. “I’m a mess!” I pulled the fork out from between my legs, which were already closing in utter embarrassment, and dumped it on the table. I could feel the fluids of my release all over the seat, sliding up my ass, coating my buttocks. For the first time that day I was thankful my dress didn’t actually cover my bottom because the material stayed dry. I grabbed a wad of napkins, only to have Patrick’s hand come down, grabbing hold of my wrist. 
 
      
 
    “No,” he said simply. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I pleaded, leaning close. “I’m a mess. And I need to turn the vibroballs off.” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “You will not. You will spread your legs again. You will sit that way, in your own cum, until you and I have both finished our lunch. And then, and only then, will I allow you to turn the vibroballs back down to low, and for you to close your legs.” He let go of my hand. “That’s an order.” 
 
      
 
    I let go of the napkins. Slowly, I spread my legs again, my butt sliding in the wetness on the seat. “Then what happens?” I asked as I picked up my fork, stabbed one of the last pieces of pasta, and put it in my mouth, chewing fast. 
 
      
 
    Patrick leaned back and grinned. “Then we get in my car and I drive you to my apartment. We’ll take care of your punishment there.” He leaned forward. “I hear you like getting beaten with a belt, right between the legs.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “You are a test!” I blurted. “I knew it!” 
 
      
 
    Patrick laughed. “Isobel told me a few other little tidbits about you too,” he admitted. “And I have to admit, you’ve lived up to your reputation. Every bit of it.” 
 
      
 
    I blushed, prettily I might add. I took another bite. “So the introduction was worth it?” I finally asked. 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Every little bit. And in half an hour I plan on sexually torturing you to another orgasm, before I satisfy myself in that beautiful little cunt of yours.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced up, our eyes meeting, and I reached out to him. I sat there, legs spread, the guys at the other table still leering in want at my sodden swamp, vibroballs still buzzing away like mad deep inside my wet pussy, and I reached across the table and took Patrick’s hand. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said simply. “You won’t satisfy yourself.” 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up. “Excuse me? Rule number two?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “You’ll let me satisfy you. In every way you want.” 
 
      
 
    Patrick laughed. “Then let’s go. I’m hungry for dessert.” He pushed his almost empty plate away and picked up the plastic fork. “I may need this,” he said playfully, tapping it against my nipple again. 
 
      
 
    Then we left. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Hi. My name is Breanne Erickson, and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. What’s your name? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _5jhwsec4ql8p]Edging Oscillations 
 
      
 
    8:34 am  
 
      
 
    Hi. This is Breanne. Right now I’m at work and I’ve got about twenty-five minutes before Kari shows up. I’m trying to get up the nerve to start. Oh. Yeah. Sorry. I have to catch you up. I got an assignment this morning, from Master Brandon. It’s a doozy too. Not sure I’ll survive it. Sort of. It’s humiliating as fuck. Worse now that Mike the Hardware Guy removed the front panel of my desk, so that anyone walking by gets a shadowed, but decent view of my knees. Or other, more interesting things. 
 
      
 
    What am I wearing? Right. Well, it’s another one of Kari’s “outfits.” I hate them. Passionately. It’s not that they’re cheap, though some are. It’s because no one in their right mind would feel comfortable wearing something like this in public. Except possibly a stripper. Or a hooker. Or a seventeen year old girl who doesn’t care who drools while staring at her tits and ass. The blouse is light pink, with girly ruffles, and is clearly meant to be an over shirt. And that’s the problem. Kari didn’t buy me the undershirt. So instead you can see the bra, the matching one to the bright pink panties I have wrapped around my ass. It’s embarrassing as hell since the bra is lace and barely covers my nipples, much less the curves. It’s disgraceful. The skirt? Black. Tight. And it barely covers my ass. In fact, if you happen to be standing directly in front of me, say in the atrium itself, and the light is just right, you can see right up the skirt to where my pink, little slit is dampening the panties. How’s that for embarrassing? 
 
      
 
    Okay. I’ve wasted enough time. I’ve got to do it. Simple, right? I stand up, go to the glass, and then check to make sure no one is out there. I can’t let anyone see me, not with what I’m about to do. The skirt has to come up and the panties need to go down. And I have to keep the Core Driller dildo in there too. Wouldn’t that be awful? Having it fall out? Wet smears on the floor? And me having to go clean it? Sheesh. Awful. Okay. I’m out of time. I’ve got to go do it. Now. Be right back. 
 
      
 
    8:48 am. 
 
      
 
     I DID IT! I pulled the skirt up, flashed the entire atrium my panties, and then pushed the neon pink material down to my ankles. I was terrified someone was going to walk in, or that Jose would just appear. He seems to know when I’m tasked with stuff like this. Either that or he lurks. I’m not sure. I could see myself, the reflection, in the window. It was … well, admittedly it was a turn on. I’d have been soaked watching some other girl do it. Her delicate fingers pulling up the skirt, showing off her panties, and then pushing those same panties down her cute, thin legs. I watched as she stepped out of the panties, but only one side. The pink is wrapped around her ankle now, a telling, demeaning sign to anyone watching. Her panties are around her ankle for God’s sake! 
 
      
 
    Getting back to my chair was a little interesting, since I had to waddle. The Core Driller was still in me. I wasn’t allowed to touch it with my hands. Still, I made it and when I sat down it just jammed back in deep. I groaned. Sorry you couldn’t be here to see or hear, but that’s the way it goes. I’d have been too ashamed anyway. Now there’s just one more thing to do. Well, two. Two things to do. Or three. Possibly three. The first is I have to spread my legs. I really, really don’t want to do that. Not that I’ve got a choice. Kari is going to check me, frequently. So I’ve got to stay “on display” as she likes to call it. 
 
      
 
    There. Wide apart. My God, I can literally feel the breeze from the air conditioner blowing across my clit. That’s just fucking wrong. And what if someone does walk across the atrium, or go to the directory? One look in my direction and they’ll see girl goo leaking out of a dildo stuffed pussy. Thank God the base is just one, large, black circle. 
 
      
 
    The second thing is this vibrator pendant. It’s blue plastic. One switch. On and off. It’s got a clamp, duckbill style, with black, rubber coating. This has to go on my clit, with the vibrator turned on, because you know, this is supposed to be about me edging. 
 
      
 
    OH! God! Every time my clit is clamped I feel this shock-like thrill just rush through me, right up from my pussy to my nipples. The tips of my breasts hardened and purred like a kitten and it just feels amazing. I’m guessing twenty minutes, at most, before I get close to the edge and have to turn off the pendant. 
 
      
 
    Which brings me to the third thing … 
 
      
 
    I’m not allowed to cum. 
 
      
 
    9:04 am 
 
      
 
    Okay. That went well. Kari got here at nine, on the dot, just like always. She stopped in front of the office too, looking at me through the glass. I felt my cheeks turn red because it was clear that she wasn’t looking at my face, or even my mostly exposed bodice. Her eyes were in that darkened area under my desk. I felt this shudder and became more than a little self-conscience. I felt the urge to close up, to cover up, and then because it was Kari, I did the very opposite. My knees were already apart, but I widened my stance. And then, just to make sure, I scooted back from the edge of the desk, just enough to let the overhead lights illuminate my thighs… and other parts of me. Kari grinned, her eyes sparkling with amusement as I blushed crimson. Then she came in, swept over to my desk, turned my chair to the side and bent over, giving me a kiss. It was no simple peck on the cheek. Anyone watching would have thought us lovers. I melted too. Just like I always do. 
 
      
 
    “Are you aroused?” She asked me softly, as she straightened back up. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “The pendant is driving me crazy,” I admitted. She laughed at me. I like it when she laughs. I felt her hand on my cheek and she brushed a strand of my hair away from my eyes and back behind my ear. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Let me know when you cum,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I looked at her in confusion and replied, “I’m not supposed to cum.” I’m not sure if I was declaring it to her, myself, or fate, but she laughed. “I know,” she said wickedly. I watched her amazing, suit-clad ass turn tail and head back toward her office. 
 
      
 
    9:21 am 
 
      
 
    I’m close. Very close. I can feel the orgasm in me, growing. It’s like a tsunami in some ways, buried deep, tons of pressure, while on the surface the ocean looks calm. I can’t keep my hips still, not at all and I’m having trouble typiung. I’m going back and mostly correcting my errors, but it’s just making this whole process harder adn more tryign. I can’t. Almost. I’m goi 
 
      
 
    9:24 am 
 
      
 
    That was close. Very close. I’m ashamed. I almost came. And for no good reason either. I fumbled with the vibrator pendant hanging on my clit and that almost did me in. It bounced on the end of the clamp, tugging on my clit. I managed to turn it off though, and then pulled it away from my sex I counted to sixty and then, still trembling, wanting, and desperate, I put one of the clothespins on my clit, in a very specific spot, that I knew would reduce the incentive to cum. Twisted, tugged, and clamped, I felt like I was being torn apart, half of me wanting to give in, the other half furious with need. It was shattering. 
 
      
 
    The clothespin - it feels tight. I know. Not very descriptive. But at least it’s allowing me to calm down a bit. But only a bit. I’m still thinking about sex all the time. I can’t stop. The clothespin, the spread legs. All of it. 
 
      
 
    9:36 am 
 
      
 
    Jose is waving at me through the glass. And cleaning it. He’s on his knees, the lecher. I know he’s looking. I don’t dare close up my legs though. If Kari catches me… 
 
      
 
    9:54 am 
 
      
 
    The vibrating pendant is back on. I thought I’d be able to handle it after such a long break. I mean, thirty minutes, but I’m soaked again, and I’ve had the thing on for less than a minute. My pussy is squeezing the Core Driller tight and I’ve realized that I’m bouncing on the goddamned thing as well. That’s a problem. I didn’t even realize I was doing it until Jose made an obscene gesture about me going up and down through the window. Can you believe it? I’m fucking myself in my chair. It’s just wrong. My legs are aching from holding them open, but Kari has checked, three times now, surprising me with a soft touch on my shoulder, just to make sure my stuffed and tormented pussy is where she, and Master Brandon, and probably even Julie, all want it. 
 
      
 
    I’ve said this before, but I’m glad my chair is leather. I’m soaking the seat. The vibrator pendant is driving me mad. It’s like the last thirty minutes didn’t happen. My clit is throbbing, my hips are rolling. I’m leaking copious amounts of juice, and all I can think about is how wonderful it would feel to cum. 
 
      
 
    Kari wants me to cum. I know it. She’s hoping because if I do cum, not only will my circumstances get worse, but she’ll get to punish me. I don’t know how. I didn’t ask. But it could be anything from getting hung up naked, on the punishment frame, in the back closet, for a whipping or worse, to one of the five anal plugs, in gradient sizes, sitting in my drawer. Or maybe something else. Rubber bands to the soles of my feet? Nipple clamps? The TENS Unit? God only knows! 
 
      
 
    10:08 am 
 
      
 
    Fuck. Please. So tight. I’m squeezign. It’s tto much for me. I can’t take it I want it so bad. WOnderign if the punishment is worth it? DOEs it matter? Probbably not but i shouldn;’t its against the rules. ITs an edge. I just need to . so close. Oh. Shit. Too close? Fuck I’ need. To… 
 
      
 
    10:14 am 
 
      
 
    I am about to confess to my Mistress that I have not only edged, but cum. I know. I’m sorry. But it was just too much. The problem is that for it to be a viable edge I have to want to cum. Right at that moment. And then stop. If I was allowed to stop when I thought was close to cumming, I’d be fine. Of course, I feel great. I mean, wow. What an amazing orgasm! I feel light and free and totally loose. Like I could fly. Except there's a little part of me that fears what’s about to happen. So wish me luck. About to go get punished. Know what really sucks? I have to walk back there with my panties dragging around one ankle. 
 
      
 
    10:37 am 
 
      
 
    Okay. Not bad. It could have been worse. A lot worse. The anal plug is kind of what I expected and along with the Core Driller dildo, I feel awfully full. Stuffed even. Glad she made me use the smallest one. Of course my pussy won’t stop pulsing around the Core Driller, and my ass keeps tightening up. Very disturbing. I also had to put the vibrator pendant back on. The pressure isn’t so bad though. Not now. Sitting here at my desk, legs spread apart, trying to write. To concentrate. Not working so good. I want to hold out because the clothespin is gone. That went back in the bag and next time, when I have to take a break from constant stimulation of my clitoris, I have to clamp it with the jumbo alligator clamp. 
 
      
 
    I don’t think it will be that much different from the clothespin, at least in terms of arousal. Yes, the jumbo alligator clamp hurts more than the clothespin. It will make my clit throb. But I still get the thirty minutes down time. I need that. Worried because if I fuck up again, another orgasm, Kari says that the time gets cut in half. Can you imagine that? Sitting here, getting edged, only to get sixteen minutes before having to put the vibrator pendant back on? 
 
      
 
    It’s tickling my folds too, lightly. Driving me nuts. 
 
      
 
    10:41 am 
 
      
 
    Fuck. There’s a guy in the atrium! He walked over the bridge without looking this way, but he’s going toward the directory. Yes. There. He’s touching it. Please don’t look this way. Please don’t look this way. I’ve got my belly up against the edge of the desk. No light. Right? He won’t be able to … HA! He’s going toward the elevator … and … RELIEF. Christ. That was so close! What if he’d seen me? 
 
      
 
    10:52 am 
 
      
 
    I managed the edge. I stopped before I exploded. I’m shaking hard and it's tough to type. I feel like I’m walking on a high wire, or to be honest, a knotted rope. My insides are all trembling and I’m feeling, not nauseous, but squishy. Nervous. Terrible. I’m desperate and sliding around on the seat. I had to pull my skirt up over my ass because I was getting it all wet. That and the alligator clamp. I didn’t.. I didn’t think it would hurt so much. Maybe I’m swollen. Probably. Yeah. Or too much sensitivity. I’m getting there. I can feel it. Like a tingle. The weird thing is I’m still pumping, like I’m fucking someone. I can’t seem to stop. I’m bouncing, squeezing the Core Driller constantly and my pussy is fluttering. I almost want to say the hell with it, skip the rest of this fifteen minutes - there’s only seven left anyway - and put the vibrator pendant back on. 
 
      
 
    11:22 am 
 
      
 
    My clit is buzzing again. The vibrator pendant. It’s nestled between my folds, tugging and dancing on my clit like a fish being reeled in on a fishing line. I can’t think straight. I can’t work. I’ve tried writing. Working on the next book. Got a little bit along. Finishing up the last section. Still, I’m worthless right now. If I’m not shaking I’m grinding. A full four fifths of my body is screaming “let me cum!” and only that last little bit is holding off. My clit hurts too. Not bad. Just a little. From the alligator clamp. There are little red marks. Deep. I keep squeezing the Core Driller. If it were smaller, I think I’d be in even more trouble. 
 
      
 
    11:28 am 
 
      
 
    Kari wants me to order lunch. We’re eating in. This is bad. Very bad. I was hoping, you know, a break? Maybe? A little? Even if I had to keep the alligator on? 
 
      
 
    11:33 am 
 
      
 
    Lunch is ordered. They’re delivering. This means someone will be coming here. To my door. They will see me. They’ll notice. What if I’m still buzzing? I mean, shit - the vibrator pendant is loud! Should I try to arouse myself so I’m not buzzing? I mean - you know - get me to the edge faster so that I will be wearing the alligator clamp on my clit instead? Considering it. How? I could pinch my nipples, or even put some clover clamps on them. Who am I kidding? I could get there in seconds if I just touch myself. Even a little. Yes. That’s what I’ll do. Gonna try it. 
 
      
 
    11:41 am 
 
      
 
    FUCK! I am a fucking moron. A little, cumming, fuckslut with no fucking brain. GODDAMNIT. FUCKING EDGES! 
 
      
 
    12:01 pm 
 
      
 
    I am royally screwed, and I don’t just mean from the foot long, rubber dick still jammed up into my sex, or the fucking vibrator pendant chewing on my clit, or the fact that I’m back at my desk, waiting for fucking lunch to show up and humiliate me more. No. I’m screwed because maybe, I might have had a shot at the delivery driver not noticing. Maybe he wouldn’t look through the glass, or he’d be too close or something, to see under my desk. I could maybe, hide it. But no, not the fuck now. My “punishment” for cumming, was to remove my bra and attach my clover clamps to my nipples. You can see my tits right through the shirt if you’re close enough! Hell, you could see from ten feet away. I’m sitting here, hiding behind my laptop, scared someone is going to look in the glass. And… shit. He’s here! 
 
      
 
    12:08 am 
 
      
 
    I. AM. MORTIFIED. Oh my God. He saw everything! Oh my God! I had to SIGN for it, which meant he got to see my clamped boobs. The noise of the vibrator did it. He came right up to the desk and looked down into my lap. My legs were spread open and I didn’t even realize that my skirt had rolled up. Shit! He saw my pussy! He saw the vibrating pendant. Even my clamped clitty. Oh God. I’m so … fuck… I think… close.  Bouncing. Edge. Don’t cum. Don’t you fucki9ng cum Breanne. Don’t fucki... 
 
      
 
    12:59 am 
 
      
 
    Back at my desk. A little calmer I think and actually pretty pleased with myself. Despite the fact that I came. Cummed. Whatever. I know. I’m a bad girl. A bad, little, fuckslut. But as Kari said, one unauthorized cum an hour makes me a good humiliation pain slut. Because then she can punish me. 
 
      
 
    Kari made me go to the conference room with our food, my pussy dripping. She told me to strip naked first, and then put out the food. Hard to do when you’re stuffed with a foot long dildo, but I managed. I’m sure I looked stupid. Clamped nipples with the steel chain hanging from my tits. The thick, black, circle base of the dildo peeking out from between my thighs. Waddling around on the stupid black stilettos. A plug up my ass… 
 
      
 
    Kari came in, turned my chair so that the table was to the side, and made me sit with my legs draped over the armrests. The panties were around my right ankle, like a pink flag of defeat.  I’d taken the vibrator pendant off before going to her, so the jumbo alligator clamp was dangling from my clit and she slipped a shoe off, and as she dug into her taco, she put her foot on the chair, right between my spread open legs. Her big toe, painted with a dark blue on the nail, began teasing the alligator clamp. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    She teased me horribly. Flicking the clamp with her toes, rubbing my stretched petals. She put down her food, pushed the chair backward, and then grabbed the Core Driller dildo and pulled it out of me. 
 
      
 
    That felt… both awful and good. At the same time. 
 
      
 
    Kari tossed the dildo up on the table top and before I could moan or comment, she put her foot back between my legs. Her toes didn’t go for the alligator clamp this time. No, she slipped her cute little piggies between my folds. 
 
      
 
    It’s not like it was the first time Kari has exfoliated portions of her anatomy in my pussy. But do you know what that does to me? Feeling her wiggling around in there? It’s a tease. It’s awful because it feels good and yet there is no way to find satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    “Feel free to eat,” she said, all with her right foot between my legs, all five toes inside me. 
 
      
 
    You try eating like that. 
 
      
 
    Lunch is over now. I didn’t cum, but she made me get down on my knees and use my tongue on her. After licking her toes clean. Debasing. But you know what? I made her cum. I know. I can’t believe it. It’s been months since I made Kari cum. So this was pretty damn amazing. I still can’t believe it. 
 
      
 
    Of course, when she was done, it was time for me to get dressed again. Clover clamps under the see-thru pink shirt. The black mini-skirt. The Core Driller dildo. And then, once I got back to my desk, I took off the alligator clamp and put on the vibrator pendant. It’s buzzing right now. All the way to the edge. We’ll see if I can hold things together. 
 
      
 
    01:29 pm 
 
      
 
    It was close, but I managed to hold off. To skirt disaster. Which is good. I’m not sure I could handle the punishment of another orgasm. I kept the vibrator pendant on for almost twenty-five minutes. Right to the brink. I could taste the orgasm. Or maybe that was just leftover flavor from Kari’s pussy. Either or. Of course my clit is hurting because of the jumbo alligator clamp. I only get to wear it for fifteen minutes though. Then I go back to the vibrating pendant. This will dramatically increase the chances of me slipping up, of cumming when I’m not supposed to. If I weren’t so sore, I’d just say fuck it and cum deliberately. But like usual, I’ll try. Try not to cum. So when I fail and get punished, I’ll totally and completely deserve it. 
 
      
 
    01:45 pm 
 
      
 
    The vibrating pendant is on and driving me fucking nuts. I can’t sit still. I’m back to bouncing. Fifteen minutes isn’t enough time to calm down. Even with the alligator clamp. And if I cum again, it will be with the one pound weight hanging off the thing. If I thought it hurt just a few minutes ago, what’s it going to feel like if that happens? I’m sort of focusing on the clock right now. An hour and fifteen minutes to go. Then I’m done. All done. I can survive that without cumming again. Right? Even with the Core Driller, the plug up my ass, the clamps on my nipples. People coming and going? The foot fuck… all of it. I can handle it. I can take this. All right fate do your worst! 
 
      
 
    02:10 pm 
 
      
 
    I’m not… sure I can handle this. I'm supposed to edge and I’m so scared. I’m scared I’m going to fuck up again. What if I cum? I’m charged to cum. My body is craving it. Everything from my belly button down is in “fuck it mode”. My hips are churning. My pussy is sucking and squeezing, and slurping on the damn Core Driller dildo. I can’t sit still. And my clit… Oh GOD. My clit is on fire, and feels like ice. It’s like pins and needles and feathers, all at the same time. It hurts and feels good. I’m so confused. How can I both want and fear something? Concentrate Bre. Think about something else. Think damn it! 
 
      
 
    02:48 pm 
 
      
 
    A courier came in a half hour ago. He just comes waltzing in here and I didn’t even have a chance to cover up. His eyes go down to my breasts and he sort of freezes and is like “whoa girl. You like it hardcore don’tcha!”  And I’m like, vibrating and fucking on the Core Driller and wishing I could get up and run except my fucking panties are around my ankle on the damn floor. He comes over to my desk and looks down into my lap and there I am, again. Open wide. Exposed. My pussy in full view. 
 
      
 
    “Girl, those toys ain’t a replacement for a real man,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I knew what to say, but I couldn’t. I didn’t dare. I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted to ask him to take me to the conference table and fuck my brains out. But.. Kari. The torment. I licked my lips. She was in her art room. I looked up. Screw this. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a restroom across on the other side of the atrium,” I whispered, pointing through the glass. “I’ll meet you there.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened and then he grinned. He pushed through the glass door and I stood up, legs closed tight to keep the Core Driller from falling out. Carefully, I stepped out of the panties, letting them off my body for the first time since I put them on. I reached down and pulled the Core Driller out, then opened the bottom drawer of my desk, wrapped the massive dildo in a hand towel, and tucked it away. 
 
      
 
    “Going to the restroom!” I called out, grabbing my purse. I needed a condom out of it. 
 
      
 
    Even before Kari could respond I was out the door, the pendant vibrator still buzzing on my clit. 
 
      
 
    It was fast and sloppy sex. Not pretty. But mutually satisfactory. I’m back at my desk and I’ve just got one more problem. I have to confess to Kari. 
 
      
 
    I had another unauthorized orgasm. 
 
      
 
    I wonder what the punishment will be. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Breanne, your assignment today is simple. You will dress appropriately for work - meaning a short skirt and see through, or revealing blouse. You will select an appropriate pair of sexy panties that will hold in your 12” long Core Driller dildo. I want you properly stuffed for today. You will also have available the following: your vibrator pendant, a clothespin, your On4Her cream, your jumbo alligator clamp, and a one pound weight. 
 
      
 
    Once you arrive at work, while standing at your desk, at risk of being seen by anyone walking through the lobby, you will drop your panties, making sure to keep them looped around one ankle.  Keeping the Core Driller in, you will seat yourself, so that the massive dildo is braced against the chair seat. You will then attach the vibrator pendant to your clitoris, turning it on immediately. You will leave the vibrator pendant on until you are near climax. Then you will edge, turning off the vibrator pendant and removing it. Count to sixty, then attach your clothespin to your clit for a full thirty minutes. After the half hour is up, reattach the vibrator pendant and edge again, repeating the full process - the sixty second count and then the thirty minutes of clothespinned hell. 
 
      
 
    During this assignment I highly recommend that you keep your legs spread and that Kari or Julie spot check you frequently to make sure you are in compliance. 
 
      
 
    Should you orgasm, you will immediately report your failure to Kari, who will handle the immediate punishment to be inflicted. I would recommend stuffing your ass, or a sapping, but it is her choice. After you are punished you will again sit down, panties around one ankle, legs spread, and place the vibrator pendant on your clit. After edging you will count to sixty, and then place the jumbo alligator clamp on your clit instead of the clothespin. Hopefully this will teach you not to cum. Repeat as necessary until you are finished for the day. 
 
      
 
    If however, you cum a second time, you will again report to Kari for immediate punishment, followed by halving your jumbo alligator clamp time from thirty minutes to fifteen. A third orgasm will again result in a punishment from Kari, followed by the addition of the one pound weight. A fourth orgasm (if possible or needed) will again earn a punishment from Kari, followed by the application of On4Her to your clitoris in addition to the jumbo alligator clamp, weight, and fifteen minute recuperation time. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy! And hopefully you’ll be punished frequently! - Master Brandon 
 
   
  
 





 
 
    [bookmark: _bv4idt1zd67h]Bre’s Delima 
 
      
 
    The bright, late-spring, morning sunlight illuminated me completely as I sat on the bench, my wrist frantically pumping the seven-inch-long, purple-colored vibrator through my very pink, and very wet slit. My head was swiveling back and forth like a weather vane in a tornado, checking down each side of the concrete path, my eyes questing for the next approaching jogger. Doing two things at once, like rubbing your tummy and patting your head, is never easy. For me, keeping an eye on the path, even as I tried desperately to make myself cum, was a challenge easier said than done. 
 
      
 
    It would have been nice to have help. Across from me, leaning against a tree, was Julie. She stood there with her arms folded over her chest, a thin, straight branch clutched lightly in her hand, her eyes staring at me. She was dressed more conservatively than I was, in tight, Lycra running shorts and a halter top. Still, her bone thin form was hardly something men would find attractive. With most women, you might be able to compare their breasts with some recognizable fruit. My mistress, unfortunately, was more like a fine Italian ravioli, a small, flattened pillow of something tasty. 
 
      
 
    “Keep your legs spread,” she reminded me pleasantly, despite the fact that the twinkle in her eye matched the little twitch of her switch. I gave her a somewhat desperate look. 
 
      
 
    “Julie, I’ve already had two orgasms,” I whimpered. “Do we really need any more?” It came out in a pleading, whining voice. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes widened and her arms unfolded. “Do you mean to tell me, that Breanne Erickson, cum slut extraordinaire, is actually asking to be spared additional orgasms? I thought that’s what you lived for.” 
 
      
 
    I kept the vibrator moving and nodded. “I’m satisfied now. Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed, shaking her head. “Oh no. I don’t think so. Master Brandon said four orgasms, so four we will do.” She shook the thin stick at me. “And keep those legs open or I’ll give you another welt.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip as I moved my feet another few inches apart. I was already sitting in a very undignified and unladylike fashion on the bench, and while my skirt was certainly long enough for decorum’s sake, plunging a purple colored dildo into my pussy wasn’t exactly something I could hide. By necessity the material was bunched up around my waist. And it was just at that moment I spotted movement down the far side of the path. 
 
      
 
    Julie spotted the runner right after I did and she turned her gaze back to me, a wide and silly grin on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Uh oh,” she said wickedly. “Are you going to manage this time?” It was a taunt, plain and simple. 
 
      
 
    I clenched my teeth as my blood pressure increased and I felt my heartbeat pick up speed. I had about fifteen seconds to make an awful decision and my wrist faltered, the vibrator in my pussy slowed it’s in and out movement as my arm stopped. I felt a shudder work its way from my shoulders down to my ass, where my buttocks clenched tightly around the jeweled anal plug and then I couldn’t take it. I gave Julie a pleading look even as my hand moved. She shook her head in disappointment as I let go of the vibrator, pushing it in deep. A half second later I swung my knees back together, just to hold in the sex toy. The other hand smoothed down the material of my skirt and I brought my left arm up across my chest, doing a better job of concealing my bosom than the hated “peasant blouse” Julie had forced me to wear that morning. I hissed with discomfort, but didn’t dare remove my arm pressing against my poor breasts. The jogger, a nice looking guy in his thirties, ran by with only a curious glance at the two of us. I gave him a winsome, if suffering smile. Thankfully, he didn’t seem all that intrigued by the daringly and slutty dressed girl sitting on the bench. 
 
      
 
    I watched him go off into the distance and looked back the way he’d come. I was hoping, praying even, for another runner. Because it wasn’t the number of joggers, or hikers, or even cyclists, that came by. It was my choice that was the problem. I glanced back up at Julie, my bottom lip caught between my teeth. She was already crossing the concrete path. 
 
      
 
    “Too bad, princess,” she declared, knowing I hated the cutesy nickname. “Bare them.” The switch she was holding flicked through the air and managed to flick a bit of the exposed shirt. Whimpering, I dropped my left arm, and then with both hands, grabbed hold of the peasant blouse, and lifted up the seven or so inches of transparent, pleated material, and exposed both of my breasts. 
 
    The gold padlock that dangled from the hoop piercing on my right nipple caught the sunlight and sparkled. Even the other circle of gold going through the other tip of my breast gleamed. But while the jewelry caught the eye, a number of very fresh, very thin, wicked looking crimson lines crossed my bosom. There were more than I could have conveniently counted quickly, even with a mirror and privacy. 
 
      
 
    I clenched my teeth, closed my eyes, and looked away. 
 
      
 
    Julie didn’t spare me this time either and the switch slashed across my breasts with a sharp, scalding pain. She went below my nipples, catching the underside of my boobs, leaving another welt in a spot that had been mostly pain free. I squealed right through my locked jaw and folded immediately, my hands letting the stupid, overly-revealing blouse fall back over my tits, even as I put my head down between my knees. 
 
      
 
    For one long, horrible moment, pain was pretty much the only thing I felt. My tits felt hot and swollen and while the pain slowly faded to a vicious sting, which then melted into a harsh heat, I knew that I’d have some impressive bruises to go along with the scarlet stripes. Julie hummed to herself and whirled back across the concrete path to her position by the tree. 
 
      
 
    “As soon as you’re ready,” she said graciously, as if she were giving me a gift. I glanced up at her, tears welling in my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “This is awful,” I sniveled. 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged,” Yes, well, we have to train you to be more accepting. Eventually, the fear of getting your tits whacked will be enough for you to overcome certain, annoying tendencies; like covering up.” Her eyes hardened. “Now, are you going to masturbate or not?” 
 
      
 
    For a moment I considered saying “not.” I didn’t want to cum again. My breasts hurt too much. I didn’t like being displayed in public. Especially dressed in a short, pleated blue skirt and a blouse that was more window valance than cover. I was hot too. And thirsty. My bottom ached around the jeweled anal plug. 
 
      
 
    I glanced back down the trail, both directions. Empty. I spread my legs. The hem of my skirt couldn’t handle the movement and suddenly my pussy was in full view.  I was wearing flip flops and I went up on tiptoe, knees as far apart as I could make them. I grabbed the vibrator, which was still going, and caught it before it went slipping out of my pussy. With a trembling whimper, I began pumping it, slowly and surely, in and out of my sex, trying to work myself into a froth 
 
      
 
    “When was your last bastinado and foot job session with Alex?” Julie asked, making small talk. “The bottoms of your feet look too pretty.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her. “Two weeks ago,” I said softly, as if trying to avoid attention. My hand moved the vibrator, trying to get back to where I was a minute or two before. “He got busy this week.” 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head in disappointment. “Hmmm. That’s not good. Maybe I need to lay a few across those little arches of yours,” she said, wiggling her stick. “You can kneel right there on the bench and I’ll leave a few little, red stripes across your soles.” 
 
      
 
    The vibrator was starting to feel good again and the feel of it slipping in and out of my sex was making the pain fade. Or at least, I was able to ignore more of it. Still, I couldn’t keep my head still. I kept looking down the trail. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” I said breathily. “But I’d like to be able to walk out of here.” It came out sort of sarcastic, but that didn’t faze Julie. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you’d walk,” she said easily. “But with a noticeable limp. People would stop and ask you if you were okay and you’d have to tell them that you were a naughty nympho humiliation pain slut who just had the soles of her feet switched.” 
 
      
 
    The idea of that little scenario happening had different effects on different parts of me. My pussy loved the idea and the idea of a third orgasm wasn’t so much wishful thinking now. Of course, the more conservative side of my psyche, the part checking the trail every few seconds, had a totally different reaction. 
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t sound that appealing,” I muttered, even as my pussy betrayed how my other half felt to Julie. She let out a laugh. 
 
      
 
    “You should see how wet your cunt is. I know you love the idea. Besides, you need to get more accustomed to being seen. To being open.” She sighed. “Do you have any idea how popular you’d be if you would just let me videotape…” 
 
      
 
    “No!” I said more forcefully. 
 
      
 
    Julie sighed. “You are NOT ugly,” she said, for like the thousandth time. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a stern glare. My pussy was starting to quiver around the vibrator. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. I get it. Whatever,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then her head snapped to the right. “Uh oh,” she said, her mouth curling up into another smile. “Decision time again!” 
 
      
 
    I twisted my head and my mouth went dry. Another fucking runner! Damn it! And a woman! I closed my eyes and bit my lip. For a second I hesitated. I could feel the pressure building inside me. I wasn’t close, obviously, but if I let it go, I might not get it back. I twisted internally, indecision wracking me. It didn’t help that the risk of exposure was making my pussy even wetter. The vibrator moved twice more and then … then I couldn’t help it. 
 
      
 
    I let out a tiny, frustrated cry and jerked my hand out from between my legs. My knees snapped shut and I brought up my arm, once more covering my shirt, scared that the ruby colored welts Julie had left across my breasts would be visible right through the translucent material. Julie snickered, her hand already swinging the thin branch in anticipation. I gave her another pleading look and she shook her head as the jogger pounded by. The woman didn’t even look at us. 
 
      
 
    Julie was moving the moment the woman passed us and she got into position next to me with an expectant grin. 
 
      
 
    “Please! Not again!” I begged her. “Please don’t switch my breasts again!” My arms, both of them now, were wrapped around my bosom. It made my chest ache. 
 
      
 
    “Should have considered that thirty seconds ago,” Julie said happily. “Now I get to leave another line. Do you think I should do another one on the top? Or just aim directly for those sweet nipples of yours again?” She tapped my arm with the switch. 
 
      
 
    “Please!” I whined. “I’m trying!” 
 
      
 
    She snorted. “No you aren’t. You’ve covered up for every runner. Even the men. Now, I’m not going to ask you again. Bare your breasts or I’ll take your shirt away from you.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “You can’t!” 
 
      
 
    Julie sneered and waved her switch around. “Hello? Public place? There are no laws saying a woman cannot go bare breasted in public. Besides, there are no kids around.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a frightened look. “But … but people would see what you’ve done to me!” I finally lowered an arm enough to gesture at my material covered breasts. 
 
      
 
    Julie rolled her eyes. “Oh my! Arrested for sexually abusing you!” She leaned forward and poked the stick into my breast. “The trial will sure be interesting when my defense attorney introduces ‘tales of a nympho humiliation pain slut, volumes one through sixteen’.” Julie winked. “I’ll make sure he asks you to read a few ‘choice’ scenes to the jury.” 
 
      
 
    If my boobs were red, my face was redder. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” she said amiably. “Are you going to show me your tits or am I going to have to take your shirt?” 
 
      
 
    I lowered my arms with a choked sob. Then lifted the blouse. Julie aimed for my nipples. 
 
      
 
    The screech that came from my mouth seemed to echo off the trees and once more I hunched over, my arms pressed to my bosom, the pain erupting from the tips of both breasts like a fire in a dry patch of grass. It was agonizing and it took me over a minute to get control. Of course, the vibrator was still there, inside me, and I realized that I hadn’t quite lost the ground that I’d managed to take. I let out a shuddering breath and then, without Julie even having to urge me to it, I spread myself open again, grabbed the vibrator, and began pumping. 
 
      
 
    This time I worked it fast and hard, thrusting my hips, trying very hard to make myself cum before the next runner appeared. My body shook. Sweat dripped down from my brow. But the vibrator didn’t care. It slid in and out and through me as my breathing became more and more rasping. 
 
      
 
    My lower half tightened around the plastic shaft trembling in both my hand and my sex and now I moaned, not with pain, but with need. I could feel it, a dark and clutching pressure and my feet curled up again, toes extended, arches exposed, as I closed my eyes. My hand moved faster and then I couldn’t help it, I put one foot up on the bench with me, thrusting wildly, groaning as I sensed the orgasm at the top of the mountain. Speed and need sustained me and my other hand went under my peasant blouse, lifting the material, exposing a breast, my fingers pinching at the welted nipple. 
 
      
 
    And of course, you can guess what happened. “Oh look. Another runner,” Julie said idly. 
 
      
 
    My eyes snapped open and I twisted my head to see a man still a hundred feet away. There was no way he hadn’t already seen what I was doing. My leg was up on the bench for God’s sake. How could he miss it? But I was already moving, my foot swinging back down, the skirt sliding back into place, my arms … 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh shit. 
 
      
 
    He pounded past and I looked over at Julie. Her eyes were dark, smoldering and she shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “When the fuck are you going to learn?” She asked softly. She stalked across the trail toward me, her weapon raised. My pussy quivered in time with my heart. 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” I gasped. “Wait!” 
 
      
 
    Her eyebrow went up as I dropped my arms from my chest. Our eyes met and I spread my legs again, my right hand going down to grasp the vibrator. I began pumping it immediately, the orgasm close. Then with my left hand, I lifted the front of the blouse, exposing my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “I’m … I’m ready,” I whispered, dreading but wanting the blow. My pussy was tight, so tight around the vibrator. 
 
      
 
    Julie frowned. “This is supposed to be punishment,” she said darkly. 
 
      
 
    “Please punish me, Mistress.” My voice was high pitched with tension. I was close. So close to cumming. Finally. I just needed her to push me over the edge. 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head. “No. You’re using this to get yourself off.” 
 
      
 
    “I covered up, Mistress. Please punish me!” I begged loudly. The vibrator slapped loudly against my pussy and I could feel it. The orgasm was there. It was starting. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s face turned into a snarl. She swung the switch across my chest with a swing that would have made a softball player proud. The stick, less than two millimeters thick, bit into my bosom just above my nipples, digging deep. I cried out as my pussy clamped down hard on the vibrator and I exploded, hard and wet, squirting cum out onto the paved path in front of me. 
 
      
 
    My Mistress watched me with fury in her eyes and she twisted, putting her back to me, tapping her fingers. Time seemed to slow as I sighed, the sexual euphoria giving me the fix I needed, the soporific effect that I was addicted too. Say what you will about chemical dependencies; the all-natural, sex soaked state my brain desired was absolutely beautiful. What can society really say about a girl who wants to cum over and over again and will do absolutely anything to have the most spectacular, powerful, sexual climaxes possible? 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it,” Julie declared angrily. She whirled back around, the switch pointing at me. “On your knees. Kneel on the bench.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. For a moment I didn’t move. I just sat there with the vibrator in one hand, looking confused. 
 
      
 
    Julie hit my bare thigh with the switch and I let out a yelp. “Don’t just sit there!” She hissed. “On your knees! On the bench!” 
 
      
 
    It took another stroke of the switch for enough pain to make it through the haze of dopamine and oxytocin my brain had just dumped into my bloodstream a moment before. But then I moved, sluggishly I suppose, climbing up onto the bench. My skirt fell down, covering my ass and my flip flops hung in the air, the soles coming away from the bottoms of my feet. The peasant blouse covered my breasts once more and I held the vibrator in my hand, still trying to figure out what Julie was doing. 
 
      
 
    “Pull your skirt up,” Julie ordered. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. Not good. I didn’t want to pull my skirt up. I knew what she was going to do. Or at least I thought I knew. Feeling the familiar shudder inside me, I reached back with my empty hand and grabbed the back of my skirt. I pulled it up, baring my ass and the jeweled plug. I glanced back down the trail, readying myself to jump up and cover myself. 
 
      
 
    The switch whistled through the air and a fresh line of scarlet heat blossomed against my flesh, but this time, it was my ass on the receiving end. I barked out a shocked yelp, the hand holding the vibrator going to my buttocks. God it stung! But then I felt a twitch at my foot and both of my flip flops were flicked off. My brain immediately made the mental connection, but not before I could do anything about it. Julie’s switch flew fast and the narrow cane fell upon the tender, delicate arches of both feet. 
 
      
 
    And that, my friends, fucking hurt. 
 
      
 
    I managed to stay in position, but only barely. Julie nailed me once more across the ass, and then, just for good measure, slashed once more at the bottoms of my feet. This time I kicked wildly and fell over, bursting into tears as I put my feet down on the hot pavement, arms wrapped around myself protectively as I cried. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked down at me. “I will not be used in such a way,” she said softly, only to bend down and kiss my cheek. I felt her tongue on my skin and realized she was licking at my tears. 
 
      
 
    “Yum,” she murmured. She backed up and checked the path. Then waited patiently. After a minute I sat up and looked at her. She gave me a little wave, her fingers wiggling lightly. “One more orgasm!” She announced. “I’d start now, before someone else comes.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly I settled back into the bench and this time I winced as my freshly welted ass met the seat of the bench. I gave Julie a dark and desperate look as I slowly opened my legs once more, my hand going through my thighs to catch hold of the vibrator. It was still on, still on high, and I began pumping it. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t aroused. Not at that point. Instead I hurt. My feet hurt. My bottom hurt. And oh my God, my breasts hurt. My breasts most of all. I didn’t want to cum again. I gave Julie a beseeching look and she ignored it, watching instead, the steady pistoning movement of the vibrator between my legs. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a fuck slut,” she suddenly declared. “You know that, right?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded cautiously. A little tiny part of me disagreed, venomously, but the rest of me was on board with that assessment - as proved by the fact that I was sitting on a park bench, wearing a short skirt and see through shirt, both of which were either not covering the appropriate prurient body part, or not doing a good job of covering it. Add to that the purple vibrator, my clearly caned breasts, the fresh lines of scarlet on my ass, not to mention the soles of my feet, and it was hard to dissent. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t be caught dead, much less fucking myself, with a vibrator in a park,” Julie continued, conversationally. “But you? Except for a little squeamishness about being seen with a synthetic cock up your cute, little cunt, you don’t seem to mind. Do you?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. The vibrator felt … intense. 
 
      
 
    Julie gestured around. “I can’t even imagine what it feels like to be able to do what you’re doing. You are opening yourself up to nature, to the world. Giving in to your basest instincts.” She tapped the switch against her leg. “So what the fuck is your problem with showing off your stuff?” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t answer. I didn’t have an answer. I slowed the thrust of the vibrator and tilted my hips, making each thrust deep, full, and very sensual. Julie’s eyebrow went up as I once more lifted my leg, spreading myself wider and more open than I’d done before. The skirt wasn’t covering a damn thing. 
 
      
 
    Our eyes met and I took a deep breath. Julie grinned. “Really?” She asked. “Are you going to do it? Can you?” I didn’t answer. Instead the vibrator slid through my pussy as I my loins tightened in rhythmic pulses. Julie’s smile widened. “The nympho humiliation pain slut emerges. Cum for me.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed my hand up my body and exposed my left breast, but then to Julie’s astonishment, I began pulling on the material. I managed to get some of it off and her eyes widened. Then, frustrated and still using just one hand (since the other was busy with the vibrator) I gave her a pleading look and said, “Help?” 
 
      
 
    She moved fast, crossing the concrete, her fingers dropping the switch on the pavement, her fingers tugging at my shirt. In seconds she had it off my body, forcing me to switch hands for a moment when it came to the toy, but then I was free, half-naked. My bare breasts were red, with bruises already beginning to form and Julie stepped behind the bench, draping her hands over my shoulders, her fingers rubbing at my sore nipples. I gasped, my entire body trembling with pleasure. I wanted to cum now. I needed to cum. I slid the vibrator through my folds at a quicker pace, my breathing matched to the new tempo. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck,” said Julie. It was the way she said it that made me freeze and open my eyes. I glanced to the right and saw the jogger. He had silver hair and was eating up the distance at a rapid pace. 
 
      
 
    For a second I froze. This was it. This was what Julie asked of me. What she wanted. My shirt was gone, her hands on my breasts, fingers flicking at my sore tips. There was no hiding now. And all I had to do was keep pumping the vibrator. In and out. Wet and warm. All I had to do was cum. 
 
      
 
    Julie sucked in a sharp breath and I could feel the tension in her hands, her fingers still twisting and pinching my nipples. I felt a sharp tremble begin inside me and then it was too much. I let out a tiny cry of chagrin, of utter humiliation, and closed up. My leg swung down off the bench, my knees knocked together hard, and the vibrator’s hum was muffled by my thighs, trapping it between my legs, buried deep. My arms came up, wrapped around my bare chest, Julie’s hands trapped beneath my forearms, her fingers still playing with me. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the jogger, my cheeks burning with shame and for one moment I thought he was going to stop, or say something, or use me and take me for himself. My entire body, except for my pussy, locked up, unable to move, as heat and pressure blasted through me. His foot trod on the fallen switch, making it jump but not breaking it. But then he was past us, the rhythm of his steps not even slowing for the sight of two lesbians making fools of themselves in public. I let out a breath of relief, my entire body slowly relaxing. 
 
      
 
    “Let me go, Bre. I have to cane your tits again.” She pulled her hands off my chest and walked around the bench, only to pick up the stick that lay on the concourse. I sat, legs still closed, arms still crossed over my bosom. I looked up at her, just a little astonished. 
 
      
 
    “I … I came,” I stammered. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s mouth dropped open. “You what?” 
 
      
 
    “I came,” I said again. “I exploded while he ran by me. That’s four!” 
 
      
 
    She paused, trying to mentally digest what I was telling her. “It was the pinches, wasn’t it?” she finally said, just a little disgusted. “Figures,” she spat. Then she straightened, swung the switch like a sword, and pointed it at my throat. “Which still leaves us with your punishment.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her, eyes widening. “You can’t honestly mean that. I did it. I came. Four times!” I protested. 
 
      
 
    “But not the way I wanted you to. You cheated. You used me as a stimulant. And you still didn’t do what I needed you to do. Which means another stroke to those beautiful, amazing tits of yours.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. I didn’t want another stroke. 
 
      
 
    “Or …” Julie said, the wicked gleam of excitement reappearing in her eye. 
 
      
 
    “Or?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll forgive this violation on one condition - another orgasm, same risks as before,” she said, then lunged with the switch. I flinched, expecting her to hit me, but the tip darted downward and under the bench, flicking into the fallen white lace and cotton of my peasant blouse. It was flung back toward Julie, who caught it with her foot and lifted it up. “Sans shirt.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open. “You want me to risk getting even more strokes of the cane, half-naked, for a fifth orgasm, where the likelihood of failure is dramatically worse, all to avoid just one stroke?” 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “Of course, you could just stay open for the next runner too. Avoid the stroke completely.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip and Julie laughed. “Come on. I know you want to do it,” she said. “And who’s here to see it? Just me!”  Her eyes twinkled. “Agree Bre. You know you want it.” 
 
      
 
    For a long moment I just sat there. Then, slowly, I opened my knees. My hand caught the vibrator, but I didn’t pull it out. 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “How many minutes do you think it will take for you to pop again? Five orgasms? In under an hour and a half? Do you even have the energy?” 
 
      
 
    I let out a soft whimper as I began sliding the vibrator in and out. Again. 
 
      
 
    She whirled once, the switch hissing through the air. “And how many joggers, or walkers will come by? How many will see you?” She hummed with pleasure and then gave me a dark look. “And will you close up once more, giving me the right to strike those perfect breasts of yours again? Or will you stay open, displaying your charms?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, pulled the vibrator completely out, and then without looking away from Julie, drove it right back in, deep. Then I heard my voice over the motor, tense, courageous, and willing. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s find out.” 
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    Hot summer sunlight streamed down, fighting the cool air blowing out of the vents. The engine of my car was running, a definitive rumble that only added to the overload of sensation. My skin felt warm and cold, all at the same time and I couldn’t help myself as my hips rolled forward, my body quivering as my fingers rubbed frantically at the tiny, pink nub at the top of my sex. 
 
      
 
    My legs were spread as wide as the car’s interior would allow and I’d even lifted my right foot over the center console, my knee pressed against the gear shift, just so I’d have better access. Once more, I thanked God that my windows were tinted, because the short, pink skirt I was wearing had rolled up to my waist. My belly was bare, but would have been regardless of the circumstances, because Kari had insisted that I wear the peasant blouse I hate so much. It’s nothing but a short little curtain that covers my breasts, and in all honesty, it doesn’t even do that very well. The bottoms of each soft curve were in full view, or would have been if my other hand hadn’t been lifting the material, exposing a nipple, pinching it. 
 
      
 
    The orgasm was almost upon me, a veritable rush of energy that threatened to swamp me and my chest heaved as my body quivered. I’m the sort of girl that doesn’t handle sexual stimulation very well. It always excites me, regardless of my situation, and this was no different. The threat (albeit minimal) of being caught, the skimpy sluttiness of my attire, the press of my finger against my clit, the pinching of my nipple, hell - even the jeweled plug stuck up my ass. All off it coalesced into a sensation that was more freight train than pillow, and it was barreling right toward me. 
 
      
 
    Seconds before I was about to get hit, I stopped. 
 
      
 
    My God, that was hard to do. I sat on my hands, panting, hips jerking, trembling violently as the urge to off myself (sexually of course) surged through me. I wanted to cum. Needed to. It took me several minutes to manage a semblance of control and when the edge was complete and I was sure I wasn’t going to try to do anything stupid, I shifted my weight and pulled my hands out from under my butt. 
 
      
 
    Deep breath, Bre. 
 
      
 
    I glanced around out the windows. The sun was out and despite a sky filled with cotton ball clouds, Houston was already heating up to intolerable levels. It was only supposed to get to ninety degrees, but with the humidity, it was distinctly uncomfortable. Part of me was thankful I was wearing so little, but I admit I’d have preferred a pair of jean shorts and a tee shirt - or at least a sports bra. The valance like peasant blouse allowed for a lot of air flow, as did the entirely too short mini-skirt, but the con to that pro was that I looked like a desperate stripper. 
 
      
 
    Slowly I brought my leg back over the console, ignoring the dripping wetness between my thighs. My insides were a riot of stress, some from the unconsummated almost-orgasmic experience I’d just inflicted upon myself. But the rest of it came from the knowledge that I was about to do something utterly humiliating, totally insane, and would probably even cum in a very embarrassing manner. I felt my stomach churning and my ass tightened around the plug as I opened my bag. There were a few things inside it, but I grabbed the blue plastic one and tugged it out. A tinkle of metal accompanied it and I felt the chain and rubber tipped clamp slide against my finger. It was my pendant vibrator, a simple toy meant to stimulate a girl in diabolical ways. It was a bit larger than the typical vibrator that you might find dangling from a nipple clamp, and that was because it was meant for somewhere quite different. 
 
      
 
    Despite the wetness of my clit, the rubber jaws of the clamp bit down with sufficient strength and grip that I knew the half pound weight would stay where it was supposed to. The problem was that it lay, somewhat nestled, between my slick and open folds. I knew I had to turn it on, and considering just how charged I was, it would only be a matter of time before the buzzing toy clinging to my clit drove me right back up to the edge of orgasm, and probably right off into the abyss. But that was what Kari and Julie wanted. That was part of the assignment. 
 
      
 
    But just part. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, I left the pendant off and instead pulled from my purse one other item I needed. It was paper; a list, and I unfolded it. Huge, bold, black ink filled the page and I winced. If I opened this inside the store people a mile away would be able to read it. I swear, the font was like in 72 point. I told myself to look on the bright side. At least there were only a few items on it. Right? 
 
      
 
    I gulped. This was going to be awful. 
 
      
 
    It took me another five minutes to summon the nerve to even get out of the car and I slipped my bare feet into the nine-inch platform stripper shoes I’d brought. This made things even worse, since the shoes screamed “please! Fuck me stupid right now!” As I rose from the seat, gravity made the vibrator pendant change angle and suddenly it was hanging loose, banging gently against my petals. Frantically, my head swiveling from side to side, I switched the stupid little vibrator on and pushed my skirt down, unrolling the stretchy Spandex material down my thighs. 
 
      
 
    The vibrations going up into my clit made me whimper and I swallowed, struggling to keep my hands away from my pussy, or to give up and get back in the car in order to scream and cum. Instead I steeled myself, swung my purse over a shoulder, the paper list clutched in my hand, folded back up. Then, with unsteady steps, I turned toward the store, shut my car door, and began the walk of shame. 
 
      
 
    I made it maybe twenty steps, not even to the store entrance, before people were looking at me in shock. My pussy quivered as my cheeks turned scarlet, the ogling glances of surprise, disgust, and even animalistic hunger, sent my lower half into sexual hyperdrive. I could feel the juices leaking down my thigh I was so aroused. I marched resolutely forward and the doors whooshed open before me, cold air blastic against my skin so strongly that my nipples hardened. I could see the points beneath the light, cotton front of my peasant blouse. Air swirled between my legs and I turned, grabbing a cart and tugging it out. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t need to open the list to see what the first item was. I remembered. I headed toward housewares, acutely aware of people looking at me. One woman, slightly overweight and judgemental, glared at me angrily. Another woman; an inscrutable study. A man, walking nearby, nearly ran into a display, his eyes on me instead of where he was going. A stocker, putting peaches in a pile, eyes wide, mouth open in shock, misplaced a piece of fruit and it rolled, dropping to the floor in a wet, sweet, splat. 
 
      
 
    That’s how I felt. 
 
      
 
    Housewares was in the middle of the store and I hurried as fast as my stupid “fuck me shoes” would allow, disappearing from view in the warren of aisles. I still encountered a few, surprised souls, some who looked at me with disdain, others with astonished curiosity. But finally I managed to find the clothespins. And guess what? 
 
      
 
    They were on the bottom shelf. 
 
      
 
    I bent over, as instructed, from the waist, my fingers brushing the plastic bag containing the two dozen, wooden pegs. Under my breath I counted, trying not to look between my legs to see if anyone was behind me. Call it a test run perhaps, but when I got to ten I clutched the bag and picked it up. A glance over my shoulder assured me that I was alone and that no one had gotten a view of the vibrator pendant, my dripping pussy, or the jeweled base of the anal plug. I tossed the clothespins into the cart, fully aware that things were about to get harder. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t pull the list out because the next thing I needed wasn’t on the list. I had to find an audience, someone who would witness my “accidental” humiliation with aplomb, and who wouldn’t call the police. I started going up and down rows, looking for Mr. Right. 
 
      
 
    I mean, Mr. Right Now. 
 
      
 
    I found him three minutes later in electronics. He was stocking printer ink. Young, handsome, black, with a well trimmed outline of a beard, his eyes widened when he saw me. I pushed past him with my cart as his head swiveled, his eyes boring into my barely covered bottom. Then, as if I were checking out a particular box of refill ink for my printer, I bent over at the waist. 
 
      
 
    I could feel the Spandex stretch and lift up and from the slightly strangled noise the stocker made, I knew that he was getting an eyeful. The vibrator pendant seemed twice as strong at that particular moment and I’m shocked I didn’t cum right then. I counted to ten, silently, letting him get a really, really good view of my sweet spots. That was when I realized that bending over in the peasant blouse wasn’t good either. The material, meant to lay down over my breasts, fell away as booth boobs swung free. It was like stripping naked. I straightened up, even more flustered. I glanced back, only to see his frustration as his thumb swiped at his phone. That, more than anything, motivated me to move and I walked away at a quicker pace, leaving him behind. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes. My God. I wanted to cum! 
 
      
 
    Alone in the next aisle, I opened the list. Clothespins were listed first, followed by a cucumber, KY Jelly, then muscle cream. Great. Wonderful. Back to the front, in one of the busiest sections. Brilliant Bre. How the fuck do I get myself into these situations? 
 
      
 
    Slowly I walked back to the front of the store. Some of it was due to the fact I took alternative routes, trying to avoid other shoppers, not that I was actually successful. Another part was due to the fuck me stripper shoes I was wearing. And of course, the vibrator pendant clinging to my clit and banging against my pussy with every step was driving me absolutely bonkers. I focused on taking small steps and repeated the words “don’t cum. Please don’t cum,” over and over in my head. 
 
      
 
    Back in the produce section, the gawkers seemed to come out of the woodwork, staring at the hooker doing some prurient shopping before going to work. I went down the produce aisle and for a second I considered picking up something benign, like grapes, or strawberries, just to mitigate the way it would look when I got a cucumber. But no - I wasn’t allowed to buy anything but what was on the list. I stopped in front of the large, thick, slightly curved vegetables and picked out the largest, thickest, and curliest one I could find. I studiously ignored the folks around me, who were no doubt wondering if the nympho humiliation pain slut was hungry, or horny and knew that they could find out just by watching which hole I jammed the stupid cucumber in. 
 
      
 
    Despite leaning more toward horny, I knew that sticking the cucumber up my skirt was a bad idea for a number of reasons. I couldn’t cum. Sure, I wanted to. I needed to. Just as I was aware that the longer I tried to hold off the more likely I’d have an “accident.” But the produce section was not an appropriate spot, with or without cucumbers involved. So I dropped the vegetable into a bag, set it in my cart, and rolled away, hips swinging in an exaggerated roll. The vibrator pendant sent waves of pleasure up my spine and I bit my lip, struggling to control my urges as I went looking for another audience. 
 
      
 
    Step after step. I couldn’t take it. A minute after leaving the produce section I knew it was too late. I was going to pop. This was bad for a number of reasons. The first was that I happened to be in a public place. Second, per the assignment, I had to do it near someone. Third, there were consequences. Bad consequences. 
 
      
 
    You didn’t think I was holding off because I just didn’t want to cum, do you? 
 
      
 
    Realizing I was in trouble, I hurried down the aisle, back toward the main row going from front to back and followed an older woman into the baking goods aisle. She seemed oblivious to me, either not hearing the subtle but noticeable purr of the motor peeking out from under the hem of my skirt, or maybe deaf. Who knows? But I I got within ten feet of her just as the metaphorical freight train I was worried about earlier came barreling into the station, horns blazing. I gasped, eyes wide as my hand went to the V-shaped indentation at the front of my skirt. Through the material I felt the vibrator pendant shaking against my palm and I pressed on it hard. That pulled on my clit and the orgasm tripled in strength, a solid rush of all sorts of interesting and desirable chemicals squirting into my bloodstream. Energy surged through me, no doubt a result of all the adrenaline, even as an overwhelming feeling of sweet bliss blew away all my fears, my hesitation. Thank you Mr. Oxytocin. I felt a sensory satisfaction as my pussy squirted cum down my leg and onto the floor, the dopamine levels in my veins higher than a kite. I slumped, leaning against the cart, barely able to stand, a silly, satisfied grin on my face as my brain shut down, giving into just the physical sensation of euphoria. 
 
      
 
    It took maybe ten seconds for cognitive thought to kick back in, like an emergency generator trying to start itself up after a power outage, and when I looked up I saw the woman in front of me staring, as if I’d just done something totally unbelievable. 
 
      
 
    And disgusting. 
 
      
 
    She turned her head and hurried away as I let out an almost hysterical chuckle. My synapses were still sluggish and I shook my head. Whatever. 
 
      
 
    Then it hit me. I’d cum. Hard. And I hadn’t even managed to get to the freaking muscle cream. Not that I’d expected too, not with the edge out in the car and the fact that I’d come in her charged like a freaking bomb, waiting for someone to hit the boom button. I let out a deep breath. Still, I’d been hoping. I know it sounds odd to want the Icy Hot, but it would have made things so much easier. I looked down into the cart. The cucumber was a no go. There was no way I was going to pull that monster out of the bag and jam it up my empty pussy, though I admit that I seriously considered it. It would have felt amazing. But there were issues. It wasn’t washed. And what would I do when it was in? Without panties to hold it in place, I’d have to waddle around with my hand between my legs, or take tiny, itsy-bitsy steps, thighs pressed tightly together, desperately hoping that it wouldn’t slip out, all gooey, to land on the floor in a wet thump. 
 
      
 
    Oh stop salivating. I know. You wanted that to happen. But there are real consequences in this world to things like that. 
 
      
 
    So that left me with the clothespins. Carefully I opened the bag, trying not to tear it too much. Next came the issue of “using the item properly,” one of the conditions of the assignment. I bit my lip and looked around. Clothespins. “Used properly” in context with “Breanne, the Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” meant clipping them to various parts of my anatomy. And since my clit was already taken, that meant someplace else, someplace higher. I whimpered. Two someplace elses. 
 
      
 
    I pulled a pair of the wooden pegs out of the bag and glanced around. No one was in the aisle with me and I quickly brought the first clothespin up and under the peasant blouse. It wasn’t hard. The material barely covered my breasts and an errant breeze could have (and has before) blown the whole thing upward to my chin, exposing everything. So with my nipple hanging out and a clothespin between my fingers, I took a deep breath and resigned myself to my punishment. 
 
      
 
    There are basically three ways to put a clothespin on a nipple: from above, from below, and straight on.  Or maybe four, since I guess you could do it from the sides. But who would? It would look ridiculous. The most painful, at least in my opinion, is when the clothespins are clipped from the top. Gravity pulls on the pegs, or if you’re wearing a shirt, the material weight. Either or, the clothespin starts bending your nipple in half and it can be excruciating - way worse than alligator clamps or even clovers. The most humiliating however, is when the clothespins are placed straight on. Then you get the pain from the peg, plus the fact that your blouse will no longer cover your tits. Well, I could hardly walk around like that, could I? The peasant blouse would literally rest on the clothespins. So I did the cheapskate thing. 
 
      
 
    I went from the bottom. 
 
      
 
    I have absolutely no doubt that the edges of the clothespins were completely visible along the bottom edge of my shirt. I could feel my nipples throbbing almost immediately and I struggled to get a grip on myself and my reactions. The jeweled plug in my ass felt huge, the vibrator pendant buzzed, and now my breasts ached as the tips pulsed under the bite of the wooden vices. I was in a state. 
 
      
 
    And not a good one. That metaphorical freight train that had hit me just a few minutes before at high speed had come to a stop and was now in reverse, heading back my way. It was still slow, but I knew that engine was revving. I could hear it. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered to myself. 
 
      
 
    I still had to find an audience though, someone to get a good look at my sodden swamp and jeweled derriere. I walked as quickly as possible and the first guy I saw was in personal care section. I think he was getting shaving cream, but I’m not positive. I just walked past him. His eyes widened and he looked down at my butt. Ten feet away I stopped, glanced down at some deodorant, and started counting. I closed my eyes, imagining what he was seeing; the pink, wet folds of my sex, the crimson colored jewel right at my bottom, the blue dangling pendant, shaking and humming as it made my clit dance. 
 
      
 
    Nothing was said, but when I peeked back at him, cheeks burning, straightening up so that my skirt once more covered the secret delights, he smiled at me. It was a deep smile, an appreciative one, and it made me feel warm and good. I turned away, mostly because I was scared that any words I spoke would either ruin his opinion of me, or more likely, fuck up an assignment as I found myself whisked away for a dalliance.   
 
      
 
    KY Jelly. Focus Bre. 
 
      
 
    Each step was still a riot of sensation and the fact that I’d cum just a few minutes before only managed to take some of the heat out of the blaze. The vibrator pendant was still going, my ass was still stuffed, I was still walking around practically naked, in public, on a pair of shoes that only a stripper would wear. Oh, and did I mention my clothespinned nipples? They ached too, pulsing in time with either my steps or my heartbeat. I’m not sure which one. 
 
      
 
    I passed the condoms with a rueful grimace. Those were on my list, but further down, after the binder clamps. A few steps further and I found myself standing in front of the personal lubricants, a wide range of tubes and bottles and the selection of KY products were impressive. I checked the aisle - empty, so I reached up and grabbed the tube of warming jelly and dropped it into my basket. Taking a deep breath ached too much, so I settled for something less painful to the tips of my breasts and went looking for the next man to flash. 
 
      
 
    I found a customer in the men’s clothing area and I realized that this was probably the perfect spot. There were racks all around and almost from the moment I passed him he was more interested in trying to stare at me without getting noticed, than at the possible selections. I positioned myself near the wall of denim and then, without further ado, bent over. 
 
      
 
    The only thing that sucked about the whole thing was that I couldn’t see the reaction I was getting. All I knew was that his boots were pointed in my direction and he was standing stock still. In my head I counted, one one thousand, two one thousand, all the way up to ten, feeling the cool air swirl across my slippery folds, part of me wishing that he’d come up and put his fingers in me, the other hoping that he hadn’t noticed. I straightened up and our eyes met, his sparkling with pleasure, mine looking away as the blush deepened, all the way down to the tips of my clamped breasts. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t say anything and I bit my lip and rolled the cart away. The next item on the list was more than a bit disturbing. Binder clamps. I wasn’t thrilled with that item, but at least I knew where they were. I turned my cart back toward the office supplies area. 
 
      
 
    It occurred to me, that the list, and the order in which I was to “acquire” my items, was in and of itself, part of the torment. Kari and Julie wanted me walking back and forth across the store, exposing myself, drawing attention, flirting with sexual disaster. They knew that every minute I spent traversing the aisles back and forth increased the chances for more exposure, another orgasm, and that every fucking step would steadily push me. 
 
      
 
    I ignored a few more looks as I made it to the right section and I plucked a plastic container of black, binder clamps down from the shelf. They were big ones, easily large enough to hold a two-inch thick ream of paper together. I looked down at my cart: clothespins, cucumber, KY Jelly, and now binder clamps. I just had to hold it together for a just a little longer. No orgasms. Mostly because I didn’t want to be put in a position where I had attach a binder clamp to each labia. 
 
      
 
    I could feel the sensations in my pussy charging for another go at orgasm, so I knew I needed to do the flash as quickly as possible.  Each step was small, tight, and laced with a variety of sensations, all designed to make me go boom. I stopped by a stack of light bulbs for sale as my hips wriggled, trying to minimize the effects of the vibrator pendant. My clit felt sore and swollen, but the longing I was feeling was so acute, so grating, that it was like someone scratching on my nerves. 
 
      
 
    I settled for another stocker, this time in the automotive department. I don’t remember what I examined on the bottom shelf, but this time, with my ass hanging out, the glistening pink gash, the vibrator and the plug, not to mention the dangling clothespins and exposed tits, I heard a low whistle and “you shake it girl!” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t resist. He was so encouraging! So, with a four count still to go, I shook it, giving my rump a little back and forth, making it clear I’d heard him, that I was deliberately showing my pussy. The vibrator pendant ricocheted off my thigh, struck my labia, then hit my other leg, bouncing back and forth like a tennis ball in a Wimbledon match. Talk about a major mistake. That little movement snowballed. I gasped, hips jerking back and forth as my pussy tightened convulsively, wanting cock, or the cucumber, or anything. Then, much to my shock, his hand swatted my ass. It wasn’t a strong slap, but it made me straighten, whirling in shock. His grin was huge. “Wow,” he said. “Love the tits, and girl, dat pussy looks fine.” He said it wistfully. 
 
      
 
    I glanced downward, though I think it was more a reaction to being humiliated than because I had the presence of mind to check the stupid peasant blouse. Except I’m glad I did, because it had gotten caught on one of the clothespins. My hands snapped up, yanking the material back down over my glittering nipple and the padlock, not to mention the clothespins. 
 
      
 
    “Kinky, huh? You looking for something?” He asked suggestively. 
 
      
 
    “Condoms,” I replied without thought. 
 
      
 
    His grin widened. “Of course you are. They’re in personal care, by the pharmacy. Need me to show you?” He asked eagerly. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, blushing furiously. “Uh, no. I know where they are,” I said bashfully. 
 
      
 
    “I like the clothespins,” 
 
      
 
    The words popped out of my mouth before my brain even kicked into gear. “Yeah. Me too,” I said. Then I grabbed my cart before I ended up on the tile naked, pulling the guy down on top of me. The pendant between my legs jiggled, tugging on my clit and I left my admirer behind. My shoes, clacking loudly on the floor, belied my hurry. A moment later I was alone and I breathed a heavy sigh of relief, only to realize that the encounter had left me even more turned on than I was before. My pussy was demanding something inside it and I eyed the cucumber speculatively, only to shake my head, take a breath, and remind myself that it was a bad idea. 
 
      
 
    Condoms were next and since I knew exactly where they were, I hurried right on over to them. I managed to get those without attracting any more undue attention. But after the box was in my cart, I once more faced the chore of finding an audience. I didn’t want to go back to automotive, mostly because I was scared about what I might do; like beg the stocker for a finger fucking in return for a blowjob. Or hell, a backroom pokie would be nice. But that wasn’t what the assignment was about. I was supposed to be humiliating myself. So with a cart that looked more like a trip to Zone d’Erotica, I once more went looking for an audience. 
 
      
 
    Again, the staff at the store turned out to be more available than the shoppers, except this time it was a girl. She was about half my age, white, and covered in tattoos. Her hair was two different shades of green and despite the blue smock, I felt the Goth vibe very clearly. I moved past her down the aisle and stopped, not even bothering to check if she was looking at me. I felt the goosebumps go up and down my arms, the air swirling around the pendant vibrator, and my ass clenched around the plug. Slowly, I bent over, studying … okay, I have no idea what was on that bottom shelf. I was counting. One one thousand, two one thousand, three one thousand, four one thous…” 
 
      
 
    “”Your skirt’s too short,” came the girl’s voice, gravelly like a smoker. “You’re flashing everyone. But I guess that’s what you want, isn’t it?” The words came out scathing, like an accusation. I popped up, my arm already coming up to make sure the peasant blouse came back down properly. Our eyes met and I looked away, bottom lip caught between my teeth. She shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “Wish I had the balls to do that in public. But then, I’m not a skinny bitch like you.” She gestured at me. “How much are you charging?” She asked me cruelly. 
 
      
 
    I was about to protest,  but then shook my head. “I’m not.” 
 
      
 
    “Should be. So what are you doing?” She asked, giving me an even deeper appraisal. 
 
      
 
    The urge to turn tail and leave the store, even with the assignment incomplete, was almost too much for me to bear. I didn’t want to explain myself. Then the girl noticed the stuff in my cart. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” Her eyes went back up to my chest. “Are you some sort of slut?” 
 
      
 
    A fresh surge between my legs accompanied the accusation and I found myself nodding, tears filling my eyes. “Yes,” I whispered, clearly in distress. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. I’m doing an assignment.” 
 
      
 
    “An assignment?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded and held out the list. “I have to buy this stuff, and flash between items. And if I cum then I have to use one of them. Like the clothespins.” She grabbed the list from my hand and read it, eyes widening slightly. Then she looked at my shirt again. 
 
      
 
    “Wearing clothespins?” She asked roughly, with a jerk of her head. “Let me see ‘em.” 
 
      
 
    I stood there for a moment, but then my hand came up. My fingers clasped the edge of the peasant blouse and I lifted it, slowly, but surely. The vibrator pendant was nestled between my petals and oh my God, I wanted to fuck. I needed to get fucked. For a second we stood like than when suddenly, behind me, someone wheeled a squeaky shopping cart into the aisle. 
 
      
 
    My arm flashed downward, covering my breasts and the stocker girl quickly turned away. She dropped my list on the floor by her shoe and I glanced back over my shoulder. Another woman, older, was giving me a look that confused me. She appeared both appalled and wanting, as if she wanted to punish me for looking like that, but in a way that made such attire all the more appealing. I looked back at the stocker, then my list. Two steps, then I bent over, again at the waist, and retrieved my list. I knew when I did it that the woman at the end of the aisle, with the squeaky cart, was looking at me. I heard her gasp when my pussy, glistening, came into view, and when the vibrator pendant danced between my thighs. God only knows what she thought about the jeweled butt plug. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the list and straightened. 
 
      
 
    “Icy Hot is on the next aisle,” the stocker girl suddenly said. 
 
      
 
    I blushed crimson. “Thank you,” I said softly. Then I walked down the aisle and turned the corner. 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, muscle cream, of all kinds, were stocked on the next aisle and I quickly found a tube to my liking, chucking it into the cart next to the opened bag of clothespins, the cucumber, KY Jelly, binder clamps, and condoms. Ye gods, what a collection! I imagined using them all together, all at once and the surge of sexual energy I felt almost knocked me off my feet. For a second, just one second, I thought about doing it. What if I put the binder clamps on my slick petals? What if I wrapped a condom around that cucumber and slathered it in KY Jelly? How would it feel if I put a dollop of Icy Hot on each nipple, and again on my clit? What if I just sat down here on the floor, legs spread wide, fucking myself? My veins felt like they were burning and I shuddered as the raw need of another orgasm tore through me. 
 
      
 
    Oops. 
 
      
 
    I gripped a shelf and the cart, steadying myself as fluids dripped down my leg. My chest heaved passionately, my breaths short and strong as my body oxygenated itself. My body felt amazing, the fix I needed a sweet scent. And underneath the bliss, the knife edged scraping of more sensory overload. The vibrator pendant was buzzing. My ass was still plugged. My nipples throbbed. I was still in public, at the store, with just one more item on the list; ginger root. And that of course meant going back to the produce section. 
 
      
 
    But there was a problem. No one had witnessed my orgasm. 
 
    I bit my lip and looked around. Julie had been adamant about me being within ten feet of someone when I was cumming. I doubted that the stocker on the next aisle counted, nor did the woman I’d flashed when picking up my list from the floor. And that meant I’d just seriously screwed up. Hell, Julie hadn’t even specified a punishment for violating that rule. 
 
      
 
    I dug into my purse and pulled out my phone. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, princess,” Julie cooed. “How’s the shopping trip going?” She asked wickedly. 
 
      
 
    I looked around, making sure I was still alone. “It’s awful,” I replied. “I’ve cum twice and one guy even spanked me!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh? Really? Is your bottom red?” She asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I blushed furiously. “No!” I hissed. “It was just once!” I felt myself wrapping my arms around myself. 
 
      
 
    “Too bad,” she said disappointingly. “That would have been a nice little fringe benefit. So why are you calling?” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I had second thoughts. Why was I calling? To confess I’d fucked up? Am I nuts? 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, only to regret it instantly as I shuddered from the pain coming from the clothespins. 
 
      
 
    “I … uh … I accidentally came without an audience,” I blurted out, frightened that I might not have the guts to confess if I waited. 
 
      
 
    There was a momentary silence. “I see. Was it sudden?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Then I don’t see a need for you to do anything there at the store,” she said brightly. I heaved a sigh of relief, tension seeming to pour off me. “But …” she continued. “I do think that once you get back to your car, you should use all of the items you purchased, in their appropriate manner, and masturbate to orgasm. In the parking lot.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned. “Julie, please! 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s either that or go back to the office and I guarantee that Kari will make you do the same thing, and then hang you on the punishment frame in the closet for a pussy whipping. Your choice.” 
 
      
 
    Dejected, I whimpered into the phone. “Yes, Julie.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank me for punishing you,” she ordered me. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for punishing me, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    She hummed. “Maybe I need to come over tonight and whip your pussy anyway,” she mused. I didn’t reply. “So you’ve cum twice? What two items have you used?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I glanced down at the cart. “The clothespins,” I said immediately, my mind already whirling. “And I’m about to put on some Icy Hot.” 
 
      
 
    There was another long pause. “You mean, you came, and you decided to call me in order to delay your punishment?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “What? Oh no! No! Not in the least!” I stammered. 
 
      
 
    “Put it on. Now,” she said harshly. 
 
      
 
    I reached down into the cart and I grabbed the muscle cream. In less than a second I had it open, peeling the little metallic seal off the end. I faced the shelf, scared that someone would appear on either end of the aisle, and lifted the left side of my blouse, exposing the pierced, pegged, and throbbing tip of my breast. 
 
      
 
    “Is it on yet?” Julie demanded. 
 
      
 
    “No. Almost!” I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Well, do it. I want your tits burning.” 
 
      
 
    I squeezed a small dollop of the white cream out onto my nipple and with a finger, began rubbing it into the swollen, tender, crushed nub. I didn’t remove the clothespin and it wiggled up and down even as the tingling, cold sensation of pins and needles seemed to dance across my areola. Even as that sensation started to change into an intense heat, I lifted the blouse and repeated the process to my right nipple. The padlock danced along with the clothespin and the cool tingling seemed to spread outward from the clothespin bitten tip. A moment later, both nipples were burning, making me tremble. 
 
      
 
    “There,” I sniveled into the phone. “It’s done.” 
 
      
 
    “Both breasts?” Julie asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “And what about your clit?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    A surge of panic threatened to momentarily swamp me, the very idea of what Julie was asking making me tremble. 
 
      
 
    “M-my clit?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, your clit. You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut, remember? A masochistic one. So I want that stuff on your clit too.” 
 
      
 
    Under my skirt the vibrator pendant jiggled and twitched, sending even more tremors into my sensitive clitoris. My pussy was still soaked and dripping from the orgasm, not to mention the very new, intense, sexual sensations. I could feel it quivering, trying to clutching something that wasn’t there and I wished, not for the first time, that I had the guts to jam that cucumber deep into my cunt. My ass ached from tightening around the jeweled plug and I lifted the front of my skirt and dabbed one more application of Icy Hot, around the clamp of the vibrator pendant, right on my clit. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Fuck. I didn’t have to tell Julie I’d done it. She could hear the pitiful whines, moans, and blubbering as my pussy tingled and caught on fire. 
 
      
 
    I think I need to state something for the record: using any sort of menthol laden muscle cream, whether it’s a name brand or not, internally, is bad for you. You can get away with dabbing a bit on your clit, but for God’s sake, don’t use it as a lubricant. If you want the sensation inside you, there is some commercially available stuff called On4Her that won’t poison you. Or, if you happen to made of steel and can handle some cooking, you can always mix a very small amount of pepper oil with grapeseed oil and create a product I like to call “Stinging O”. The problem is that it’s always experimental. Different oils have different heats, so if you do that, be extremely careful. 
 
      
 
    I felt my knees buckle and I almost crashed back against the shelf. For a moment I stood there, my skirt hiked up, my pussy in full view and on fire, wobbling back and forth on the stupid high heels, until I sagged against the cart. 
 
      
 
    “Well, that sounds like a job nicely done. Can’t wait to hear all about this one!” She declared. Then, much to my surprise, she hung up. 
 
      
 
    I looked down at my phone, feeling like I was a piece of taffy stuck for all eternity on the pulling machine. Then a squeaky noise made me jerk my head up and there was that older woman again, staring at me. My hand quickly pushed my skirt down, but it was too late. She rolled her eyes angrily and turned tail, leaving me in the privacy of my aisle. Hell, she was probably going somewhere to complain about me. 
 
      
 
    With time running short I took stock. My cart was mostly full, the clothespins, cucumber, KY Jelly, binder clamps, condoms, and Icy Hot were all in place and ready for purchase. That left me with just one more item: ginger root. 
 
      
 
    Of course, there was one other task that had to be done. Another flash. And in my current state? Nipples and clit tingling? Vibrator roaring? I’d be lucky not to cum again. 
 
      
 
    It was a struggle to walk at that point. There were just too many things going on. I could feel the anal plug moving wetly in my ass. Evidently cum had streamed downward, across my perineum and around the jewel decorating my cleft. It wasn’t an unpleasant sensation, but it was a disturbing one, and it increased my sexual discomfort. The vibrator pendant was also an issue. I’d had it clamped and on my clit for over forty minutes and frankly, with two orgasms under my metaphorical belt, my clitoris was starting to sensitize. Not to any major degree. I could withstand quite a bit more, but you have to understand that when I get sensitive, it makes it easier for me to become aroused, not harder. The discomfort of my clit actually turns me on more. It’s a vicious cycle and might explain why I’m so fucked up in the head. 
 
      
 
    And my feet were hurting. Damn shoes. Whoever thought up the idea of high heels needs to be dragged out and shot. Wouldn’t flip flops have been better for this? Even without the four inch lifts, the heel itself would have been five inches tall. Okay, sure. My feet and ass looked amazing. But still - ouch. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to head to the produce section right away, so I worked my way back through the pharmacy department and into the baked goods area. Not the bakery, mind you, which was back down by the produce section, but chips, bagels, bread loafs and such were kept. I saw a number of people, most who looked at me like I was some sort of strange weirdo, willing to dress like a slut, and shied away. Some stared. I suffered and walked and suffered, each step another swirl of sexual enticement and torment. 
 
      
 
    It was a man this time, in the refrigerated section, near the back of the store. Eggs. Dairy. That sort of thing. He was studying the back of some carton, his thin, graying hair belying his age. Late fifties? Early sixties? He was dressed in a polo shirt and slacks, his shoes polished and pretty. I stopped my cart a few feet away, trying to figure out just how I could do this, when he noticed me. His eyes widened as he looked at my pink skirt, wet thighs, and I figured he could probably see the very edge of the vibrator pendant churning just below my pussy. Then his gaze went upward, across my bare belly and to the crescent glimpses of the bottoms of each breast, the wooden ends of each clothespin evident and visible beneath the hem of the peasant blouse. I felt my cheeks go red, the heat matching the chemically induced burning at each breast and between my legs. I didn’t even realize it, but my hips were swinging rhythmically, already trying to fuck myself into orgasm. 
 
      
 
    He took it all in, his mouth curling up into a grin and I twirled away from him, presenting my ass. No one was behind him and this was my chance. I faced the other way, and then, pretending to check a dozen eggs for cracks, I bent over at the waist. 
 
      
 
    A million thoughts flashed through my head as the cold air of the freezer suddenly was given unfettered access to my ass and pussy. I felt the waves of cold caress my folds and the heat of the muscle cream was suddenly halved as my nether regions were chilled. I forgot to count, holding the position, eyes closed, my blushing face cooling fast. I realized I could feel the cool air on my breasts too and I imagined them hanging free, straight down, the clothespins dangling from the tips, my stupid shirt waving free above my breasts, doing absolutely zilch to cover them up. 
 
      
 
    I could feel the pressure, building and cresting, past the boiling point. The pendant vibrator clinging to my scorched and cooling clit, the anal plug, my attire, the embarrassment, the clothespins dangling from my Icy Hot coated nipples, all of it was quickly becoming a growing tsunami, deep under the surface of the water, rolling up toward shore. Or, if you prefer the train metaphor, the station was just a mile away. I could sense it. For one long moment I tried to decide if I could hold out. Another orgasm? For fuck’s sake I’d just fucking cum not ten minutes before! 
 
      
 
    I straightened up and turned, seeing the delighted look in the older man’s eyes and my legs trembled. I realized I was past the point of logic, of rational thought. Too much had been done to me - or, more accurately, I’d done it myself, directed by others. Ordered to abase and abuse myself. And I’d gleefully, cheerfully, wantonly done it. 
 
      
 
    Then my pussy made the decision for me. For women, orgasms come in two flavors: vaginal and clitoral. Empty as I was, there was no way I was going to get the pleasure of a vaginal orgasm, not with the cucumber sitting in the cart. Both of the previous orgasms had been clitoral, which in my humble opinion, is the fast and dirty way for a woman to cum. For me, it’s all fire and ice, like scratching your nails on a chalkboard sort of orgasm. It’s abrasive, raw, and like an explosion on the surface of the sea, rather than as a depth charge exploding fathoms below. This orgasm was no different, my clit serving as the epicenter of that detonation. My knees shook and my chest heaved with the panting, short breaths that made my nipples hurt even more. I mewled as the waves of acute, stinging, biting pleasure took monstrous bites out of me and I gripped the handle of my shopping cart with white knuckles as my body folded slightly, my breasts once more popping out from under the shirt to hang free.  I hunched over, the orgasm sweet, and powerful, and overwhelming. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” the older man said, staring at me in astonishment. My loins quivered, shaking, my pussy fluttering around nothing, demanding more. I wanted to reach between my legs and rip the fucking vibrator pendant off my clit and jam it up into my pussy. But there was no way that would work. My hand let go of the cart handle, fingers questing for the cucumber, but then my brain asserted itself again, telling my hand to stop. Girl goo dripped from my pussy onto the floor, and on my leg and I looked up, panting desperately as the orgasm began to ebb. 
 
      
 
    “Miss?” The man said to me in a shocked voice. “Are you okay?” Maybe he didn’t realize what my problem was. I slowly straightened up, one arm wrapped across my breasts, pressing hard against the clothespins, just in case. I was shaking so hard that my teeth rattled. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I gasped. “I’m just, ah … fine. Okay. Yes. Thank you,” I managed to wheeze. He gave me a skeptical look, but then he began blushing. 
 
      
 
    “That’s quite an outfit,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I felt a trickle sliding down my inner thigh. I almost panicked. “Excuse me!” I replied hurriedly and grabbed hold of my cart. 
 
      
 
    “Are those clothespins hanging off your breasts?” He asked incredulously, suddenly putting two and two together. I glanced down. The fucking shirt had snagged again. My left nipple, in all it’s clamped, pierced and chemically tingly glory, was in full view. I tugged the shirt down, my face once more hot. I didn’t wait to answer him. I whirled the cart around and fled toward the bread and chips and a moment later disappeared into the paper towels and I didn’t stop till I got to the pet section. I stood there, alone in an aisle again, panting, struggling to control myself, humiliated at the mess I’d made, fluids dripping down my leg. 
 
      
 
    I realized I was standing next to one of the “cleanup kits” that hang on pillars throughout the store and I glanced around, mortified that someone would see me wiping at my upper thighs. With a handful of cum soaked paper towels, I found a trash can and tried to hide in the baby food area for a moment. 
 
      
 
    I was a mess. I reeked of sex, of cum. My makeup was undoubtedly runny, though I had eschewed mascara for exactly that reason. My entire body ached, whether it was from the clothespins, or the still shaking vibrator pendant, or the plug up my ass, or the shoes. My pussy was soaked and even now, after orgasm number three, I knew if that stocker offered to plug me I’d have been stripping off my clothes and finding a way to ride him in about a second flat. 
 
      
 
    But the good news was that I’d accomplished almost everything I had to do. I’d displayed myself, even if it had led to my third orgasm. That older gentleman had gotten a great view of my entire body, from my breasts to my toes. And he’d witnessed my orgasm, so I didn’t need to call Julie. Now I just had to get the ginger root and … 
 
      
 
    Fuck. The punishment. I’d cum again. A third time! I let out a groan and looked down into the cart. Clothespins? Already used. The cucumber? Oh gods yes, but no - I couldn’t! The KY? How? I swallowed when I saw the binder clamps. The box of condoms? Worthless. And I’d already done the Icy Hot. My heart thudded painfully when I realized what I had to do. 
 
      
 
    With a nail I slit the clear, plastic tape holding the binder clamp bin closed and I pulled two of the metal tabs out. First, I stretched the clamp. There is no way I’d put one freshly bought on my pussy, not without someone physically being there, forcing me to do it. Those things hurt and I had to be able to walk. So I bent it, multiple times, warping the black metal and changing it’s pinch into something almost as thick as my pinkie. Then I did the other one too. Satisfied with my alterations, I blocked the view with the shopping cart and pulled up my skirt. 
 
      
 
    A girl’s labia can be a delicate thing and mine is no different. It was moist, but not sopping wet, thanks to the toweling I’d given myself a minute before. I gently placed the binder clamp on the left side of my pussy, letting both the outer labia and a good bit of the puffy flesh around it, get caught up between the metal jaws. I let out a pained gasp. Evidently my alteration hadn’t quite been good enough and the discomfort was truly impressive. I hurried, quickly getting the second black vice on my pussy. I smoothed down my skirt and realized that I was well and truly fucked. 
 
      
 
    On a good day, the most I have to worry about is a wet pussy. But now I had a clamp on my clit, from which a four inch long pendant vibrator hung, banging along my now binder clamped labia. That’s a lot of hardware to be dealing with and my skirt pressed it back into my flesh, twisting it all slightly. Worse, the vibrator was rattling, loudly and obnoxiously, against the binder clamps. I put a hand to my mouth and let out choked sob, near tears. How could I cover this up? How could I hide it? And it wasn’t just the ginger that was the problem. I had to buy all this! I had to stand in a line! With other shoppers! Dressed like a fuck slut! They’d be able to hear the vibrator tormenting me. 
 
      
 
    I tried pressing my thighs together and immediately discovered that discomfort became actual pain at that point. I grabbed my cart and began the slow and excruciating task of headed back toward the front of the store. I hid in unfrequented aisles, staying away from the main thoroughfares, wincing as the tsunami of sensation between my legs worked once more to get me to cum.. Eventually I pushed through the makeup and darted as fast as my stupid fuck me shoes could carry me to the produce section. I knew right where the ginger root was kept and I plucked a few “hands” out of the bin and put them in a bag. 
 
      
 
    The noise of the vibrator rattling against the binder clamps seemed even louder in the produce section and I tried to hurry as much as I could. One woman gave me a weird look, then her face darkened as she took in my attire. I shuddered, my insides twisting, and not in a sexual way. This was awful. Horrible. I felt sick. I stumbled, caught myself, then pushed the cart. 
 
      
 
    It took me another minute to waddle over to the cash registers and I went down them, my face scarlet, my entire body trembling as my appearance got wide eyes and strange looks. One guy snapped my picture and I turned away just before he got a shot of my face. The hell with speed. I had to get out of sight. I picked a lane far down. Two people ahead of me. Loaded carts. With just six items, I could have gone to the express lane. But it was packed. Twice as many people would be looking at me, wondering what that clattering was. Biting my lip, I slipped into the line and stood there, praying no one would get behind me. That prayer went unanswered because not five seconds later the older man who had witnessed my third orgasm stopped behind me. His cart had just two or three items. 
 
      
 
    I looked over my shoulder, down at his stuff, then up at him and he smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, again,” he said warmly. 
 
      
 
    I pressed my thighs together, hoping the pain wouldn’t show. My legs muffled the sound of the vibrator though. I swallowed, a nervous look on my face as the vibrations were translated, not just to my clit, but my entire pussy. “Hi,” I said. “Again.” I gave him a smile and turned my back to him even as I wrapped an arm across my peasant blouse. He’d already gotten a good look at the clothespins on my breasts. I didn’t want him announcing it to the world. 
 
      
 
    “I like your outfit,” he said from behind me. It was soft enough, but I heard him just fine over the muted roar between my legs. 
 
      
 
    Heat washed up my cheeks. “Um,” I waffled for a moment. “Thank you.” I glanced back up the line. Neither of the ladies had noticed. Neither had the cashier. He was too focused on what he was doing. 
 
      
 
    “So,” he asked conversationally. “What were you here for today?” I felt him move closer. He leaned over and looked into my basket as he came around to the front of his little cart. “Oh my. Interesting.” 
 
      
 
    “What? Why?” I squeaked, not wanting to know why. 
 
      
 
    He grinned. “Well, it’s kind of obvious, right? What you plan on doing with all that?” He gestured at my items. “Clothespins? Condoms? Binder clamps? Guess you haven’t gotten enough, have you?” He tapped the KY Jelly. “Looks like you’re planning for a bit of fun.” 
 
      
 
    The vibrator between my legs seemed to be chewing on my clit. I didn’t even realize my breathing was coming in short little gasps. The woman ahead of me moved up to the cashier. 
 
      
 
    He leaned close to me. “Do you hear a rattling sound?” 
 
      
 
    I made another high pitched squeak. He stood right behind me, at the front of his cart. I didn’t answer him, choosing instead to concentrate on not having another orgasm. I couldn’t keep still. My ass kept tightening around the anal plug and my pussy clenched hard. The binder clamps dug into my labia, twisting them, tugging on the petals, even as the vibrator jangled and clattered between them. It all made the throbbing of my nipples pale in comparison. 
 
      
 
    
Then it was my turn. I started putting my stuff up on the belt and the cashier turned toward me, his eyes narrowed. He didn’t say a word, either ignoring my outfit, my barely covered breasts, the clothespins, the rattling, or the fact that I seemed tense. He rang up my items quickly and efficiently, bagging them all and never mentioning the fact that the clothespins’ bag seemed to be missing two pegs, or that the dozen binder clamps were short a pair. I opened my purse and slid my card through, but as I did that my list fell out. I snatched at it as it fluttered downward. I looked at it. As did the older man behind me. I gentleman would have picked it up for me, and I thought for a second he was going to do it. But then he grinned. 
 
      
 
    No one was behind him. Our eyes locked together and I knew exactly what he wanted, what I had to do. Slowly I tore my gaze away and turned. Then I bent over at the waist, my fingers reaching for the list. I felt it as I closed my eyes. 
 
      
 
    One one thousand, two one thousand, three one thousand, four one thousand … 
 
      
 
    “Miss? You need to put in your PIN,” the cashier called after another moment. I straightened up as I hit ten one thousand. I didn’t dare look at the man behind me. Or to the side. Whatever. I typed in my number, smiled my wooden smile, and thanked the man. I grabbed my bags and the cart and walked. The hell with the clattering, or the pain, or the fact that I was about to cum. Again. I didn’t scurry. I fled. Fast. Finally. 
 
      
 
    I made it back to my car and jammed the key into the door, opening it, tossing my purchase into the passenger seat without a care. I climbed in. The inside was sweltering, but I didn’t care. I turned on the engine and hot air came out of the vents. I spread my legs, whimpering, grimacing. My clit seemed to burn and a trickle of perspiration came down into my eyes. Too much… I grabbed the bag and opened the box of condoms, tearing open one frantically. Then I grabbed the cucumber and quickly covered it, even as I lifted my right leg, over the gear shift and into the right seat. I reached down and pressed the the tip of the condom-clad vegetable against my pussy, pushing the binder clamps out and aside. I threw my head back, mouth open, the other hand at my breast, twisting the clothespin, ready to impale myself and … 
 
      
 
    *rap*rap*rap* 
 
      
 
    I jerked at the sound of knuckles against my window, my hand jerking the cucumber out from between my spread legs. Frantically I pushed at the skirt. I don’t know if I managed to cover myself. It was him. The older man, a bag in his hand. He waved at me, a glowing smile across his face. Shocked, appalled, humiliated, I rolled down the window. The orgasm inside me was right there, ready to crest, the cucumber next to me, waiting. 
 
      
 
    “Hi. I just wanted to say that I really, really enjoyed seeing you today. And frankly, I just couldn’t help myself. Since you’re obviously alone, I was just wondering if you’d be interested in maybe a bite to eat or something.” 
 
      
 
    My nerves screamed at me and I looked at him. “Or something,” I whispered. I twisted in my seat and grabbed the bag holding all my purchases. I pushed it all out the window and into his surprised hands. Then I rolled up the window, turned off the car, and opened the door. I stood up with the cucumber in my hand, thrusting it toward him. He grabbed it in surprised, his eyes widening. I pressed myself against him, not caring if my skirt had fully concealed my clamped and vibrated slit, or if my peasant blouse properly covered me. 
 
      
 
    “Something,” I repeated. “You can use everything in that bag on me,” I groaned. “I think I’m going to cum.” 
 
      
 
    He wrapped an arm around me and pulled me close as I trembled. “Good. And then we’ll go to my place, and you can do it again, and again, and again.” The hand holding his bag and mine came up, covering me from view, but his fingers went up under the peasant blouse, finding my left nipple. He grabbed the clothespin and wiggled it. 
 
      
 
    “Cum now,” he whispered, pushing me up against my car. I gasped as I felt his other hand go down, lower and lower, the edge of the cucumber pressing against me. Our eyes met and he smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said, granting permission, for anything. 
 
      
 
    He pushed hard up into me, the thick, long, curling vegetable finally going where I’d wanted it all along. My eyes fluttered and rolled up into the back of my head as he held me up, my cum squirting over his fist. I could hear the rattle of the vibrator pendant as I clung to him, breathing hard.   
 
      
 
    As I shuddered, I remembered something Julie once said to me. “Remember, Bre. There is no problem that shopping can’t solve.” 
 
      
 
    Even me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Breanne, your assignment today is to go shopping. You will wear something both short and revealing. Your ass should be stuffed with an anal plug, and your clit should be tormented with your vibrating pendant. Edge before you start so you’re wet, desperate, and ready. After edging, go into a shopping store with your list. Get a cart and get every single item on your list. However, between each item, you will go looking for a man - be it shopper or stocker. Once you have their attention, position yourself in front of them and bend over, at the waist, in order to check an item on the bottom shelf. This should expose your anal plug and the vibrator pendant. And maybe if you’re lucky, your tits as well. Hold the pose for at least ten seconds. You may then go and get the next item. 
 
      
 
    In addition, the vibrator pendant will be on, so if you need to cum, you go right ahead. Just one rule - you must be in the presence of someone else - within ten feet of them - when you pop. You don’t have to say anything, but feel free to make noise to attract their attention. But there are consequences for cumming too. Can’t make it too easy, right? So every orgasm you have, there in the store, open one of the items you’ve come to purchase, and use it. Properly. Right there. Your choice. 
 
      
 
    Hopefully you manage to have three or four orgasms, because that would be really fun! - Master Brandon. 
 
      
 
    Oh, here’s your list of items: 
 
      
 
    Clothespins 
 
    Huge cucumber 
 
    KY Jelly 
 
    Binder clamps 
 
    Condoms 
 
    Icy Hot 
 
    Ginger Root 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _kh9i05x7bqti]Forced Exposure 
 
      
 
    The car jerked slightly as Alissa pulled into a parking space and I looked around. Green trees rustled in the hot, southern breeze and the scent of moisture, of wet earth, penetrated even the sealed and cool environment of the air conditioned car. White, baked concrete stretched in aimless paths through verdant, well-manicured grass, and a number of stately buildings, each looking prim and proper, stood at various squared off points of the compass. Better yet, those same sidewalks were mostly empty, with only a few, meandering students crisscrossing the campus. 
 
      
 
    I love summer break. 
 
      
 
    I glanced at my friend. Like me, she was wearing a pair of shorts, though admittedly hers looked cute. The denim cut completely covered her ass, leaving everything to the imagination, and thanks to her age, a full seven years younger than me, her blouse, tied just beneath her magnificent breasts and leaving her belly exposed, looked fashionable. Alissa could still pull off the teenager slut look. 
 
      
 
    Me? Not so much. There was no mistaking that I was a woman in my prime. My hips were too wide, my breasts full, lush, and heavy rather than perky. My limbs had thickened slightly, and only a daily battle with what I eat was keeping my middle from looking like a muffin top. I swear that sometimes I think I’m becoming a rabbit. All I have are salads. 
 
      
 
    My outfit did not compliment my form in any way, unless someone mistook my preferences for a desire to be identified as a porn star. The shorts, a gift from Julie, were tight and cut a little short, leaving half of each butt cheek exposed. I could feel the crotch of the stupid thing digging up into my body, the feeling of a permanent and uncomfortable wedgie a constant problem. 
 
      
 
    The shirt wasn’t much better. I’d worn it before. It was nothing but a kind of undershirt that some men like to wear; frequently called a “wife beater,” though I hate that name for it. Julie had gifted it to me a few years before, for an assignment, where it had been doused with enough baby oil to become permanently translucent in a few important areas. Worse, the shirt was meant for a man three times my size in height, and at least a hundred and fifty pounds wider. That meant that the shoulder straps were basically all that was covering my breasts, and the dip in the collar went well beneath my bosom. The wide arm holes meant that a ton of side boob was showing, and I had to be insanely careful on how I moved, lest I flash the world my top. 
 
      
 
    Which, unfortunately for me, was the whole point. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go!” Alissa said eagerly, switching off the engine and opening the car door. 
 
    I groaned. “Please, Alissa. Not here,” I said with timidity. My eyes were rapidly going back and forth, scared to be seen. 
 
      
 
    She sighed and got out of the car, only to look back in at me. “If not here, then where? You want to walk the Galleria like that?” She demanded. “Look, I’m trying to help you here. Do you want to fail this assignment?” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a torn look. “No! But … “ I didn’t know what else to say. 
 
      
 
    Alissa sighed. “I get it. I do. But I’m about a minute away from starting the timer on this thing. So if you don’t get your cute little ass out of the car and start shaking it, you’re going to end up handcuffed to a light post out here.” Her eyes sparkled. “Which, to be honest, I love the thought of. What an amazing punishment! Master Brandon sure knows how to flip your switches, doesn’t he?” 
 
      
 
    I frowned at that and grabbed the door handle. Alissa was right. This was probably one of the few places that I could get away with what Master Brandon, one of my online doms, had in mind. Inspired by one of Julie’s recent attempts to get me naked in a more public setting, Brandon had decided to force the issue. 
 
      
 
    Alissa let out an appreciative hum as she rounded the car and got another good look at me. I was wearing a pair of high heeled sandals, as well as the slave bell anklet Kari had gifted me. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s make sure everything is working,” Alissa said smartly, reaching into the small canvas bag she was carrying. I watched with trepidation as she pulled out a small, purple key fob sized device, equipped with two sliders. Then with a knowing smile, she slid the first one up, just a bit. 
 
      
 
    The response was instantaneous. Inside me, a four inch long, purple plastic cock began corkscrewing around, deep within my pussy. I gasped, my sex tightening in rhythmic, immediate, sexual response and my hips jerked forward with lewd spasms. Then the cock stopped, still embedded, still exerting pressure on my slit, but no longer moving. I let out a soft whimper. 
 
      
 
    “Yep, the rotation function works,” Alissa said smugly. “Now let’s check the vibration.” She slid the other control upward. 
 
      
 
    This time an entirely different sensation permeated my pussy. Soft, but intense and direct oscillations seemed to reverberate through my vagina, shaking the dildo that just a moment before was trying to turn my slit cream into slut butter. The minor earthquake wasn’t just inside me. It was also rumbling directly over my clitoris, the thick, motorized base of the sex toy impaling me pressed tightly against the sensitive, pink nub. I gasped, eyes widening, a powerful surge of sexual energy shooting through me, making my nipples tighten even as I resisted the urge to shudder. 
 
      
 
    Alissa turned off the vibrations and I let out a dark moan, eyes closed. This was going to be awful. 
 
      
 
    “Yep. The Rotating Venus Penis is working just fine,” she said in satisfaction. “I’d test full power, but I don’t want to give you an edge.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “What? I have to edge too?” I gaped. 
 
      
 
    Alissa gave me a confused look. “What? Oh! No! That was a figure of speech. You know? An edge on what you’re trying to accomplish?” 
 
      
 
    I stared at her, still dealing with the fluttering of my insides as my lower half tried to cope with the cessation of stimulation. It wasn’t a pleasant feeling. 
 
      
 
    Alissa gave me a sheepish grin. “Well, never mind. Are you ready?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” I replied sullenly. 
 
      
 
    “Good! Let’s start walking!” She announced, nodding her head across the sunlit campus. I slipped my oversized sunglasses on and stared. This was awful. I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. Then Alissa’s hand was on my back. “Time started ten seconds ago,” she said softly. “In fifty-nine minutes and a few seconds, I’m going to cuff you with your back to a light pole. Cumming non-stop. So if you want to avoid the punishment, then you better start walking that tight, little ass of yours down the sidewalk and look for an opportunity.” 
 
      
 
    I realized I was close to hyperventilating and struggled to slow my breathing. I glanced at her and nodded. “Okay,” I said finally. My pussy was tingling and I could feel the wetness seeping out around the RVP, soaking the shorts. “I’m ready.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa smiled. “Me too,” she said, holding up the remote control she’d just used to excite me. “Let’s find someone to flash!” 
 
      
 
    We started walking down the path and even though no one was in our immediate direction, I felt eyes on me. We weren’t alone, but then nearest guy was a hundred or so feet to my right, staring hard. I knew, without a doubt, that he was looking at us. I mean, why not? Community college campus, hot girls, summer, red hair, bells ringing lightly with each step, and their clothes! Hell, that redheaded girl’s tits were practically falling out of her top! 
 
      
 
    We got to an intersection and my instinct was to head away from the guy, but Alissa turned us toward him. I have no idea if he changed direction too, but suddenly I was presented with the opportunity both Master Brandon and Alissa had intended. 
 
      
 
    “Here we go,” Alissa said, matching my unusually slow pace, her thumb ready. “Go for it.” 
 
      
 
    I took another step, my hands shaking. 
 
      
 
    “Now Breanne,” Alissa said again, slightly more urgent. 
 
      
 
    I took another step, my hands still quivering. 
 
      
 
    “Bre,” Alissa hissed. “Now!” 
 
      
 
    The guy’s eyes were wide as he passed us, and I caught him giving me a side glance, trying to catch a glimpse of nipple. Then we were past and I let out an explosive gasp as I started breathing again. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” Alissa demanded softly, looking back over her shoulder. The guy was literally walking backward, eyes glued to my ass. “What the hell was that about?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I’m sorry! I just couldn’t! It felt so wrong!” 
 
      
 
    Alissa rolled her eyes. “For fuck’s sake, Bre. The idea is simple. Every time you flash your tits to someone I turn the RVP on, full power. And might I remind you that you’ve only got an hour or we get out the handcuffs? And fifteen minutes is right around the corner too. Imagine flashing like that? Huh?” She sighed. “So you need to get with the picture.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Yes. Alright,” I replied. We walked another ten feet. 
 
      
 
    “Um, Bre?” Alissa said. “You might want to pick up the pace.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a grumpy look. “Yeah? You might try walking around with something stuck up your pussy, not to mention a fair sized anal plug jammed up your ass.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa’s mouth was a straight, grim line. “For your information, I happen to be following NHPS Rule #1 right now.” 
 
      
 
    That made me blink. “What?” I said, coming to a halt. 
 
      
 
    Alissa nodded. “Ben wa balls. They’re driving me nuts. Every step. Right now, I want to pull you out into the grass, strip us both naked, and then pour suntan oil over your body and just rub myself against every part of your body.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at her. “Um. I’d need sunscreen. 50 spf.” 
 
    Alissa rolled her eyes. “Breanne! I’m trying to tell you that I’m feeling what you’re feeling!” 
 
      
 
    Now it was my turn. “I am not wearing ben wa balls. I’m stuffed with the RVP, wearing shorts so tight that walking is making it rub against my pussy. Not to mention the anal plug. And I’m the one who has to bare my breasts in order for my handler to turn on the RVP, just so I can cum. Once.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa shrugged. “You’re the one claiming to be a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah? What are you?” I asked as we started walking again. 
 
      
 
    “I’m just a nympho pain slut,” she said smugly. “I leave the public embarrassment to you.” She nodded her head. “There’s another one. Try this time? Please?” Her hip pushed on mind, altering my trajectory a smidgen and the next, very young looking college student approached, his pace slowing as his eyes widened. 
 
      
 
    “Now Bre,” Alissa whispered. “Do it!” 
 
      
 
    And this time, I did. 
 
      
 
    My hand came up and snagged the collar of the shirt, which was admittedly just a few inches above my belly button. The white, already translucent material dipped and stretched and then my left breast emerged, the pierced tip flashing in the sunlight. The boy’s expression of shock turned to definite pleasure and I probably would have smiled at him, except just at that moment the RVP hummed into life, and not at the kitty purr level Alissa had used on me before. This time the motor roared and my pussy went into full lockdown mode, fluttering and convulsing around the four inch cock, which by the way, was not rotating. 
 
      
 
    Energy surged through me and my hips jerked as I gasped, eyes closing. But then the motors stopped, leaving me breathless and wanting. I stumbled to a stop, my loins still palpitating in time with the now silent vibrations. I opened my eyes to see Alissa, a beaming smile on her face. My hand was still grasping the shirt, my left tit hanging out. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” I asked, panting heavily. “Did you stop it?” 
 
      
 
    Alissa shrugged. “We walked past him. No one is looking.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re looking,” I said pointedly. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t count. So put your breast away.” 
 
      
 
    I quickly covered up, suddenly self-conscious. We walked a bit more. 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you turn on the rotation function,” I finally asked. 
 
      
 
    Alissa gave me a sly look. “Because you only exposed one breast. You do the left side, I turn on the vibrations. Do the right side and I’ll turn on the rotation. Do both, and maybe you’ll manage to cum.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a frustrated look. “That was not specified in the assignment. I just had to flash,” I protested. 
 
      
 
    Alissa shrugged. “Well, I got my instructions from Mistress Julie, so this is the way I will do it,” she said with a note of finality. “Oh. Look. Here comes another one. Remember, both tits this time.” 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, heading right toward us, between two of the buildings, came another student. Except this time it was a girl. I struggled with it. I did. Not that I’m shy about showing off to a woman. But guys are more accepting of this kind of stuff. I had to make a decision. She eyed me as we got closer, her stare open and rather off putting. 
 
      
 
    “Now Bre,” Alissa whispered as the distance shrank. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Not her,” I said back, out of the corner of my mouth. As we passed her I thought I heard the girl mutter the word “sluts.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa glanced back. She’d been closer and I saw the look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Pretentious self-righteous bitch,” she said, and not softly either. The girl whirled, flipped us off, and then went on her merry way. 
 
      
 
    “Alissa,” I chided. “That wasn’t very nice. Besides, it wasn’t like she was wrong. We are sluts.” 
 
      
 
    “It was her tone,” Alissa declared. “She meant it in a derogatory form.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and we kept walking, though at a very slow pace. “But isn’t that sort of the point?” I asked. “We choose this form of sexual self-expression because the denigration makes us wetter?” 
 
      
 
    Alissa gave me a grumpy grunt, but I could see that she agreed. “I suppose so,” she admitted. “Still, I’m a person.” Then she gave me a smile. “But you? You seem to have a different philosophy.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I’m torn. Half of me totally agrees with you. I’m a person, with value, intelligence, and an opinion. I’m talented. I’m competent. The other half recognizes that a part of me wants to be a sex object, to have no value other than what my body can provide someone else. The very act of submitting makes me so aroused that I can’t even think straight.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” said Alissa. “Because another boy is walking toward us and I think you should provide some of that value right now. Show him both tits this time.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up and she was right. Another student. He was ogling me mostly, but his eyes kept skipping back to Alissa.  I understood that. Men pick up on visual cues. Alissa, though prettier than me, was dressed cute, even with the bared belly. I, on the other hand, was oozing sexual attraction like a crushed oil tanker leaks oil. My attire screamed “come get me” and even the fact that I was the lesser of the two, I’m the one that garnered the most attention. 
 
      
 
    When he was fifteen feet away I did it. I reached up, snagged the material of my shirt, right in the center, and tugged it down. This time both tits flopped out, the gold padlock dangling from my right nipple, the piercing glistening. His mouth dropped open as we continued to walk toward him. Of course, just then, the RVP went into full “let’s try to make Bre cum” mode. I stumbled as my loins jerked and my entire body hummed loudly with pleasure. Waves of pressure exploded up through my lower half and I knew that if I could just keep that going for two or three minutes I’d pop like a corn kernel on a hot plate. 
 
      
 
    “Nice!” I heard him say as we passed and I turned, giving him a smoldering look, practically ready to drag him to the ground and mount him. 
 
      
 
    Then the RVP went silent. 
 
      
 
    Having it go off was almost as traumatic as having it all go on. The churning stick in my pussy went still and the vibrator motor shut off. I came to a halt, standing there, trying to make things work. Alissa put her hand on my arm as I slowly pulled my shirt up. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. “This is awful.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa laughed. “Of course it is. Are you close to cumming yet?” She asked me. 
 
    I took stock. I was dripping. Literally. I could feel moisture on my thighs. My entire body seemed to tingle with pressure. But was I on the edge? Not really. I mean sure, with two or three more minutes I’d be flying. But if she kept turning off the damned RVP I wasn’t going to get there for a long, long time. I shook my head. 
 
    “No. Not yet,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Good! I’m so glad. Frankly, I want to cuff you to that light post and …” she was interrupted by a shrill beeping. She tugged out her phone and glanced at it. “Oh goody! The first fifteen minutes are up! You know what that means!” She declared. 
 
      
 
    I glanced around. “Alissa? Can we find someplace private for this?” I begged her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh nonsense. Here is fine. And if someone comes along, then I’ll turn on the RVP for you. Who knows? Maybe this is the catalyst you need to cum?” She dropped her phone back in the canvas sack and pulled something else. Two something elses. I swallowed as she waved the wooden clothespins under my nose. “Bare them again, sweetheart!” 
 
      
 
    I tugged down the front of my shirt, but not before looking left and right again. I ignored the windows of the building. God only knows how many people were watching. But with both tits hanging out, I presented myself to Alissa and braced myself. 
 
      
 
    Clothespins are not the worst type of clamps you can have hanging off your nipples, but they aren’t the easiest to endure either. Alissa clamped both pegs from the bottom, so that they hung down from my nipples, and I pulled my shirt back down over them. The bulge and discoloration was obvious, right through the shirt and no one would have any questions about what I had hanging from my tits. I gave Alissa an appreciative look. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for not putting them on straight,” I said, truly grateful. I could feel the pressure and my nipples were already starting to throb. 
 
      
 
    Alissa gave me a steady glare. “You’re an idiot.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Excuse me.” 
 
      
 
    “I originally wanted to put them on straight. I was told not to. And it makes more sense.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth dropped. “What? But … but … they would have hurt more!” 
 
      
 
    Alissa nodded. “Exactly. Think about it. If I’d put them on straight, would you have been able to lower your shirt?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “It would have hurt. A lot.” 
 
      
 
    She waved her hand at my now covered breasts. “Encouraging you to expose your tits. You’d have had them hanging out because the shirt would have bent the clothespins downward. That would have hurt. So I’d have turned on the RVP. You would have cum. And you’d never get to the cuffing point. And Julie and Master Brandon all want you cuffed to that light pole. at this point, so do I.” 
 
      
 
    I gulped. “That’s … that’s an awful lot of strategic thinking, all for my benefit.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa grinned. “Well, some people like to think of you as a sex object, whose sole purpose is to suffer extreme humiliation and sexual torment for their pleasure.” She put a hand on my arm. “Note ‘their’? That means many. And I might also mention that you allow them to treat you in such a manner for free.” She leaned back. “Nympho humiliation pain slut.” It came out with a satisfactory smirk. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help it. I laughed. Alissa did too. Then it devolved into giggled. Two girls, giggling in the shade of a live oak, near a college building, both stuffed with sex toys, one wearing clothespin on her almost exposed breasts. 
 
      
 
    “Alright,” I said breathlessly a moment later. “Come on. We’re wasting time.” 
 
      
 
    She giggled. “You’re wasting time. I’m spending it. Remember, I want to …” 
 
      
 
    “Cuff me to a light pole,” I finished. “Yes. I remember.” 
 
      
 
    She pulled her phone out of the canvas bag. “Well you’ve got ten more minutes before I take the clothespins off and put on the clover clamps. So keep that in mind.” 
 
      
 
    “Right. Let’s go flash boys,” I declared. I turned resolutely down the path and began walking. 
 
      
 
    I had no idea where I was headed. I’d never even been to that community college before. This one was on the northside of Houston, near the apartment Alissa shared with Mistress Sara. All I knew was that I was trotting down another sidewalk, out into the hot morning sunlight, nipples throbbing with every labored breath, all while my pussy tried to throttle an unmoving hunk of plastic and silicon buried in the dark wetness. 
 
    No one was around. 
 
      
 
    “Where the fuck is everyone?” Alissa grumped. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “What time is it?” 
 
      
 
    She lifted her phone again. “Eight minutes till I swap your clamps.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed in exasperation. “No. What time is it?” 
 
      
 
    She glanced at the phone again. “Oh. It’s 10:48.” She blinked and looked up. “Oh.” 
 
      
 
    My face was white. I had two minutes. Sure, it was summer. But school was still in session. They had summer courses. And the 8:30 classes were all about to let out. 
 
      
 
    “We need to get somewhere a little less exposed,” I said. I turned tail and moved as fast as my high heeled sandals, the anal plug, the RVP, and the tight little shorts would let me. My bottom, half hanging out, wiggled madly. Alissa caught up a moment later. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! Bre! Let’s think this through!” She declared. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not flashing my tits for a gaggle,” I declared strongly. “One I can handle. Sort of. But not a bunch.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa leaned forward and grabbed my arm, tugging me to a halt. “Are you kidding me? You’ve been displayed at a mock crucifixion naked in front of like seventy people! How is this a problem?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. “That was different. It was Zack’s fraternity.” 
 
      
 
    “And their friends and girlfriends. It was a fuck fest!” Alissa retorted indignantly. 
 
    “Alissa! I can’t!” I practically blubbered. 
 
      
 
    “And where are we supposed to go?” She demanded. “There aren’t any niches or anything? Do you want to go into a building?” 
 
      
 
    I gulped. Any one of them could be worse. I glanced around. “There. Over there by that tree,” I said, pointing. Alissa eyed it and we stepped off the paved walk and onto the grass. I led the way. The tree itself was only a few feet away from the brick wall and I crossed my arms as we stood waiting. The seconds ticked by. 
 
      
 
    “This is stupid,” Alissa declared. “Pull up your shirt. Or better yet, go lay down in the middle of the grass and take it off.” 
 
      
 
    “Over my dead body,” I muttered. Then a door opened. The building across from us. One student. Then another. Then a ten of them. I wrapped my arms close as I felt eyes cross us, but with arms blocking the view and my ass to a brick wall, I wasn’t giving off the signals that screamed “look at me! Here I am! Fuck me stupid!” I wasn’t even moving, so no ringing bells from the anklet either. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” whispered Alissa. “Pull up your shirt!” More students emerged from the building, and now elsewhere. “This is your opportunity! You’ll be cumming in minutes! Seconds even!” 
 
      
 
    And I stood there. Trembling softly, arms wrapped around my breasts. 
 
      
 
    Students crossed the turf, the sidewalks and began disappearing. A few more came in from other sides, but their backs were too me. Slowly, after a few more minutes, the steady flow became a trickle. I glanced to my left. One boy, walking down the path right in front of us. I swallowed, glanced around. Then I twisted my body and our eyes met. I pulled down the front of my shirt. 
 
      
 
    Sweet bliss exploded between my legs as both of my breasts popped free of the simple top. Swirls of pleasure, mixing sweetness bloomed between my thighs. I gasped, panting heavily, almost swooning as the nineteen year old boy stumbled, stopped and stared. We stood like that for ten seconds. Ten amazing, incredible seconds where my pussy was subjected to the best possible sexual stimulation a battery and two electric motors can provide. 
 
      
 
    “That’s actually not really fair,” Alissa muttered. But the RVP stayed on. 
 
      
 
    Then the boy swallowed, grinned and moved off, turning away from me. The second his eyes went to the ground Alissa turned off the RVP and I let out a passionate groan of disappointment. I wasn’t right there, ready to blow, but I was getting freaking close. 
 
      
 
    “Turn. Turn to your right! There are four of them coming!” She urged. 
 
      
 
    I turned again, this time to the right and there, walking across the diagonal toward the other building doors, were four boys. Two of them were giving me and Alissa some pretty hard core looks. 
 
      
 
    I smiled, the need to feel the pleasure again finally overwhelming my conservative streak. I lifted my shirt and once more felt the injection of an icy and fiery movement inside me. Alissa had again turned on the RVP, full power, both functions, swirling and shaking inside my tight shorts. 
 
      
 
    I stood there as they came to a stop, gaping and watching, tapping their friends on the shoulders. I trembled, closing my eyes, nipples throbbing, the clothespins wiggling as I sucked in breath after breath. 
 
      
 
    The RVP didn’t stop. It kept going. Going and going and going and then … 
 
      
 
    Then I came. 
 
      
 
    It was pure heaven. Luscious. Sinful. Decadent. I shuddered and moaned, swinging my hips as waves of orgasm sluiced through me. I was shredded and torn, opened and slivered, until finally I hit some pinnacle of ascension, enraptured as my body gave in to the music, my veins afire. I felt my toes curl against the pads of my high heeled sandals and I cupped my breast left breast with one hand as I mashed my right against the base of the RVP, underneath my shorts. The resulting tide was overwhelming and I swayed dangerously. Then every thought in my head disappeared. Nothing was there but the devastating destruction left by the surge of natural chemicals, leaving a jubilant and smashed pathway through my synapsis. 
 
      
 
    The RVP didn’t shut off, but it did go to low and my knees buckled. Alissa grabbed my arm, keeping me from toppling over. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, Bre? You might want to cover up. Come on. Cover up, girl.” 
 
      
 
    I felt a hand tug at my shirt and I blinked. The boys were still there, staring at me. Alissa hurried and turned me away. “Come on, Bre.” She grabbed my hand and I found myself being pulled down the concrete path, away from the little confluence of orgasm, audience, and me. 
 
      
 
    The RVP was still on, churning in my hot little pussy and walking wasn’t helping. The orgasm left me weak, but those coals were still smoldering, tiny bits of fuel thrown back on with each step. We crossed back between the two buildings, then Alissa turned us back toward her car. She was hurrying. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled lazily, feeling really, really good. “I did it,” I said smugly. “I came.” 
 
    Alissa seemed irritated. “Yes. Yes. Good for you,” she muttered, hauling on my arm. “So get in the car.” She pushed me toward the door and went around to the other side. 
 
      
 
    “Happy?” I asked her with a grin. 
 
      
 
    She climbed in as I settled into my seat and she shook her head. “We should have seen that one coming,” she muttered. “Well, another time.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “You’re just upset that I didn’t get cuffed to a light pole.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa growled as she threw the car in gear. “Don’t tempt me!” She said. 
 
      
 
    So I shut up, closed my eyes, and smiled. 
 
      
 
    I beat them. Finally. 
 
      
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Curious how this was supposed to happen? Here’s the assignment! 
 
      
 
    Bre, for this assignment you will need a new pair of super tight short shorts - specifically a set that leaves a good portion of your ass hanging out. Combine the shorts with a too big halter top that only barely covers your tits and is constantly threatening to fall off, exposing you at random moments, and I will be happy. Do not wear a bra or panties, though I think flip flops or sandals will work. 
 
      
 
    Stuff yourself with your RVP as well as a comfortable anal plug. Zip the shorts tight around your hips. 
 
      
 
    Proceed to a public place with someone, preferably another submissive, who has control of the RVP . Your task is to walk and cum, however, the person holding the control unit will only turn on the RVP if you are flashing your tits. Intensity and function is at their discretion. 
 
      
 
    That said, this isn't supposed to be a walk in the park, so we will encourage you to flash, thus enabling you to cum, by hurting your breasts. After the first 15 minutes you will allow your companion to hang a pair of clothespins on your nipples. At 30 minutes your companion will exchange the clothespins for clover clamps, and at 45 minutes the clovers will be exchanged for alligators. 
 
      
 
    Should you take longer than an hour to cum, I will assume that your heart isn't in the assignment. At 60 minutes your companion will place a set of handcuffs on you, securing you to a public bench, railing, or light post. They will then activate the RVP at full power, non-stop. You will of course cum in front of everyone, but you will NOT be given the key to free yourself, or have the RVP turned off, until you remove your halter top, exposing your tits. So if you take this route, eventually you'll have multiple public orgasms, humiliating yourself thoroughly, until your pussy can't take it any longer and you strip, just to relieve yourself of the tension. - Master Brandon. 
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    I parked my car in the driveway and looked over at the bungalow style house. It had been several months since I’d last been to Mike’s place and I admit that I felt a little bit of trepidation as I stood before the brick and wood structure. Last time I was here he’d strapped me down to a piece of MDF covered plywood. Admittedly, the orgasms I’d endured were rather impressive, but Mike’s place was sort of a testing lab, where he indulged in creating devices designed to sexually torment women from one extreme to another. And since I was the most willing of all the masochistic submissives he knew, generally eager to mount whatever, god awful new thing he’d created, provided there was some reasonable assurance I wasn’t going to be leaving body parts lying around, I’d get a call. 
 
      
 
    I’m a human, sexual, guinea pig.  
 
      
 
    The last time I’d gone to Mike’s place, I’d shown up wearing gym shorts and a tee shirt. Then I’d been thoroughly castigated for not dressing “slutty” enough. So this time, while still sitting in my car, I slipped out of my shorts and panties, tossed them into the front passenger seat, and then followed up with my top. That left me completely naked, and except for the ben wa balls I had stuffed inside me, all I still needed to do was slip my bare, little feet back into the flip flops and scurry my exposed ass up to the door. 
 
      
 
    Which I did. 
 
      
 
    I stood on his stoop, glancing back over my shoulder for less than twenty seconds, but it felt like a lifetime. Mike appeared, his eyes widening as he caught sight of me, then got even bigger when he realized that not only was I naked, there was no sign of my clothes. At all. He loomed in the doorway, blocking my entrance. 
 
      
 
    “Where are your clothes?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I jiggled a little, impatient and just a little worried someone was going to call the cops about the girl violating the state’s public nudity laws in their neighborhood. “In the car. Can I please come in?” 
 
      
 
    He blinked. “Yes, but I’m curious. Why strip there?” He stepped back, letting me in. I scurried by. 
 
      
 
    “Because last time you gave me flack about being inappropriately dressed,” I retorted, moving out of the hall and into the living room. I was half scared I’d find another piece of MDF covered plywood, but this time the coffee table was just a coffee table and there weren’t any power tools or pliers immediately available. 
 
      
 
    “So this time you went with no dress at all,” he finished. I could see the gears turning. “Okay. I can deal with you being naked and showing up that way.” He gave me a smile and opened his arms. “How about a hug?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed and went to him. He was warm and the inside of his house was cool. “How about you jam yourself inside me and see if you can shoot me to the moon with just your spunk?” I replied good-naturedly. 
 
      
 
    Mike laughed and then let me go. “Well, as fun as that sounds, I need your help.” He gestured at the hallway. “In my workshop.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned. “Machine testing? Again?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Hey. It could be worse. It could be the Iron Maiden, right?” 
 
      
 
    I sort of shivered when he said that. Mike had confessed to me that he’d created an Iron Maiden, a real one, except one designed not to kill the occupant. Instead of iron spikes, the inside of the chest piece was covered with long needles, each positioned to penetrate deep into a woman’s bosom, rather than cause massive internal trauma to her organs. Add a similar patchwork for the rear, and a crotch piece that would have tenderized the labia with a bristle brush pad of spikes, and you can understand my worry. I’m not into bleeding and this device would have seriously violated my personal limits. 
 
      
 
    And yet … I admit to a certain curiosity. I also knew that he’d designed it for one person in mind, measuring me specifically and then using a model to form the chest piece. It wouldn’t fit anyone else. Probably. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not the Iron Maiden, right?” I said cautiously. 
 
      
 
    Mike’s gaze softened. “Of course not, Bre. You know I wouldn’t use that on you, at least not without your permission.” He shrugged. “But I do have something new that I’m calling a ‘Pressure Fucker’.” 
 
      
 
    I screwed up my face. “Please tell me we aren’t going all water bondage?” I’ve had my clit hosed before and while I can deal with it, that particular means of sexual torment isn’t my first choice. 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “No. No. No pressure washers. Just… well… wait and see!” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and then shook my head, dismissing protests and questions, and headed down the hall. Mike was a widower and while there were signs everywhere that Julie had practically moved in, the master bedroom was still a workshop, the walls lined with benches. The carpet had been removed, leaving the concrete pad exposed. In the very center, on a raised wooden platform, was a post. 
 
      
 
    It was adjustable in two spots. The bottom half was a metal casing, squared and smooth, and the middle portion could be raised or lowered as needed. An upper portion had a T shaped protuberance at the top and could also be adjusted with a few pins. But there were a couple of other features I immediately noticed; the first being the massager. 
 
      
 
    Hitachi massagers are a common sight on the BDSM scene. They are soft to the touch with their silicon bulbs, vibrate at a variety of speeds, and when pressed tightly to a woman’s clitoris and labia, can create some intense clitoral orgasms. There are even attachments that can provide penetration. They’re like pocket vibrators, or sybians. Well worth it if you ask me. I own two. 
 
      
 
    Mike had roughly secured one of these style massagers to the post, pointing upward on the second, adjustable height portion. A heavy leather belt was screwed in above the massager, making it clear that someone would be positioned against the post, with no option but to press herself against the bulb. The belt mean she wouldn’t be able to get free. 
 
      
 
    I leaned down to look at the bulb, suspicious, and Mike did as well, except he pointed with his big finger. 
 
      
 
    “So you’ll be bound to the post, facing it, so your pussy is grinding against the massager,” he explained simply. “I’ll turn it on and you can fuck yourself on it.” 
 
    “What’s the catch?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mike looked uncomfortable, as if he didn’t want to actually tell me. “What catch?” 
 
      
 
    I waved my hand. “There’s a catch. There always is. So what’s the catch?” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a steady look, then sighed. He lifted his hand and put a single finger on the side of the Hitachi’s bulbed head. “Listen,” he said softly. Then he began pushing. The massager moved slightly and I heard a soft click. Then there came a second click, followed by a third. And a fourth. When the fifth click came the edge of the massager was actually touching the post itself. 
 
      
 
    “It clicks,” I said sarcastically. “Cool!” I exclaimed in mock excitement. 
 
      
 
    Mike gave me a frustrated look. “Actually, it’s a pressure switch.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, the name “Pressure Fucker” began to make more sense. He didn’t mean water pressure. He meant the pressure my hips were going to apply to the massager as I mashed my clit up against it. Realization dawned on me. A switch meant current going somewhere else. Redirected current meant utilization. When you flip a switch on the wall, chances are the light is going to come on. Or a fan. Or… 
 
      
 
    A switch on one of Mike’s machines meant something infinitely worse. 
 
      
 
    He straightened up. “Let’s get you on it,” he said brightly. 
 
      
 
    “What does the switch do?” I asked hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    Mike grinned. “You’ll find out. Stand up straight.” 
 
      
 
    I rose warily and he grabbed my arm. “I have to admit, it’s convenient you showing up naked. Here, just step up right here.”  He manhandled me into position and I found that he must have preset the height of the post. The bulb of the massager touched my clit in just the right spot, with the side of the bulb spreading my petals open. For the fun of it, I pushed forward slightly with my hips and heard the clicking noise. It didn’t take much force at all and I found that I could mash the bulb against the post very easily. Worse, it felt good to do it, like I was humping something soft. 
 
      
 
    Mike wrapped the leather belt around my waist and began buckling it. It felt like hands holding me up. 
 
      
 
    “Will that keep me from pushing on the massager?” I asked, now feeling a lot more hopeful. Already my pussy was wet and even off, the silicon head rubbing against my clit felt amazing. Sure, my little wanton thrusts were accompanied by a series of clicks as the massager moved through a ten degree arc, but who cared? 
 
      
 
    “No. The belt just makes sure you can’t get away from the massager,” Mike replied. 
 
      
 
    I giggled. “Why would I want to get away?” I said with a grin. “It feels amazing. Can’t wait till you turn it on!” 
 
      
 
    Mike smiled. “Good. I’m glad you like it.” Then he reached down and grabbed the top of the post, where the T branch was located. He lifted it, and then lifted it, and I gasped when it went higher than my head by a good two feet. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! What’s that for?” I asked, looking up. 
 
      
 
    “Your wrists,” Mike calmly informed me. He took a step over to one of the benches and plucked a set of padded, leather manacles from the surface and quickly wrapped them around each of my wrists. I let him, not that I would have resisted. The leather belt around my waist was buckled in the back. I could have tried to undo it, but it would have taken me a while. Besides, I was still wriggling my pussy on the massager head, working myself into a steamy heat. I batted my eyelashes at Mike. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you plan on fucking me hard when we’re done testing this thing,” I said dreamily. 
 
      
 
    He grinned as he finished wrapping my right wrist. “Oh, I intend too. But you may not be up for it.” 
 
      
 
    The look I gave him should have caught his shirt on fire it was so hot. “You’d be surprised what I’m up for.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “Oh, I know you’re up for quite a bit,” he assured me, producing a set of D link clips. A moment later the black, leather manacles were clipped to the T at the top of the post, my hands held high above my head. This stretched me out nicely, but didn’t really move my pussy away from the massager. It just meant that now I really couldn’t get myself loose. I was stuck there. No matter what. 
 
      
 
    “So what happens next?” I said eagerly. 
 
      
 
    Mike reached down and to my surprise, opened up some sort of panel on the back side of the post. I had trouble seeing what he was doing since it was on the other side of the post. I pushed myself a bit to the right, just to see. That was when my skepticism and concern came back. Two clamps, both connected to the panel via black and red wires, sporting copper contacts at the tips, were in his hands. The wires were the issue, not the clamps. I knew what those wires meant. 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Oh fuck,” I breathed. “TENS Unit?” 
 
      
 
    Mike gave me a smile. “Sort of. I cannibalized two of them.” 
 
      
 
    TENS stands for transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator and in the simplest terms, it’s a machine that shocks the living crap out of you. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “Two of them? You mean they’ll shock me at different levels?” That did not sound like fun. 
 
      
 
    Mike shook his head. “Oh no. These two are on the same line. But I’ve got a set that I can stick on your ass later. Makes you dance.” 
 
      
 
    That calmed me a little. “Oh. Okay.” I watched with trepidation as he brought the clamps closer and then, with almost cruel fingers, he pinched each of my nipples, deep behind the piercings, leaving me wired to his machine. The clamps felt heavy and in seconds the pain of them clinging to my chest changed to a pulsing throb. “What level are you going to have those set at?” I asked, noticing that my chest was already heaving a bit, the pain making my breaths shorter and more intense. 
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “Well, that sort of depends on you. The level depends on the position of the massager. All I can do is set the initial level.” 
 
      
 
    I fidgeted. “And that level will be?” I asked, very concerned. I had no idea which kind of TENS Unit he was using, but generally they came with about ten levels and I could only tolerate levels one through five. Frying my nipples on level six felt sort of like having hot needles shoved directly into my tits. 
 
      
 
    “Level two,” he said, giving me an evasive sort of look, like he didn’t want me thinking too much about it. 
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t seem like a smart plan,” I said quickly, thinking through it. “The more I’m turned on, the more electricity I get hit with?” I might have been starting to hyperventilate too. 
 
      
 
    Mike’s eyes widened. “Oh no! Not at all! In fact, just the opposite.” He bent down and to my surprise, he switched on his machine. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! I’m not ready!” I exclaimed, pulling hard. But it was to no avail. The massager turned on, sending waves of sweet, oscillating bliss deep into my pussy. “Oh my God,” I whispered. Stretched taut on the post, my hands held high above my head, with my feet close together, I had very little wiggle room. And the leather belt around my waist kept me centered perfectly over the massager. I could go an inch left or right, but that was about it. I found I could go up on tiptoe, but that didn’t spare my pussy, just relieved some of the immediate pressure on my clitoris. In short, it was a diabolical set up. 
 
      
 
    But my God it felt good. The massager purred between my petals and sent tremors through my nether region. I had my own personal earthquake and I was totally willing to let it lay waste to me. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, now pull away from the massager as far as you can,” Mike said. 
 
      
 
    I struggled not to just mash myself forward, the massager felt that good. “What happens when I do?” 
 
      
 
    Mike smiled. “Prime setting. I’m about to turn it on.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled back, letting out a little moan. I heard some clicks, five of them. The massager bulb stayed against my pussy, but I could tell that pressure was decidedly less, even though the vibrations could still be felt. “There,” I panted. “I think I’m there.” 
 
      
 
    Mike patted me on the shoulder. “Yes, you are. Now when the light comes on you can move. Okay? That means the system is ready and charged.” Then, before I could even respond, I heard a beep and then a light started blinking. 
 
      
 
    “Is that it?” I exclaimed, still careful not to push forward. I didn’t want to get shocked or anything. I was scared to move. 
 
      
 
    “Indicator light. Don’t worry about it,” Mike replied. 
 
      
 
    My nipples were throbbing, but only from the pressure of the clamps, not because of any electricity surging through my tits. “When can I move again?” I begged, sensation overwhelming me as the vibrations purred against my sex. 
 
      
 
    “What? Oh you can move now. Press your pussy to the bulb as hard as you can.” 
 
    I didn’t need to be told twice. My hips rotated forward and I pressed myself hard against the massager, letting the soft, velvety caress of its motions warp every perception I had. Sweet sensation bloomed between my legs and I knew that there was no way I was going to be able to handle this level of intensity for very long. It felt so good! 
 
      
 
    Then I realized that there was another sensation beneath the first, something new and different. And it wasn’t coming from between my legs. Instead, it came from my nipples. I still felt the throbbing bite of the clamps, but underneath there was an even deeper sensation. Like fingers holding my breasts and squeezing gently. I gulped, realizing that the electric current was already flowing through my bosom. What confused me is why it wasn’t hurting. 
 
      
 
    “You may now cum as much as you want,” Mike said. 
 
      
 
    That surprised me. “What?” I gasped. I glanced over at him. He was standing with this smug, self-satisfied look on his face, arms crossed over his chest. His boxers sported a massive hard on and while I was absolutely loving the massager’s buzz and the light jolts of electricity, I would have much preferred to be tied down to his bed, giving him satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    “You may cum as much as you want,” Mike repeated. 
 
      
 
    “I - I can?” I stammered, thrusting my hips hard against the Hitachi Magic Wand. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. “Cum. Go for it.” 
 
      
 
    So I did. With deliberate aggression, I humped the Pressure Fucker, rubbing my pussy over and around the bulb of the massager, gasping and moaning, and basically making a soaking wet fool of myself. Mike leaned against one of his benches and watched as I gyrated on the frame. I jammed my rumbling pussy hard against the Hitachi massager. The electricity chewed at my breasts, but not hard. Not painful. Oh God no. It was soft and sweet - a pulsing throb that emphasized my arousal, enhancing what was going on between my legs dramatically. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” I whimpered, grinding myself hard against the bulb. “Oh yes. Come on. Oh fuck yes!” 
 
      
 
    I can only imagine what I looked like, strung up with my hands above my head, nipples clamped, belted to the side of the post, fast fucking the stupid thing manically. I pressed myself, all stretched out, against the post, reveling in the sensation. Orgasm was no longer just a word in my skull. It was a force, hurtling toward me faster than any other I’d ever felt. 
 
      
 
    I exploded with a longing cry, a body shaking shudder, and a soft, burning sensation between my legs. The heat of the explosion rushed through me and I sagged, my knees buckling. But between my hands being bound above my head, and the belt, my pussy stayed in direct contact with the buzzing bulb. I groaned and pulled my hips back, my clit slightly sensitive. And I heard the switch. 
 
      
 
    Click. Click. Click. Click. Click. 
 
      
 
    I went through them fast and as I did the electricity going to my nipples increased a level with each click. I’d been enjoying a soft, squeezing sensation when my pussy was pressed hard against the massager bulb. But as I pulled away, I went immediately to having red hot needles shoved through both nipples. 
 
      
 
    I let out a choked cry and began to thrash, trying to pull away from the post. 
 
      
 
    “Push Bre! Push your cunt back up against the massager!” Mike shouted over my wails. His hand came down on my ass and physically forced me back up against the post. 
 
      
 
    Click. Click. Click. Click. Click. 
 
      
 
    The surge of pain ebbed and faded and I found myself panting in horror, both nipples throbbing lightly again. I began trembling, violently, as my pussy rubbed against the massager. I was scared to move. 
 
      
 
    “W-w-what happened?” I blubbered. 
 
      
 
    Mike licked his lips. “Well, you initialized the electrical current going to your tits with the first full depression. As long as you keep your cunt mashed against the massager bulb, the electricity going to your nipples will be soft and light. If you pull away though, you’re going to get those nips fried.” 
 
      
 
    “Fried?” I repeated dumbly. “It felt like hot needles going through them!” I half-squealed. Mike shrugged. “Level Seven. What did you expect? We started on two.” 
 
      
 
    I struggled for a moment. The massager was intense - honestly too intense. I was rubbing hard, twisting my hips and moving the bulb through my slit. Worse, it was making me horny again. 
 
      
 
    “Mike, please. I’m not sure this is a good idea,” I said rapidly. “I’m going to cum again soon.” 
 
      
 
    “Damn. What a surprise.” He said sarcastically. Then he shrugged. “That’s sort of the point. The submissive girl who likes to cum get punished for it. So you’ll cum. Over and over. And if you aren’t mashing your cunt against the Hitachi, then you get tortured and punished.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at him in shocked fright. “That’s … that’s … awful!” 
 
      
 
    “Ready for the ass tabs now?” He asked, pulling out a pair of sticky stim tabs. 
 
    I suddenly yanked my hands hard, but the post didn’t move. But my antics caused me to back away from the massager. Three clicks. 
 
      
 
    Click. Click. Click. 
 
      
 
    The pain going through my breasts wasn’t as bad, but it made me swing my hips back forward, pressing my pussy to the massager. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh shit!” I whispered, grinding my hips. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it,” Mike said, watching my vivacious and eager hips, humping and jerking against the Hitachi Magic Wand. “Fuck it baby!” 
 
      
 
    Then he stuck the adhesive stimtabs on my ass. One pair on each cheek. It didn’t matter to me. Not at that point. I wriggled and wiggled and rubbed my sensitive clit against the massager, scared to pull away, but needing too as the next orgasm barreled down toward me. I felt the wires going around me and then Mike went to the panel on the other side of the post and I heard a snap. Another light came on. 
 
      
 
    “If you pull away now, you’ll really feel it!” He said with excitement. 
 
      
 
    Like many girls, I’m multi-orgasmic and under the right circumstances you can keep me going for ten to fifteen minutes, with just these little dips. The very act of cumming is sort of like climbing a mountain. Even getting blown off the top doesn’t always mean starting back at the bottom. So it wasn’t much of a surprise that I was so close to cumming again. At least, not to me. And probably not to Mike. 
 
      
 
    Now I was hyperventilating. The next orgasm was cresting the top of the hill and I cried out, rubbing myself frantically against the massager, not caring about the noise I made. Cream was dripping from my pussy, soaking the silicon bulb and cascading down my thighs. I went up on tiptoe, trying to fuck the machine tormenting me, my nipples throbbing, but not hurting, in the grip of the electrified clamps. I thought I felt something squeezing my buttocks as well, but the sensation between my legs was too intense, too strong. I threw my head back and cried out, cumming hard. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it! Cum for me!” Mike crooned. 
 
      
 
    For me, there are different kinds of orgasm. The simplest, easiest to achieve, and least rewarding, is the kind I can accomplish myself. My fingers rubbing in soft circles over my clit, the thrust of a vibrator or dildo into my slit, legs spread open, one hand pinching a nipple, laid out on the coverlet of my bed. Give me a Michael Alexander novel and I can masturbate over and over, almost non-stop, all day. In fact, I’ve literally done that, experiencing almost twenty orgasms in the space of an eight hour work day. But those are small explosions. And they barely satisfy me. 
 
      
 
    Which is why I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. Sure, I could do that all day long, but when certain things are done to me, rather than me doing them to myself, those small, simple orgasms become something else entirely. I start to feel them, a force of nature, huge gulps of satisfaction instead of tiny sips. My body feels the reality of it and despite the fact that I’ve been tortured or tormented in some way, that satisfaction, so much better than my slight, questing fingers, is what I need. 
 
      
 
    I slumped as my adrenaline levels crashed and the sexual euphoria of a powerful, mind-blowing orgasm made thinking hard. The post must have been weighted at the bottom because it held my weight. I felt a discomforting tingle between my legs, the powerful vibrations of the massager pressed against the over-sensitized nub of my clit, and foolishly, unthinkingly, I pulled away, desperate for relief. 
 
      
 
    Click. Click. Click. Click. Click. 
 
      
 
    Hot needles were shoved through both tits and I cried out, throwing my head back as the pain ricocheted through my body. Then my ass tightened, not through any choice of my own, but because electricity shot across each butt cheek. Newton’s equation was in full force and as the powerful contraction of my bottom forced me to tighten, it also pushed me forward, pressing my clit, which was still lightly touching the massager by the way, forcefully hard against the Hitachi. 
 
      
 
    Click. Click. Click. Click. Click. 
 
      
 
    The pain slowed. Dull, incessant throbbing. Mike’s face. Agony. Want. Vibrations. Wetness. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Rub yourself again, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my head, vision blurry. Mike was watching, intrigued. I hung there, struggling as my pussy felt both hot and cold, pain and pleasure. My nipples and bottom pulsed lightly, teasingly, and the specter of another orgasmic event rose. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. That’s it. Move your hips. Grind your pussy against it. The more times you cum the more this is going to hurt you,” Mike said encouragingly. He stepped closer and I felt his hand on my back. He wasn’t pushing on me, but he was rubbing, caressing me. Comforting me. 
 
    “Mike,” I panted, my hips pressed to the post, my pussy mashed hard against the massager, nipples and ass throbbing softly, my nerves afire. “H-h-how many orgasms do I h-h-have to have?” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    His eyebrows went up. “How many?” He asked incredulously. “Oh no. You got it wrong, Bre. There is no limit to the number of orgasms you can have on this machine. You can have as many as you can churn out. Cum. Cum lots. Each time you do, your cute, little cunt is going to get more tender, more swollen, and more sensitive. Eventually, every time you’re forced to push your clit against the massager, it will burn and sting until finally you’re wriggling like mad, unable to decide whether you want your pussy or tits to hurt. And the beautiful thing is that the shocks going to your ass will prevent you from straddling the center, three clicks in. Your hips will be jerking back and forth like a piston and it will be like lightning striking your breasts. Repeatedly. So cum. Cum hard.” He patted my rump. 
 
      
 
    “H-h-how long? How long are you going to leave me here?” I wailed. The massager buzzed caustically against my clit, but the idea of another shock to my tits was enough to keep me mashed against the Hitachi. 
 
      
 
    Mike looked down at his watch. “Well, you’ve been on it for about fifteen minutes. How about I take you out to lunch? Around twelve-thirty, or one o’clock I suppose.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and I let out a horrible, gut wrenching groan. “Mike! What fucking time is it?” I demanded, wailing. The clips at my wrists rattled as I yanked on the post, fighting it. 
 
      
 
    Mike the Hardware Guy grinned. “Bre, it’s not even nine-thirty yet,” he said with a grin, standing up. “I’m going to go get a drink. And maybe a snack.” He gave me a little wave as my hips began moving, again, thrusting and pumping, rubbing my pussy against the massager. “Hang tight, Bre. You’ve got a lot of cumming to do.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I was barely cognizant of the silence and I hung there, the belt around my waist supporting most of my weight. It dug into my middle painfully, so I’d pulled hard on the bonds holding my wrists above my head. There was a burning sensation between my legs, as if someone had taken a power sander to my clit and done their best to abrade the first two or three layers of skin off my sex. My labia was not in any better condition. 
 
      
 
    I was covered with a sheen of perspiration, my hair lank and damp, and I groaned as I pressed my forehead to the post. I felt Mike’s hands on the belt, loosening it at the small of my back. It fell away, but the manacles held me up. His fingers fluttered at my breasts and I let out a tiny cry as the clamps came free. My nipples seemed to burn. Lingering pain, beating and fluttering inside me and it was only then that I was able to look up at him, eyes glazed, weak and exhausted. 
 
      
 
    “Easy Bre,” he said simply, one hand unclipping my bondage cuffs from the post, if not freeing me from my bonds. I fell then, unable or not wanting to stand, and Mike caught me, cradling me to his chest. My world spun and he carried me out of his workshop, directly across the hall. He laid me in his bed, a massive, king sized thing that filled the room. I groaned, whimpering, hurting in too many places to name, but he produced a bowl of warm water and a rag and he began washing me, my arms, my legs, staying away from my breasts and loins. 
 
      
 
    Slowly I felt myself recovering. The clock on the nightstand read 1:48 and I knew we were well into the afternoon. I felt a sudden surge of hunger and it galvanized me. I looked up at him. 
 
      
 
    “Bastard. You were supposed to let me off at twelve.” The words came out weak, but clear. 
 
      
 
    Mike grinned. “At twelve you were a wildcat, bucking like mad between one agony and another, all of it laced with orgasm. It was beautiful.” He shook his head and touched my leg. “Too beautiful to pull you off, that’s for sure. You should have seen yourself Bre. It was amazing.” 
 
      
 
    “Twelve-thirty? One o’clock?” I demanded, half angry, half resigned. 
 
      
 
    “Like I said; amazing. You were sobbing, suffering so perfectly. You were jerking back and forth between the pain in your tits and your sore pussy. I’ve never seen anyone languish like that. Even the rare point where you found a balance, the shocks to your ass kept pushing you back toward cumming. Do you know how many times? 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. I’d lost count somewhere around five or six. 
 
      
 
    “Nine. You came nine times. And you started to scream when you exploded. Or cry. They were so painful. Do you remember that?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “It felt like my clit was being rubbed with hot irons.” 
 
      
 
    “And yet you came. Over and over.” He sighed. “It was beautiful.” He grabbed hold of my foot, absently running his thumb across the sole. It felt good and I sighed. A little pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He took a deep breath. “So I owe you a lunch, but before I we go, there’s just one thing I personally need.” He put a hand on his own groin and I noticed the massive bulge there. I let out a groan. 
 
      
 
    “Mike,” I said. “I’m exhausted. My pussy hurts. And I feel like I’ve been pulled apart in ways I don’t even understand.” 
 
      
 
    “Bre, I need it,” he said seriously. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t reply. I just closed my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne Erickson,” he said, his tone going stern. “What are you?” 
 
      
 
    I cringed. Fuck. I took a deep breath, knowing exactly where this was headed. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, sir.” I replied sullenly. 
 
      
 
    “And what is your purpose?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    There was no way to escape it. “To satisfy you sir.” 
 
      
 
    “In what way?” He demanded. 
 
      
 
    Duh. “Sexually, sir. In any manner you see fit.” 
 
      
 
    “And if I want to relieve my needs in your swollen, abraded, perfect little cunt?” 
 
    I looked at him, hesitating. I didn’t want Mike fucking me. Oh God no. I couldn’t handle it. Not in the least. Not after nine fucking orgasms and rubbing my pussy against the massager for three and a half goddamned hours. No way. Not a chance in hell. 
 
      
 
    But, I am what I am. A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me please,” I whispered. And I spread my legs. It was hard. He pushed down his boxers and a massive cock seemed to erupt, full and thick and long. He climbed up on the bed and picked up my legs, bending me in half and holding them aloft as he slid his meat into my warped, swollen, chafed, little hole. I grit my teeth as he pumped. 
 
      
 
    And yet, finally, I had something inside me. Not against my clit, but inside me. Deep. And the position Mike adopted, holding my legs up against his chest, my bare feet around his ears, meant that his weight and movements weren’t rubbing against my clit. For all his cruelty, the torment on his post, his “Pressure Fucker”, now, when it really, really mattered, he was loving me, kind, and sweet, satisfying himself in a way he knew would minimize my discomfort, yet still using me for the purpose I was intended - as a nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
      
 
    I felt loved, warm, sexy and yes - even wet. Mike moaned and soon I was thrusting up against him, my base nature ignoring everything that had already been done to me. Soon he was straddling me. I tugged on him, wrapping my legs around his body, the feel of his cock against my sore pussy even better than the fucking massager. I moaned, wanting it. Needing it. And even as he began to cum, I pressed my breasts against him. His face came down to mine and I heard his words, whispered in my ear. 
 
      
 
    “After we eat, I’m going to put you back on the Pressure Fucker. Another three hours. Do you think you’ll cum?” 
 
      
 
    And you know what? It clicked. I cried out, teeth clenched as the tenth orgasm blasted through me, my pussy wrapped tight around Mike’s already softening cock. I sagged, every last bit of energy seeping out through the holes of my body, as I settled against the man holding me. But in the back of my mind, past the euphoria, past the pain, against the warmth, and even through my hunger, I heard something - and wanted it. Wanted it with a passion that I couldn’t even explain. I hugged Mike and above the sound in my head I spoke. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I whispered over the noise. 
 
      
 
    Click. Click. Click. Click. Click. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _fhas3hz5vrq4]A Lesson In Self Control 
 
      
 
    07/19/17 
 
      
 
    I sat, fidgeting in my car, the soft blow of super cooled air caressing my face, the condensation on my windows a boon as I glanced around nervously. Hot sunlight bathed the concrete around me, already baking the surface into hot oblivion. There was a slight risk that the furtive movements of my right hand could have betrayed my prurient nature, but no one was really around to see the red-headed girl, her face an expression of sweet pleasure, her slight frame shaking. The mall parking lot was relatively empty, with only a thready trickle of store employees parking up near the doors and heading in. Pay no attention to the silver Saturn SL parked in the boonies, much less the masturbating girl inside, quivering. 
 
      
 
    And yes, I was definitely quivering. 
 
      
 
    My fingers were soaked, running through the exposed petals of my sweet flower, dipping and swirling in circles, unconsciously replicating the motions of my Rotating Venus Penis, a sex toy that lay waiting in the canvas bag beside me. The swell of need rushed through me, like a freight train coming down the tunnel, except I drew my fingers away, a pained expression on my face, and the orgasm engine that had been just this close ebbed and faded, leaving me breathless, wanting, and just a little frazzled. I let out a frustrated groan that sounded just as erotic and lust filled as a 1980’s porn flick. 
 
      
 
    I needed to cum. 
 
      
 
    But that wasn’t allowed and I couldn’t imagine the punishment that would befall me if I had to call Julie, or worse - Kari, and confess that I couldn’t even manage to edge myself with any kind of control or restraint. And that was sort of the point. Control. 
 
      
 
    I sucked my fingers clean, the taste of sex, of desire, a subtle, but strong flavor. I resisted the urge to plunge them back into my slit and fortunately my phone rang. Sometimes, serendipity helps. Or was it just dumb luck? 
 
      
 
    “Morning princess,” sang Julie, her high pitched voice almost grating over the phone, especially using that ridiculous moniker. I’m no princess. She just calls me that to irritate the fuck out of me. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” I replied roughly. 
 
      
 
    I heard her hum a little. “You sound like you just did the naughty,” she commented. “You sound a little tense. Didn’t get enough to cum?” It came out syrupy, deliberately taunting me and I snorted. 
 
      
 
    “You know I didn’t,” I retorted, even as I tugged on my skirt to cover up the wet, pink slit I’d just been playing with. Out of sight, out of mind, right? “You told me I wasn’t allowed to cum.” It came out like an accusation. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Yes indeed. Master Lukas was quite insistent. Just a morning edge, to get you heated up.” She paused dramatically. “Are you heated up, Bre?” 
 
      
 
    I frowned and wanted to snarl. Was I heated up? God yes. She’d tormented me all the previous day and the lack of orgasm had me feeling like I was ready to kidnap someone and violently fuck them stupid until I was satisfied. Denial sucks. 
 
      
 
    “I’m heated, Mistress.” It was an assurance I could easily make. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now you’re clear on what you need to do?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I glanced down at the canvas bag next to me. Inside were a number of specific sex toys I’d been instructed to bring, along with clamps and my leather sap. My pussy quivered as I thought about what I was about to do. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I replied. “I understand.” 
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” Julie said brightly. “Well, let me know when you finish. Otherwise I’ll show up and have lunch with you. Wouldn’t that be fantastic?” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened in alarm. Lunch was at least two hours away. The last thing I wanted to do was be here that long, suffering both humiliation and sexual torment. If I were lucky, I’d be done in just twenty minutes. Simple and easy. Right. Besides, sitting with Julie would be awful. She would make things worse. I bit my lip. 
 
      
 
    “I will call you when I finish, Mistress.” I assured her. Then I hung up, even as her laughter came over the line. I put a hand down between my legs, cupping my sex, closing my eyes. Was I nuts? Could I even do this? Masker Lukas’ assignment was practically insane. I took a deep breath, ignoring the growing pressure. Or was that just my hand, rubbing softly? 
 
      
 
    Damn, I needed to cum. 
 
      
 
    I sat there for five minutes before I felt ready to venture inside the mall itself. It was still twenty minutes before the official opening time, but that didn’t matter to me. Or to what I needed to do. So with a deep breath, my bag and purse clutched in hand, I told myself that I needed to get some shopping done, and opened the door of my car. I put one stiletto shod foot on the concrete lot and stood up, smoothing down my skirt. My blouse was decent, even if it was a bit more translucent than I would have preferred, and the missing buttons made it risque, the pink circles of my pierced nipples somewhat visible underneath the thin, white cotton. Still, I wouldn’t attract that much attention. Right? 
 
      
 
    I am particularly adept at lying to myself. So I shut the door and headed in. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I pushed into the restroom with a dark, deep sense of foreboding and I wobbled down to the last stall, my canvas bag hanging limply over my shoulder. I could still feel the wetness of my pussy, my slick thighs sliding against each other with each step and I closed the door with a sigh of relief. The restroom wasn’t exactly empty, but since everyone else had been involved in their own personal needs, and there wasn’t a line, I felt justified selecting the handicap stall. Besides, I needed the room. 
 
      
 
    I hung my canvas bag on the jacket hook and rifled through the well-used toys inside. I wish I could say that I went with luck of the draw, but my fingers pushed aside the obvious and obnoxious thickness of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and found the wires to my double vibroballs. My fingers tightened into a claw and I pulled the two, thumb-sized, oval-shaped objects out of the canvas and held them up. 
 
      
 
    The vibroballs are relatively simple. With technology being what it is, some people are surprised that I’m still using wires, but Julie prefers them, probably for the humiliation factor. I’m not allowed to conceal the wires under my skirt either. They have to come out at the hem. The vibroballs themselves are merely two encapsulated motors, along with a battery pack and control box. I put one foot up on the commode, and I began rubbing the smooth plastic egg against my pussy. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t need the bottle of lubricant I’d brought, my own personal goo being more than sufficient to coat the vibroball. I pushed it in with my thumb and a groan escaped my lips. A tiny shudder started between my legs and went all the way up to my shoulders. Even without the shaking, the vibroballs had an effect on me and I took a deep breath as the first sphere settled in deep. 
 
      
 
    I plucked the second one up and thrust it in next to its brother. I know that anthropomorphizing my sex toys isn’t a good idea, but that’s how I think of them. The twins. I took a deep breath, my pussy tightening in soft, rhythmic pulses, the pink wire emerging from my dripping slit and heading to the battery back. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and then turned the vibroballs on. 
 
      
 
    Inside me, the two motors spun up instantly. They were quiet for the most part, and I could feel, more than hear, their incessant buzzing. Satisfied that the batteries hadn’t worn down, I turned them back off and closed my eyes. The gentle purr had felt amazing and my thumb twitched with the desire to turn them back on. Permanently But I knew from recent experience that this was not a good idea. I reached back into my bag and plucked the Rotating Venus Penis out of it. The RVP was simple in design; a molded, butterfly shaped base pointed upward, toward my clit, which could be tied and secured to the wearer. And just for fun, a four-inch-long, silicone-covered cock stuck out from the underneath of the butterfly, ready to be jammed into the same exact crevasse my vibroballs were nestled in. 
 
      
 
    The RVP is a unique toy, and perhaps one of my favorites, though I admit that wearing it at the same time I was stuffed with the vibroballs created all sorts of overwhelming problems for me. 
 
      
 
    I finished wrapping the straps around my waist, while under the skirt, my now covered and well-stuffed pussy seemed to be pulsing with hunger, grateful to have something in it again. I shifted my hips, feeling the not-so-gentle touch of the RVP’s cock grazing the vibroballs, moving them around inside me. My hips twitched, wanting that rattling, tumbler sensation to blossom inside me. 
 
      
 
    A new wire stretched from my crotch to my waistband, outside the skirt, making it obvious that I was impersonating a turkey, my insides stuffed with delicious goodness. Again, just to check the batteries, I turned on the RVP, gasping as the rotating function began moving the cock inside me, curling it round and round, as if I were a tub of fresh milk, needing to be churned into butter. I groaned, my eyes rolling at the waves of pleasure bursting up through my loins, and stupidly I turned on the vibration function. Now the cock inside me shook, and the butterfly, nestled softly against my petals and against my clitoris, made concentrating that much harder. I sucked in a hard breath and turned it all off. Could I ignore it? Was that even possible? I sighed in resignation and went back to my bag. 
 
      
 
    With my front plugged and stuffed, that just left the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. I got out the monstrous toy I’d bypassed earlier. Black, shiny, and freshly washed, it looked like it had been forcibly removed from a freshly killed Xenomorph by Ridley herself. The TAV was a monstrous thing that I counted as one of my more disliked toys. The problem was that it was intended for my ass, and while not holding the record for the largest thing ever shoved up my derriere, it certainly held a special place for the most aggravating. And that was because it too was motorized. It vibrated of course, but that wasn’t the true torment. No, the problem was that it elongated inside you, stretching an additional inch or two, literally fucking you from inside. 
 
      
 
    Talk about a pain in the ass. 
 
      
 
    Despite the fact that my back door was already well greased and opened, I grabbed the bottle of lubricant and made damn sure that the shiny, black “skin” of the TAV was slick and wet as fuck. Then, contorting and straining, I positioned the head of the thing at my back door and began pushing. 
 
      
 
    I’m no stranger to anal sex, but I’m not a fan of it either. It was a challenge, both mental and physical, getting that stupid thing in my butt again. I managed however, with some grim fortitude and reminding myself that failure wasn’t really an option. Not again. I wheezed as the thick dildo settled in my bottom and I didn’t even bother to test it. 
 
      
 
    Straightening up, my lower half felt distended, what with three different sex toys, all taking up space. The most uncomfortable was the Thrusting Anal Vibe, and it wasn’t even “thrusting” yet. I took a few experimental steps and grimaced. 
 
      
 
    “I am,” I muttered with just a touch of self-loathing, “a stupid fuck slut.” I let out a sigh. 
 
      
 
    But there was nothing else to be done. I grabbed my now mostly empty bag, slung my purse over a shoulder, and opened the stall door. A quick wash at the vanity and check in the mirror showed me a woman who had been through an awful lot. But there was nothing I could do about that, except try again. 
 
      
 
    The mall was busier than when I’d gone into the bathroom and I began making my way to the food court. Each step forced the various toys inside me to move around, and even with the motors all off, I could feel the slow percolation of forces designed to push me into orgasmic cataclysm. I’d swing a leg and the RVP would move against my clit and petals, while the cock inside me would jab against the vibroballs, which in turn would roll through me, softly caressing my insides. That would make me tighten up, especially in my bottom, around the thick rod I’d rammed into my ass. People were everywhere and I tried to stay close to the wall, avoiding the center of the concourse on the premise that such a position would keep me from becoming even more of a spectacle. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t wrong. I’ve been erotically humiliated in public so often that I’ve developed a sort of sixth sense about when I’m being looked at. It’s like I can feel the eyefucking going on. Standing in the middle of the concourse was like wearing a big LED sign that said “Look at the Slut Drip!”   
 
      
 
    I was already getting a few looks, like the one from the guy running the cell phone cover stand. I could tell what he wanted to do to me. He licked his lips hungrily. And the heavyset woman with the kind face? She wished she was young again, and dared wearing my outfit. And the clerk across the way? Disdain. She didn’t glare, but I could tell she thought me crass and uncouth. And she wanted to spank me too. I could see the fire in her eyes. People looked and stared and I felt them undressing me, caressing me and exploring all of my plugged and saturated depths, all in the quiet, dark corners of their imaginations. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take me long to get to the food court. People stood in lines, waiting for their meals and seats were not exactly in ready supply. I moved to the edge of the dining area, as far away from the restaurants as possible and found a table for two that was still empty. There was only a small bubble of emptiness around it, and I suspected it wouldn’t be long before I’d have someone sitting just a few feet away. I put my back to the rest of the diners, choosing instead to watch the concourse. I checked my watch, making note of the time. 
 
      
 
    I sat quietly, contemplating. Public acts of sexual torment seem to come easily to my online doms and I already was regretting being so accepting of Master Lukas’ assignment. I tapped my fingers and fidgeted, my pussy already quivering desperately around the RVP and the vibroballs. Hell, I was almost ready to cum and I hadn’t turned on a damn thing. I figured it was the walk. I considered my chances and looked at my watch again. Twenty minutes. That’s all I had to endure. Twenty simple minutes. 
 
      
 
    Without cumming. 
 
      
 
    I knew I was fucked. 
 
      
 
    Carefully, even surreptitiously, I turned on the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. I didn’t need to pull the controller out of my waistband, instead just reaching back and pressing the appropriate button. I felt it start up, churning in my bottom, sending out a steady ripple of vibrations, oscillating and burrowing deep. Then the programmed thrust occurred and the entire cock lengthened  by an inch and a half, causing me to stiffen, eyes wide, a sharp exhalation coming as I adjusted to the expanding and contracting length of the dildo. 
 
      
 
    Master Lukas had not specified which toy I had to turn on first and so I used what little freedom, not to mention experience, I had at my disposal to make an informed decision. Each toy had to get turned on, to medium, over a twenty minute period. The RVP counted as two different toys, with one being the churning finger rotating inside me, the other being the vibrator. I knew that there was no way I was going to be able to handle going with the RVP first, so this time I turned on the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. Despite having to endure the discomfort of it for longer, I figured that I’d be twice as likely to make it through the time period without cumming. It wasn’t like the TAV was going to send me into loops of orgasmic bliss. I knew for damn sure that turning it on last wasn’t going to help me much. 
 
      
 
    The downside was that with so much moving around in my ass, it was also tough to sit still. Even without direct vaginal stimulation, my hips churned as I sat and I glanced around nervously, wondering if anyone was going to notice, the slight but steady thrusting. I was already garnering attention, you know - just being a half dressed, red headed whore, sitting in a food court at the mall. Getting to watch my lower half jerk around as if there were ants in my pants,( or an alien fucking my ass,) was just a bonus. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed and counted seconds, which didn’t really work, so I counted thrusts of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. Thirty-six per minute in case you were curious. Three dozen impaling, body shaking thrusts made for an interesting ride. Thank God the thing was only on a “medium” setting. On high it would be intolerable. 
 
      
 
    The minutes seemed to creep by and I tried to focus on my phone, playing a word game I like. After two rounds that I lost with aplomb, probably due to distraction, I reached back down to my waistband and turned on the vibroballs. Set to medium, the two little spheres began dancing inside me, inciting a riot of sensation that seemed to flare and burn. 
 
      
 
    I stifled a groan. I knew that I was doomed. Been there. Done that. My pussy went into overdrive and I could feel the juices seeping from it, wetting the plastic seat of the chair. I bit my lip, trying to keep from noticeably trembling. Waves of pleasure streamed up from between my legs and I fiddled with my phone, trying to concentrate on something else. I’ve never played “Pressed For Words” so poorly. 
 
      
 
    Two minutes in and I was beginning to pant, my breasts rising and falling deliciously, attracting as much attention as my twitching hips. A guy sitting two tables down kept glancing at me from the side and I couldn’t tell if he knew what was going on or if he was just looking at the goods. Still, I knew that whatever happened, I had to hold off. Twenty minutes. Just twenty fucking minutes. Was this so hard? 
 
      
 
    I clenched my teeth. I knew the answer already. Yes. Yes it was. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes in, I couldn’t sit still and I turned on the vibration of the RVP. I didn’t want to start the rotation function, since I knew that doing so would send me into an orgasmic death spiral and I’d cum all the quicker. More vibration however, could be tolerated. Except now everything south of my belly button was quivering. My pussy was pulsing fast and hard, clenching around the vibroballs and RVP cock and I was barely holding it together. I put my hands down on the table, clutching my phone with white knuckles, shuddering with need. My knees were pressed so hard together that I figured I’d give myself bruises and the urge to moan, to whimper, to gasp, to cry out even, was so strong that my jaw was beginning to ache. 
 
      
 
    I held it together. For a little. So I scrambled. There was another option. Instead of cumming. 
 
      
 
    I could start over. 
 
      
 
    My hand groped for the controls and I managed to get everything turned off before I popped like a cream stuffed donut in a toddler’s hands. In seconds, most of the tremors inside me went still and I groaned again, perspiration beading my forehead. I felt humiliated and disgusted. Worse, the Thrusting Anal Vibrator was still doing it’s unholy dance in my ass and considering how close I’d been to orgasm, I suddenly realized that I’d danced along that fine, red line again. It was actually sort of impressive. 
 
      
 
    I glanced at the clock. Thirteen minutes in and I was now right back to the start. I had to redo it all. But at least, I told myself, I hadn’t cum. I restarted the timer on my phone, set to five minutes, and steadily ignored the surging pulses in my bottom. What I truly dreaded though, was turning on the vibroballs again. They had nearly sent me through the roof. I gulped, already shaking. Not good. No, definitely not good. Could I really have screwed this up already? Again? 
 
      
 
    It took almost the full five minutes for me to realize that I’d passed the window. I truly was screwed. I was going to cum. There was no denying it. No putting it off. The sensations were just too intense. Then I had an idea. Instead of letting the orgasm come in its own sweet time, what if I forced the issue? Have the orgasm, let it ride me, then burst out with the next challenge, with the fresh surge of satisfaction mitigating the next torment? 
 
      
 
    I glanced around again, my head swiveling. A few people were looking at me, and then looked away when our eyes met. One stared, hungrily. One woman eyed me with clear jealousy. One young man grinned, watching as I twitched. 
 
      
 
    I looked back down at my phone, trying to think of a way out. But there wasn’t. I knew that. Trying to hold back wasn’t the answer. I had to push. To give in. Immediately. 
 
      
 
    I blinked and checked the clock. One minute. Sixty simple seconds and… 
 
      
 
    I turned on the rotation function of the RVP instead of the vibration. Inside me the four-inch   cock began corkscrewing inside my pussy and in less than five seconds I was back on the cliff, toes dangling over the edge, teetering in sexual bliss. I whimpered again, my knuckles against my teeth, eyes closed and then the blissful release of orgasm shot through me. 
 
      
 
    As far as orgasms go, this one was strong, but silent. My breath exploded out of me and I hadn’t even known I was holding it. A surge of wetness seeped out from between my thighs and I moaned, once, softly as the pressure inside me shattered, discharging out through every orifice. I knew immediately that I’d left enough moisture on the chair that my cum would soon be dripping onto the floor. I sagged forward in relief, and humiliation, my cheeks hot and scarlet even as my pussy trembled and tightened around the foaming, simmering bowl of my slit. I groped for the RVP controller and turned it off, once more electing to allow the Thrusting Anal Vibrator to fuck my ass in constant torment, instead of one of the other toys. I felt a trickle against my thigh and then it slid down against my knee. Oh fuck… 
 
      
 
    Things were going according to plan. My plan. I just had to make sure I didn’t cum again. I’d already tried that. 
 
      
 
    Relieved of the pressure and immediate need to explode, I felt I had a better chance of dealing with what was happening. Maybe, with satisfaction running so close to the surface, my body wouldn’t quite be able to respond to the stimulation heading my way. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, there were a few problems with my plan and I bit my lip as I dug my hand into the canvas bag hanging off the back of my chair. My fingers found the cold steel easily enough, and I drew the metal chain upward, bunching it up in my hand to conceal it from the folks around me. The last thing I needed was some casual bystander giving me the once over seeing that I was pulling a pair of alligator clamps, conveniently connected by a chain, out of my bag. 
 
      
 
    Because, gosh, where would those conceivably go? 
 
      
 
    Putting them on was going to be a challenge, at least to do so unobserved. But I’d had practice. It wasn’t like this was the first time I’d slipped my hand up under the hem of my shirt, hiding what I was doing behind hunched shoulders and a curtain of crimson locks. And it sure as hell beat getting up and leaving a cum soaked seat, or showing off the slick backs of each thigh. 
 
      
 
    So instead I tried to do things quietly. The missing buttons of my shirt made getting to my breasts easy enough. I just had to slide a hand under the material. A little bit of a push would get the steel up to the tip of my breast, and then a quick pinch and voila, instant sex torture. Of course, then I’d have to do it a second time on the other side. 
 
      
 
    Hunched over, furtively looking around through my hair, I jammed my right hand up the left side of my shirt, baring a bit of belly. It wasn’t hard, but it wasn’t easy either, and I grimaced as the steel barbed jaw locked down behind my piercing, biting and chewing at my nipple. I drew my hand down and accidentally snagged the chain, yelping lightly as the pain blossomed in my tit. Then I moved to the other side, whimpering as I pushed the second clamp upward, behind the piercing and padlock, to chomp and pinch the other side in matched suffering. 
 
      
 
    I checked around me. No one seemed to be staring, so I figured I wasn’t in danger of being thrown out for public lewdness. My nipples throbbed and I touched the vibroballs controller, sliding the the control dial upward. Further than the first time. In fact, all the way. The two ovoid objects inside me went crazy, rattling against each other, the shortened cock of the silent RVP, and me. I let out a puff and grabbed hold of the table, feeling as if I were going to be shaken from my seat. 
 
      
 
    But I could take it, right? I’d just cum. I could handle this. 
 
      
 
    Then I realized I’d forgotten to turn up the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. With a short little curse at my own stupidity, I switched out controllers and made the adjustment. My eyes widened in alarm as I could hear the audible hum increase and the movement and penetrative depth of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator made my ass clench. Hard. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” I breathed. Tension crawled up my neck, along my spine, my nipples throbbing hard as my pussy and bottom palpitated around the respective, motorized torments. I breathed hard through my nose, then opened my mouth, my hips wriggling involuntarily in response to the physical stimulation. 
 
      
 
    Movement in my peripheral vision made me flinch and I saw a young man wearing a black business suit sit down at the table next to mine. He was trying really hard not to look at me, but I know that under his bent head, his eyes were glued to my clamped breasts. If he didn’t realize that the glimmer of steel underneath my light, cotton shirt was a set of alligator clamps, he probably would before he finished his sandwich. Fuck. Worse, all of my controls were on that side, sticking out of my waistband like fucking flags. 
 
      
 
    I tried to ignore his presence and another few minutes passed before I was forced to turn on the vibration function of the RVP. The young man in the suit watched as my finger adjusted the slider and this time I couldn’t control myself. I gasped, my hips jerking forward in a lewd and provocative grind and pussy juice dripped from my chair to the floor. I struggled to hold still, but that just made the torments harder to endure, seemingly more intense. And now my clitoris was being subjected to the same ripples my insides had been enduring. I closed my mouth, attempting to hold still, when a horrible realization hit me. 
 
      
 
    The nipple clamps weren’t there to punish me. They were there to tantalize me. 
 
      
 
    I can’t believe how fucking stupid I’d been! For some reason I’d assumed the pain of the clamps were actually punishment for my orgams. And in some ways, that pain still was chastening for my disobedience. But the reality I was just now understanding was that despite my orgasm and attempt to neuter the overwhelming sensations, Master Lukas and Julie had designed things to work against me. The more intense rumblings from my pussy and ass, the intense stimulation of my nipples. I could have had five orgasms and this would have been the result. My plan had pretty much been negated by the suffering of my tits under the steel bite of the alligator clamps. Every breath made me twitch and the sensations coming from my bosom neatly combined with the vibrations of the sex toys, enhancing them. And since each toy had also been turned to the maximum with this run, any chance I had at working through the arousal, the blossoming and urgent need exploding between my legs, went bye bye. 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking God. 
 
      
 
    I needed to cum. Again. I didn’t have the time. Oh fuck... 
 
      
 
    This time I moved fast, turning the RVP, then the vibroballs, off. I know. It was a stupid thing to do. But I couldn’t cum. Not again. Do you have any idea what the punishment for that was? I did. I knew intimately. Not again. So I turned the vibroballs off. I turned the Rotating Venus Penis off. Only the Thrusting Anal Vibrator stayed on. There was nothing I could do about that. But I knew how close I’d gotten, and while not a true edge, I’d been dangerously risking myself and a second orgasm was not a good idea. 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my arms around myself, a tight grip, trying to mitigate the shaking. Tension and need and heat seemed to envelope me and I closed my eyes. Time seemed to freeze around me and all I could feel was my ass shaking violently, on full power, the thrusting anal vibe digging hard into my rear. 
 
      
 
    I checked my phone again, shocked to see I only had a minute left of recuperation before I had to turn on the vibroballs again. Or should I go with the RVP? Could I handle the corkscrew movements better than vibrations? Should I vibrate my clit instead? 
 
      
 
    Of course, I should have been wondering how this all looked to an outsider. Barely dressed, red-headed, wonder-slut, wearing ridiculously high heels, dripping cum from the front of her seat onto the tile floor, hunched over, arms wrapped tight around her top, shuddering violently, her hips and ass wiggling, but not left and right - back and forth, as if she were fucking something in her seat. Could I be any more fucking obvious? 
 
      
 
    My phone chimed and I moved my hand to my hip. The first thing I touched was the RVP controller and I realized it didn’t matter what I turned up. I was fucked no matter which this was going to go. And that was the crux. My head snapped up as realization sank in. I was going to fail this. I was always going to fail this. No matter what I did. I could never, short of being dead, not cum. Not under these circumstances. I’d be stuck in perpetual loop of cumming and starting over, too horny and wet and desperate to do it in the allotted time, and too chicken to actually ask someone to paddle me in between attempts. The leather sap was there, in my bag, waiting… and… 
 
      
 
    I mean… 
 
      
 
    Oh.  Oh fuck. 
 
      
 
    And that’s when I saw the way out. This wasn’t about the time limit. Or about me humiliating myself in public, constantly cumming and tormented. No! This was about me escaping via the one and only method provided that would fit with the sort of girl I was. I thought about it. It would be work. It would be embarrassing, but it was the only way. 
 
      
 
    My head snapped up. I had to cum. 
 
      
 
    I flipped the RVP on, the rotation function. I could feel the finger length probe inside me squirreling around, digging in, moving the vibroballs around. I moaned softly, putting a hand to my mouth, chewing on a knuckle. Beside me, the man at the next table tried not to look interested as I squirmed. 
 
      
 
    The pressure built and I realized I was going to pop even before I managed to make the next five minute mark. Just forty seconds before I was required to turn on another vibrator, I felt my body tighten, my pussy spasming violently around the RVP and vibroballs. I let out a tight groan and came, squirting pussy juice, and looking as if I were about to keel over. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, are you alright?” He asked, suddenly concerned as my brain swam in the soup of endorphins I’d just soaked myself in. I smiled lazily at him, even as my lower half immediately began the hike back up to the next climax. 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Yes. Yes. I’m fine,” I said, totally unaware I was dripping cum from the front of my seat. He gave me a bewildered look even as I dug up under my shirt, snagging the alligator clamp on my right nipple. I pulled it free and let it dangle, his eyes widening in shock. I groaned as I got the other one loose and dumped it all on the table. “Don’t need those anymore,” I declared. 
 
      
 
    He turned red. It was cute. 
 
      
 
    I dug in my bag and pulled out the vibrator clamps. They were small, relatively light and I had no trouble putting them on under my shirt. Though I admit I might have flashed a bit of breast at the guy. I loved it. People were walking by, totally oblivious to what was going on. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly the guy jerked his arm and his cup of soda got knocked off the table, right between us. Coke, or whatever it was, splashed on my toes and I gasped, pulling my foot away. 
 
      
 
    “Oh gosh!” He stammered. “I’m sorry!” But then, even as I looked down between my legs, a blue mop appeared out of freaking nowhere. I twisted and saw a housekeeper, dressed in a blue polo shirt, quickly absorbing the spilled fluid. I realized, in mortification, that I’d just been spared a serious indignity. I glanced at him, a sudden, burgeoning hope blossoming inside me. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said after the housekeeper left. “I’m Breanne. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    He blinked, the words processing in his brain. “Marty,” he replied. “That explains a lot.” He smiled knowingly. 
 
      
 
    I blushed. Prettily I might add. “You caught me. I’m a naughty girl.” 
 
      
 
    “Very. But I’m enjoying the show.” 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips. “Care to participate?” 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up but he didn’t reply. 
 
      
 
    “I just need to cum one more time and then you have to do just one little thing for me.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    “Take my leather sap and spank my…” I began saying, then a clear plastic bowl clattered onto the table in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “Here’s your salad,” Julie said. I jerked back, startled, my conversation with Marty totally interrupted. 
 
      
 
    “Julie?” I gasped, eyes wide. The chocolate haired waif I called mistress slid into the seat opposite me and began opening a goddamned double patty cheeseburger, dripping with onions and mushrooms. I could smell the swiss cheese. I glanced over at Marty, who was clearly just as stunned by the turn of events as I was. 
 
      
 
    “Is that a vibrator I hear?” She asked obnoxiously loud, right before taking a bite and grinning at me as she chewed. She looked over at Marty. “Do you hear one vibrator? Or three?” 
 
      
 
    Marty gulped. “Three. I think.” 
 
      
 
    Julie gave me a dirty look. “You naughty girl. Have you been cumming in public again? I see someone had to mop your girl goo off the floor.” She took another big bite. 
 
      
 
    I turned scarlet. Marty tried not laugh. “That was me,” he protested. “I spilled my drink.” 
 
      
 
    Julie glanced to her left at him with a skeptical smirk and swallowed. Then she pointed. 
 
      
 
    “Did you know she’s got three vibrators in her right now,” she confided. “She’s been sitting here, cumming for hours. The fucking slut can’t keep it together.” 
 
      
 
    “Hours?” He said curiously. The redness in my face disappeared as I went white in mortification. But then Marty coughed. “I suspected it,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. Then she looked at me. “Do you know it’s twelve thirty?” She asked me pointedly. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, holding up my phone. 
 
      
 
    “Is this your second run?” 
 
      
 
    I looked away, not wanting to answer. Julie let out a peal of laughter. “You pussy,” she chided. “Whatcha got on?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. This was not going well. Not at all. 
 
      
 
    “The TAV,” I replied. “And the vibrating nipple clamps.” Julie gave me a suspicious look and I flinched. 
 
      
 
    “I’m hoping that the only reason you aren’t squirming from the RVP is because you’re trying hard not to cum.” She asked solidly. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No. I’m trying hard to cum. I figured it out.” 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyes widened and Marty looked confused. I gave him a smile. “The challenge was for me not to cum. I was to get punished if I did. But I realized, after the first time I failed and had to start it all over, that the whole point of this wasn’t about cumming in public, or holding back, or sitting here with it dripping off the chair.” I reached over to the bag on my chair and drew out the small leather paddle. “It was about asking someone to sap my pussy.” I set the black tool on the table, closer to Julie. If anyone was watching, I wanted them to think it belonged to Jules. 
 
      
 
    Julie smile turned a bit wooden, and she flicked at the sap with a fingernail. Marty looked confused. “Sap? What is that for?” 
 
      
 
    I pointed at the paddle. “The rules were if I cum three times, I have to go and remove all the vibrators, then find someone to sap my pussy. Twenty solid strokes, or I have to start over. All of it. I thought that the point of the assignment was to try not cumming in public. But it wasn’t. I was set up for failure, as usual. Eventually I realized that cumming, and finding someone to use the sap on me, was the true goal.” 
 
      
 
    Julie suddenly laughed. “Well, you figured it out. Took you long enough. You’ve been here almost three hours. Two rounds huh? How many times have you popped?” 
 
      
 
    I looked down in embarrassment. “This time? Or all together?” I asked dejectedly. 
 
      
 
    “All together,” she replied. “Both.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “The first time I tried the challenge I came three times. I just couldn’t handle it. The vibrations were too intense. I tried though. I really did!” I insisted. 
 
      
 
    “Sure you did,” Julie said with mock sympathy. “And I’m guessing that after the third orgasm you went to the restroom as ordered, took everything out, and then went looking for someone to sap that cute little pussy of yours?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, my bottom lip caught between my teeth. 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “Did you even ask anyone?” She queried, somewhat incredulously. I shifted, not wanting to answer. 
 
      
 
    “Wow. The way out and you didn’t even go for it.” She clucked her tongue. “And you had to suffer again. How horrible!” She made a face and stuck her tongue out at me.   
 
      
 
    I looked away, so uncomfortable. “I didn’t realize!” I finally blurted. “I couldn’t find anyone right that time.” 
 
      
 
    Julie let out a peal of laughter. “Oh princess, you are your own worst enemy. Do you know that?” She shook her head and then took another bite of burger. She chewed it thoughtfully. After she swallowed she gave me a speculative look. 
 
      
 
    “So what’s the new game plan?” She asked. “And don’t look at me. I’ve got to get back to work. I don’t have time for you to cum again, much less find a spot to spank that little pussy of yours.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip and glanced over at Marty who was staring at us, shocked. “I’ve already had two orgasms. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator is on, and I’m about to turn on the vibroballs. If Marty here can be patient, and willing, I’ll cum the last time and then I’ll go take it all out and he can take me somewhere private for that sapping.” 
 
      
 
    Marty’s eyes widened. “What?” He looked down at the paddle. 
 
      
 
    Julie considered it. “It’s a plan. But remember - you only have ten minutes. Where are you going to go?” 
 
      
 
    My phone beeped and I looked down. Five minutes. Fuck. I reached for the vibroballs controller and twisted to full. The two spheres in my pussy began cosseting my insides, pleasure and humiliation mixing sweetly. I let out a whimper, my bottom half moving again. 
 
      
 
    I shivered. “I don’t know!” 
 
      
 
    Julie took a deep breath and gave me a sympathetic look. Then she glanced at Marty. “Will you be able to handle her?” 
 
      
 
    I looked up, hopeful. Marty gave Julie a bewildered look. “What the hell is going on?” 
 
      
 
    She sighed, rolled her eyes, and looked at me before reaching out to take my hand. “Bre, go ahead. Cum. Just go ahead and cum. Right now. Turn it all on and let it roll you. I’ll take care of your beau here.” 
 
      
 
    People moved around us and I didn’t even care. Julie nodded at me. 
 
      
 
    “Cum again.” 
 
      
 
    She didn’t have to tell me twice. I grabbed hold of the RVP controller and in seconds the four-inch cock wasn’t just churning inside me, it was shaking like mad as I sat on the best rollercoaster ever. Julie smiled wickedly as my insides tightened. I moaned as she turned to Marty. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t have a lot of time, but in a moment that little fuck slut is going to explode. Cum will be dripping out of her. Then she’s going to get up, leaving a wet spot in that seat. You have to follow her to the bathroom, and wait outside of it for her. Then you will take her somewhere, anywhere, where you might find a little privacy. A dressing room. A storage closet. Hell, an empty bathroom stall. Anything. Then you’ll take that paddle she showed you and she will lift her skirt and spread her legs. You will then take the paddle and spank her cute little cunt a minimum of thirty times. It doesn’t matter if it hurts. It’s supposed to. It’s the punishment.” 
 
      
 
    Marty looked stunned. Flabbergasted. Julie patted his knee affectionately. “Once you’ve spanked her, if you’re short on time, you can just leave her. She’s done. Or you can get a blowjob.” She snorted. “Or if you’re smart, you’ll pretend to be sick, take her home, and spend the rest of the afternoon fucking her brains out, tying her to the bed, and seeing just how many more orgasms you can rip out of her before I do the same to her this evening.” 
 
      
 
    Marty’s jaw dropped. “Are you… you… joking?” He stammered. 
 
      
 
    “Do I look like I’m joking?” She demanded. She gestured at me. Look at her! She’s about to fucking cum!” 
 
      
 
    And sure enough. I was. I gripped the table, groaning. Julie let out a cruel, evil laugh. “You want it, right? You. Him? That leather sap? How many are you supposed to get? Thirty, right?” She leaned forward, eyes dark. “Can you imagine that leather biting into your cute, little pussy?” She leaned back. “I can.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned as waves of pleasure shot through me, blooming between my legs. I needed it. I wanted it. Full power. Full speed. Oh God yes… 
 
      
 
    Julie munched on her burger as I began convulsing, not dramatically, but with clear, coital expression. Marty stared at me in awe and… something else. I wasn’t quite sure what. I grit my teeth and let out a soft whimper. Julie grinned. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it. Cum. It’s what you want. It’s what I want. It’s what he wants,” she said, pointing at Marty. “It’s probably even what Master Lukas wants,” she assured me. “And when you’re done cumming, Marty is going to take you somewhere, spread you open, and beat that little sweet slit of yours red.” She smacked her lips hungrily. 
 
      
 
    And that was all it took. I let out a shredded, tension filled, lustful cry, panting wildly. Everyone around us turned and looked, some shocked, some astonished, some sure I was faking it, others sure that I was doing exactly what it looked like. I trembled and then I fell, back into my seat and the wild vibrations of utter lust. 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned at the spectacle, the soft murmurs of commentary around us. 
 
      
 
    “My goodness, what a show!” She declared. She jammed the rest of the burger in her mouth and chewed rapidly. Then she wadded up her paper and took a long sip from her drink. “Well,” she said to Marty as she stood up. “I’ll leave the punishment to you?” 
 
      
 
    Marty still looked like a stunned ox, but then glanced around, realizing that we were making a spectacle and that Julie’s loud, obnoxious voice wasn’t helping. 
 
      
 
    I looked at him weakly. The buzzing, the churning, all of it, still going. I panted. “T-t-thank you,” I stammered. “If you weren’t willing to h-h-help...” 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head and sighed. “Go. Head for the restroom.” She grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet. I felt the sticky goo of my orgasm against my legs. I looked down. It looked like I’d been sitting in a lake. Good God. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God. I’m sorry,” I whispered. Julie laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Looks like we need housekeeping,” she declared loudly. More people began looking at me. I turned beet red. She turned toward Marty and pushed the leather paddle into his hands. “Your turn buddy. Go with her. Whip her pussy hard,” she whispered to him. She pulled Marty up and pushed him toward me. 
 
      
 
    I took his hand, my face scarlet, already utterly abashed at being a public spectacle. “Please Marty? Let’s go? Please?” I pulled at him, the vibrators still going, the clamps on my nipples chewing away. Julie waved at me and then lifted my bowl of salad 
 
      
 
    “I’ll save this for you!” She shouted. 
 
      
 
    We walked, with me pulling Marty. I found myself in front of a restroom and I paused to give him a look. He gave me a weak smile and his gaze shifted from left to right, as if he didn’t want to look me in the eye. 
 
      
 
    “Will you wait for me?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He bit his lip and hesitated, I cringed. “Please? I really need you to do this. If you don’t, I’ll be stuck. I’ll have to put everything in again and do it all over. Three more orgasms.” 
 
      
 
    He grimaced. “Look, I don’t understand this. Or what you’re doing. Or even why. Besides, I’ve got to work. I can’t just take off. I’m almost out of time as it is.” He glanced at his watch. 
 
      
 
    “But… but…” I stammered. “You said you’d sap me!” 
 
      
 
    He gave me an incredulous look and then lifted the leather paddle. “You really want me to hit you? Between the legs?” His expression was “are you nuts?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. He sighed. “That’s fucked up,” he told me. 
 
      
 
    “Not even for a blowjob?” I said, my voice pitched high and desperate. 
 
      
 
    Marty frowned. “Uh… okay.” He said, giving in. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “Okay. Wait here,” I told him, darting into the bathroom. Only one of the three stalls was occupied, so I went into the one on the end and began yanking toys out of myself. The RVP went first, and I just shoved it into the bag. Then came the vibroballs. Finally I pulled the Thrusting Anal Vibrator out, holding it in my hands as I hurried to the sink, hoping to wash it before someone saw. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, really?” Asked a teenage girl, emerging right when I did. She was as tall as me, dressed in short shorts and a torn, black tee shirt. Her eyes were lined with black and she had piercings in her eyebrow, nose, tongue, and ears. I cringed in embarrassment. I didn’t say anything, but just washed it. 
 
      
 
    “That’s pretty thick. Which hole?” She asked curiously, refreshing her black lipstick. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. There was at least a twelve year age difference between us. She had a nose ring. And two tattoos. That I could see. 
 
      
 
    “Bottom,” I said swallowing. 
 
      
 
    “Groovy.” 
 
      
 
    I finished cleaning it and jammed it in my bag. I gave her a sort of embarrassed smile and then hurried out of the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Marty was gone. My paddle was laying on the floor. I turned around, bewildered, clutching my bag to my chest. What… what the hell? I picked up the paddle and stared at it. 
 
      
 
    “Hey. You okay?” The girl asked me, coming out of the bathroom, her hands damp but clean. 
 
      
 
    The look of dumbfounded disbelief  on my face must have been impressive. “He was supposed to wait for me. He was supposed to help me!” I whispered, staring at the leather sap. 
 
      
 
    “Help you? Are you in trouble?” She asked, curious, sympathetic, innocent. Maybe. 
 
      
 
    The point, Breanne, was for you to ask someone. 
 
      
 
    My spine straightened and I turned toward her. “Please? Would you help me?” I held out the sap and pushed it toward her. Her eyes widened and she took it in surprise. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell am I supposed to do with this?” She asked incredulously. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips. Desperate. Ten minutes. Or I’d have to do it all over again. The vibrators, the food court, the clamps, three more orgasms. I couldn’t. It was too much. “Spank my pussy. Hard. Thirty strokes. At least.” I gushed, the words flowing out of me. “And I’ll do you. I mean, if you want. Anything you’d like.” 
 
      
 
    The girl blinked and looked down at the sap. Then back at me. I saw her expression change from surprise, to chagrin, then to satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    “Finally,” she breathed, her eyes smoldering with heat. She turned and pushed open the bathroom door. “Well? Come on. Or did you want me to beat your cunt out here in the hall?” 
 
      
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked softly, hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    “Mercedes,” she replied. “But all my friends call me Mercy.” She smacked the paddle into her palm. “And I’m the only mercy you’ll get.” 
 
      
 
    She went into the bathroom. I blinked. 
 
      
 
    And I followed. 
 
      
 
    Because I, for one, have no self control. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Breanne, 
 
      
 
    Start your day with an edge, to make sure everything is working as it should. Don’t worry. This is not about your edging. At least not yet.  Put your vibroballs in your pussy and your Thrusting Anal Vibrator into your ass. Then follow it up with your Rotating Venus Penis. Please dress in appropriate clothing for a nympho humiliation pain slut. You should also bring your alligator clamps and your vibrating nipple clamps. Once you are fully stuffed you are ready for your assignment. 
 
      
 
    Proceed to a public place. Sit down in a location where you are under regular observation, such as a chair in a food court, or a park bench. Check the time and turn to medium any function of the three toys. Obviously, you have the TAV, both rotation and vibration of the RVP, and the vibroballs. Endure for five full minutes and then select a different toy or function and move its setting to medium. Repeat this procedure every five minutes until all of your toys are on, with full operation, to medium. This should take twenty minutes. 
 
      
 
    Of course it is unlikely that you could handle this without cumming, which is not allowed. So in the event that you feel that you are close to cumming, you will turn off all the devices but one, and restart the clock. This is where self-control comes in. Don’t cum. 
 
      
 
    But what if you do? There ARE consequences. First of all, it won’t change the basics of the assignment. If you cum, turn off all the devices but one and reset the timer. However, you will no longer be turning the toys to medium. You will turn them to their highest, most powerful settings. You will also place the alligator clamps on your nipples. Then, again without cumming, work your way through the full twenty minutes, turning on one device at a time. 
 
      
 
    A second orgasm should result in similar straits, except replace the alligator clamps with your vibrating nipple clamps. If you orgasm a third time, leave your public place and find somewhere private to remove all the toys. You then have ten minutes to find someone to sap your cunt with twenty strokes, or you must reinsert all the toys and start over. Of course, if you do find someone to spank that little pussy of yours, make sure you reward them with a wet, thorough fuck. 
 
      
 
    Once you have successfully endured the vibrations for twenty minutes, you have completed the assignment. - Master Lukas 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 [bookmark: _9q3vl8xlptte]Punishment’s Folly - Part One 
 
      
 
    “Well,” said Kari, stepping into the office. “That’s a look I can appreciate.” Her eyes focused on the peasant blouse, or possibly the two wooden clothespins that hung from my barely concealed nipples, the ends peeking out from under the mostly transparent material. The blouse, a pleated monstrosity with a single strand of elastic holding it in place above my breasts, didn’t do much more than keep my bosom from being immediately bare and the slightest gust of wind had a tendency to flip the whole thing up, forcing me to involuntarily flash my breasts to the whole freaking world.  
 
      
 
    I gave Kari a sour look. I wasn’t happy about the outfit, which was purely Julie’s fault. She’d texted me that morning, directing me to wear it. I’d have gone for something more conservative, despite the assigned punishment I was to endure that morning, but still… the peasant blouse? Why not just strip me naked? 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready for your punishment?” Inquired Kari sweetly, coming around to check out my skirt. I’d worn the pleated blue one, the one that was too short to actually cover my ass, and I nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, Kari. I’m ready,” I assured her. “The RVP is in, with fresh batteries, and as you can see,” I said, gesturing at my breasts. “I already have the clothespins on.” 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm,” she hummed. “Yes. I like it when you’re proactive like this. Has it been hard, sitting here with your tender, little nipples crushed like that for so long?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed and nodded, not wanting to admit that I’d put them on just a few minutes ago. I’m sexually crazy.  
 
      
 
    Not stupid. Besides, she is the one who always arrives at exactly the same time every day. 
 
      
 
    “Turn on the RVP then,” she told me. “Both functions on low please. Thirty minutes. No cumming.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. The remote was already out on my desk and I quickly activated it. Kari stayed to watch the immediate response and it certainly wasn’t disappointing. Inside me the four-inch-long synthetic cock spun up, wriggling around inside my desperate pussy like a chef’s spoon in a small pot. I gasped, eyes widening as the sensation incited a riot of pleasure. Then, just as quickly, the other motor in the Rotating Venus Penis started up, shaking lightly. The base of the RVP was pressed against my petals, and worse - my clitoris.  
 
      
 
    I’m a girl who is accustomed to sexual stimulation, but I admit that the one toy I consistently have trouble handling is the Rotating Venus Penis. I’ve had four of them, which shouldn’t be a referendum on their durability. I have a tendency to fuck to destruction. The latest incarnation was more solid, and had no wires. I liked that because it left out one additional way for Kari and Julie to humiliate the fuck out of me. Do you have any idea what it’s like to have someone look at you when you’ve got a bright pink or purple colored wire going up under your skirt, with a battery pack and control sticking into your waistband? 
 
      
 
    But as the RVP churned up to its lowest settings, my pussy tightened and I found myself gripping the desk, my entire body keyed to react. Thirty minutes is a long time and I realized that under the circumstances, I’d be lucky to last five. I glanced up at Kari, the panic on my face apparent, and she laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Too much, too soon?” She asked. “That’s what you get for being a naughty little slut,” she said snidely. “Out of curiosity, what did you do to deserve this particular punishment?”  
 
      
 
    I swallowed, my entire body shifting as the RVP did it’s magic dance between my legs. “You know that Wizard of Oz porn parody I’m writing?” I asked her. She nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I know of it. I haven’t read any,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “Well, no one has,” I said roughly. “I mean had. Master William inquired about it and I’d sort of put it on a back burner. So I sent him the first part.” A surge of sexual energy shot through me and I let out a whimper. Control. It’s all about control. I looked back up at Kari. “He was disappointed that I only sent him part one.” 
 
      
 
    Kari crossed her arms over her chest. “Why?” 
 
      
 
    Another wave of absolute sexual lust rushed through me. And with all due respect, I should be forgiven for the lack of control. I hadn’t cum in six days for goodness’ sake!  
 
      
 
    “Why what?” I stammered. 
 
      
 
    Kari snapped her finger in front of my face. “Bre, concentrate. Why didn’t you send him the whole thing?” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, swaying dangerously in my seat. “I… I… .it wasn’t finished,” I blurted out. Then I moaned. “It was a rough… rough… oh my God.” I realized I was panting. “Draft!” 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “Well then, don’t let me stop you. Get to work. Edit the first part and make sure everyone gets it. Start typing,” she ordered. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “I… how can I write like this?” I gasped, my legs starting to tremble.  
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “It’s your normal state isn’t it?” She reached down, slid her right hand under the peasant blouse, and squeezed my breast, shaking the clothespin. That did not help.  
 
      
 
    “Come see me when you cum. Now, write.” She let go of my boob and turned and walked away. Shaking, panting, aching, needing, I grabbed hold of the mouse and opened my documents file. Tons of half-finished assignment write-ups filled the screen, files and files of them. I opened my “fiction folder.” Only five items in there, none of them done, and I started to open “Bondage in Oz”.  
 
      
 
    The red-haired girl lay on the bed, eyes half closed as her fingers moved in lazy circles. A low moan came from parted lips and her back arched, the pale, white curves of her body writhing in self created ecstasy. Sunlight and a light breeze came in through the open window, pushing on the curtains that weren’t quite closed. She seemed lost in her own little world, legs parted with her toes just barely grazing the corners of the footboard, while her fingers moved from the swollen nub of sweet flesh at the cleft of her slit to the thick, black, cucumber sized phallus that waited patiently for another chance to feel her warm, sweet depths... 
 
      
 
    And then I exploded.  Three minutes. Well done, Bre. 
 
      
 
    Leaving the RVP on, I climbed out of my chair, wobbled slightly on the stripper shoes I was wearing and headed back down the hall. I walked into Kari’s office and the golden haired goddess I routinely worship glanced up at me. She didn’t seem surprised.  
 
      
 
    “That took longer than I expected,” she said with a grin. “Go to my art room and get one of the plastic rulers. Then go to the conference room and remove your RVP. You know how I want you,” she said with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed and nodded. “Yes, Kari” I replied obediently. I turned tail and moved down the hall to her art room. It was cluttered, or at least appeared to be, but I knew that everything had a place. On the second shelf, in the back corner, was a jar full of rulers. There were wooden ones, plastic ones, short ones, foot and a half long ones, ones with holes, ones with slides, and even wide ones. I spent a moment trying to figure out which would be the least painful. I skipped the one with holes, and the wide one, and the long one, and instead selected a simple, smooth, straight, orange, plastic ruler. 
 
      
 
    It would do.  
 
      
 
    I turned tail. I wanted the RVP off because it was already churning me into another state. I wasn’t quite ready to pop, but if I didn’t get it turned off, I was certainly going to. That’s one of the problems to being multi-orgasmic. I’m the sort of girl that can just lurch from one orgasm to the next if left to my own devices, or left to the devices I own. The last thing I needed was to get myself all hot and bothered so that after the punishment I’d be in the same state I started.  
 
      
 
    I turned left in the hall, then took another right past the kitchen. That put me in the conference room, the largest space in the suite, dominated by a large, mahogany conference table and six, expensive, leather chairs. 
 
      
 
    The leather is treated frequently. Trust me.  
 
      
 
    I pushed one of the chairs at the end of the table out of the way and tossed the ruler on the surface. I went to remove the RVP, but realized that I’d left the damn control box at my desk. With a sigh of exasperation, I headed back down the hall, only to bump into Kari. 
 
      
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” She asked me in surprise. 
 
      
 
    I blushed crimson. “I uh… I left the RVP controller on my desk.” 
 
      
 
    Her eyebrow went up. “I see. That’s earned you another five strokes.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and she pushed me back down toward the conference room. “Go. Remove your RVP. I’ll fetch the controller and turn it off.” 
 
      
 
    She whirled and marched away and I took a deep breath. Alright. Back to the conference room. Extra strokes. Yay. 
 
      
 
    The RVP went quiet just as I walked back into the conference room and I quickly released the straps holding it to my slit. I pulled it out with a groan, the four-inch-long cock glistening with my cum. I set it aside. Kari came in a moment later. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were supposed to be laying on the table, legs spread?” She asked, giving me a dark look. 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. “Well, I was taking off the RVP,” I said as an excuse, gesturing at the toy now sitting in one of the extra chairs. “I was just about to climb up.” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s mouth twitched. “Unacceptable. That will earn you another five strokes.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I exclaimed. “But you already are giving me an extra five strokes!” 
 
      
 
    She nodded, her mouth curling up into a wicked smile. “Yes, for being foolish enough to leave the RVP controls on your desk. This extra punishment is for not being on the table.” 
 
      
 
    For a moment our eyes met. Anger flooded through me, but only for a second. I looked away from the concentrated will and dominance in Kari’s eyes. I bowed my head with a muttered “yes, mistress.” Then I pressed my skirt clad bottom against the table and hopped up. 
 
      
 
    I slid across the highly oiled tabletop backward, until my calves bumped the edge. I knew it was highly oiled because Kari had removed my piercings the previous Wednesday, along with the padlock on my right nipple, and made me oil the entire table with just my breasts. Then she’d come in to supervise with the flogger. Bent over, rubbing my chest across the smooth surface, while she’d given my pantyclad ass a series of sharp smacks, had been highly stressful. The bondage cuffs on my wrists hadn’t come off until I was done, either. 
 
      
 
    But not today. Today I was still fully dressed. Well, sort of. As I slid up the table my skirt did some interesting things. Granted, it covered my ass better, but it also pulled the front upward, exposing my very pink, very wet, very wanton, little slit. The other issue was that I was now mostly horizontal. The peasant blouse was designed with gravity in mind, and now that I was flat on my back, or at least propped up on my elbows, the blouse fell upward, exposing the pink, clothespin-clad tips of each breast.  
 
      
 
    Kari picked up the ruler and moved down to the end of the table, between my feet, like a perverted obstetrician, her eyes glued to my gash.  
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs my dear. You’re getting ten for your punishment from Master William and ten from me.” 
 
      
 
    I drew my feet up and as I did, Kari pulled the stripper shoes off. That didn’t worry me too much. She was probably more concerned about marring her table than whacking the soles of my feet. She then pushed, bending my knees and setting my feet wide apart. She tapped my inner thigh, right above my pussy, with the ruler, leaving a light, but noticeable sting. 
 
      
 
    “Open up,” Kari demanded. “Further. Almost a Butterfly.” 
 
      
 
    I let my knees move outward. The butterfly position has the actor laying on her back, legs spread wide, except bent at the knees so that the soles of each foot are touching the other. What Kari wanted was sort of similar, except with my knees bent, legs spread wide. It doesn’t have a name, but if I were polled, I’d call it “Ouch” because the moment I adopted the position Kari requested, she raised the ruler and brought it straight down on my clit with a sharp crack of sound. 
 
      
 
    Then I said, “Ouch!”  
 
      
 
    Of course it came out more as a squeal and my bottom lifted up off the table and when my ass came back down my skirt was now a rumpled ring around my waist. My knees waved in the air as Kari looked down, and with both hands, snapped the plastic paddle against my pussy again. 
 
      
 
    “Owww!” I yelped, once more pushing my hips upward, lifting my ass off the table. I hissed as the sting began to morph into heat and Kari poked at my clitoris with the edge of the ruler.  
 
      
 
    “I have to ask,” Kari said. “If you truly understand the difference between punishment and torment.” The edge of the ruler moved back and forth, rubbing my clitoris. That didn’t hurt. Not one bit. In fact … 
 
      
 
    “That’s torment,” I gasped.  
 
      
 
    Kari hummed and the ruler changed orientation. Now she began tapping my clit. I clenched my pussy. She wasn’t technically hitting me. It didn’t even sting. But my God I sure as hell felt it. 
 
      
 
    “That’s torment too!” I whimpered.  
 
      
 
    “Very good,” Kari replied. Then she lifted the ruler about ten inches away from my pussy and brought it down hard and fast.  
 
      
 
    I let out a harsh cry and jerked half upright as the burning sting cause my knees to buckle and close. I twisted away, jamming a hand down between my legs, covering my pussy as the tears came to my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “And that?” She asked sharply. I clenched my eyes shut.  
 
      
 
    “Punishment!” I whimpered.  
 
      
 
    “That’s correct. “Now open up again.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, over the next thirty seconds, I managed to regain my position. Kari stood above me, the villainous schoolteacher, intent on inflicting some serious discipline on her wayward, naughty student. I trembled like a leaf in a storm, but managed to get my legs open again. But I was crying. 
 
      
 
    I expected another blow, but instead she slipped two fingers into my pussy and began thrusting. I don’t think I need to explain how that felt. But just as I tightened around her digits, squeezing in response, she yanked her hand away and slapped the ruler down for the third blow, straight to my clit. It stung, but not as badly. I gasped, thrusting upward, the sting biting for two or three seconds before just becoming hot. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    Kari answered that little prayer by smacking my clit again. 
 
      
 
    And then again. 
 
      
 
    And once more. 
 
      
 
    I broke. My knees came together, I let out a choked sob and Kari waited patiently for me to recover. My pussy burned like hell and my clit felt swollen and raw. A minute passed, then another, and Kari became impatient. 
 
      
 
    “Open back up, Breanne.” She smacked the ruler against my leg, right where it meets the lower buttock. 
 
      
 
    Damn. 
 
      
 
    The ruler flicked again, this time stinging. She was spanking my ass. I rolled so that my bottom wasn’t quite as exposed, but this did exactly what she wanted. My legs opened up and before I could bring my knees together, she pushed two fingers deep and hard into my slit. 
 
      
 
    You know what? I have no fucking idea about definitions when it comes to torment and punishment, because her fingers curled and swirled inside me just as insidiously as the RVP had done. Her palm pressed against my clit and in seconds the pain of the swats was lost in a wave of pleasure so acute that I practically swooned. I gasped, moaned, whimpered, and thrust my hips up into her. I spread my legs again, offering myself up to her. I could feel another orgasm begin to blossom in the heat and movement, the thrust and pull, the fingers of my sweet well. 
 
      
 
    And then Kari’s hand stopped moving. She held her fingers still inside me and I squirmed. 
 
      
 
    “Please! Kari! Please! I’m so close!” I puffed. 
 
      
 
    “Punishment,” she said sweetly, yanked her hand out of me, and with the other, brought the fucking ruler down hard. Even before I could react to the scorching heat, I heard the crack of flat plastic striking wet flesh, mashing my folds down and biting into my clitoris. I threw my head back, cried out, and once more my knees slammed together. 
 
      
 
    I rolled onto my side, groaning in agony. It was so cruel! 
 
      
 
    Kari sat down in the leather chair and licked at her fingers while I lay there trembling.  
 
      
 
    “Do you know why I’ve been pleasuring you?” She asked me idly. 
 
      
 
    I sniffed. “So you can hurt me more?” I managed to reply 
 
      
 
    “Exactly. Hurt you more. Do you even understand what that means? I am literally using your own libido against you. If you weren’t constantly aroused, always wet, always wanting, I wouldn’t be able to do this to you.”  She paused. “Well, not as much. If I didn’t care how bady it hurt, I suppose I could still do this to you. But we’d need a gag.”  
 
      
 
    I felt her lean forward and the edge of the ruler touched my foot. The sole. Right in the middle. I twitched and pulled my foot away, but Kari grabbed my right ankle, holding it. The ruler came back, like a cutting edge. It tickled, almost. Maybe. Just barely. She dragged the corner along my sole. I couldn’t tell if it hurt, tickled, or felt good. I lay there, twitching.  
 
      
 
    “I hope you realize the gift you are. I certainly do,” Kari said, still driving me crazy with the edge of the ruler. “You are like the Ferrari of sex sluts.” 
 
      
 
    She slapped the ruler against my foot. “Now open back up. You’ve got like fifteen more swats to take.  
 
      
 
    And me, the stupid, nympho humiliation pain slut, did exactly as she asked. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _b3iv1soaurf]Punishment’s Folly - Part Two 
 
      
 
    I sat at my desk trembling, the RVP twisting and shuddering inside me. The tips of both breasts throbbed, the weight of the shirt pushing on the clothespins sticking straight out from my nipples. My knuckles were white and from the amount of fluid pooling in the seat of my chair, I knew I was dangerously close to cumming. I glanced at the clock. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!” I whispered to myself. 
 
      
 
    I had twenty-one minutes to go and there was no way I was going to be able to handle the incessant churning and buzzing of the Rotating Venus Penis. An hour was just too long, even after cumming and getting punished. The twenty swats I’d received from Kari had sensitized me as well, leaving me even more open to the non-stop stimulation of the sex toy and to be honest, I was shocked I’d managed to get through thirty-nine minutes of it.  
 
      
 
    I felt my heart skip a beat as the realization hit me. Perhaps if I’d made it to forty-five minutes, with just fifteen left to go, I’d have struggled through. But twenty plus? Not a chance in hell. It wasn’t even worth trying for, and my willpower broke, shattering like a glass window struck with a baseball. I leaned over, gasping, not even bothering to check if anyone was out in the lobby, watching with glee as the girl whose tits were barely covered let her blouse drop forward, exposing two, exquisite, dangling boobs, both clamped with wooden clothespins. I let out a sharp whine as the weight of the cotton no longer pushed down on my nipples. 
 
      
 
    And the pressure burst. 
 
      
 
    As far as orgasms go, the second one of the morning was pretty damn impressive. The puddle between my legs became a pool, my thighs were streaked with cum all the way to my knees, I felt weak, and limp, and amazing, and my clitoris was quite sensitive; tender and raw. I sat there, dripping, letting the sweet euphoria of my fix align my psyche into something resembling normal. I sighed in happiness, endorphins flooding my brain. The shot of adrenaline faded, leaving me feeling languorous and relaxed. I settled back in my chair with a smile on my face, even able to ignore the throbbing ache of my breasts, both of which were still caught in the grip of the wooden pegs. At least for a moment. The peasant blouse settled down over the clothespins and I grimaced, the pain eating through the last little bits of my sexual nirvana. 
 
      
 
    Shit. 
 
      
 
    No one was in the atrium, so I slowly stood up. As I thought, I’d made another mess of my chair, soaking almost the entire leather seat. The back of my skirt was sopping wet and I groaned as some of the cum I’d left there dripped onto the floor. I pulled a hand towel out of one of the desk drawers and tried to wipe it all up. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” called Kari from her office. “I heard your orgasm. Do you need additional strokes for not coming back here quick enough?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m cleaning up!” I said loudly. I snatched the RVP controller of the desk and took it with me, waddling on my stripper shoes, feeling my thighs slide back and forth. It was a disconcerting sensation. Wet and slippery. I looked into Kari’s office. 
 
      
 
    “I exploded,” I said simply. She looked up, a knowing look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m aware of it. You were quite vocal.” 
 
      
 
    I blushed crimson.  
 
      
 
    “You are aware that since this was attempt number two for you, we’re doubling the strokes to your pussy. You’ll receive twenty as Master William dictated for failing your punishment.” 
 
      
 
    I crossed my arms and leaned against the wall. “It doesn’t make any sense. My punishment was to endure the vibrator and try not to cum. And now that I have cum, I have to get punished for failing the punishment?” 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed. “Don’t look at me. You’re the one who agreed to it. Now go to the conference room, remove your skirt and the RVP, and have a seat in one of the chairs. Legs over the armrests as usual please.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a curt nod, then moved my cute, little ass. 
 
      
 
    In the conference room it was child’s play. I turned off the churning, buzzing sex toy still buried in my slit and I put it on the table. I moved fast, not wanting to risk extra swats. I tossed my skirt to the side, sat down, and had my legs draped open and outward, my stripper heels bobbing in the air to either side of the chair before Kari waltzed in. 
 
      
 
    She had a different ruler. 
 
      
 
    The one she’d selected was twelve inches long, but it was extra wide, a full four inches in width, leaving a much wider paddling surface. It was one of the ones I’d considered and then decided not to risk. I bit my lip as she came into the room, hooked a foot around one of the other chairs, and sat down right in front of me, the end of the ruler just an inch or two from my exposed, still rosy, already spanked once, pussy.  
 
      
 
    My clit was swollen, though whether from the beating I’d received an hour before, or from the non-stop stimulation I’d just endured for forty some minutes, I wasn’t sure. The folds of my sex seemed just as pink, if not more so, and I could see a few questionable lines carved in a darker shade of crimson that could have only have come from the edge of the narrower ruler.  
 
      
 
    And I was about to get more. 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a warm smile. She brought up her other hand and to my surprise, she was holding a vibrator. It was six inches long, straight except for the curved tip and she twisted the base. It rumbled to life. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that for?” I asked suspiciously. 
 
      
 
    Kari tilted her head to the side slightly. “Think of it as a timer.” Then, without another word, she slid it straight into my sex and pushed it deep. 
 
      
 
    If you are male, I apologize. Not because I think of you as a testosterone laden, ambulatory cock always looking for the next fuck, (which you are, thank goodness) but because there is no way for you to possibly understand what it is like to be filled the way a woman does. And no - anal sex is nothing like it. Trust me. I know. So even if you’re a guy with a penchant for having things stuck up your ass, the feeling is entirely different. You will never know it. Never understand it. I am a woman. There is a cavity within me, literally designed to be filled, and for it to be pleasurable when it is filled correctly. Furthermore, that cavity is warm, wet, and to some extent tight. It is designed to stimulate the male sexual organ, resulting in the squirting of sperm-laden cum as a procreative method.  
 
      
 
    In other words, my pussy is not a vice. Or a clamp. Tightening down around any cock-like objects does not keep them inside me. If I want to keep a cock buried in my pussy, I literally have to wrap my legs around him, locking my heels together in the small of his back, and hold him there.  
 
      
 
    So what I want you men to take from this little tangent of explanation, is that there is absolutely no way, short of trying to hold still and not tense my muscles in any way, to keep a wet, slick, vibrating, six inch rod, buried in my pussy. Especially when there is a crazy, demented, sexual sadist smacking your clit with fast, hard blows. 
 
      
 
    I made it through five before my pussy squeezed the rod tight in reaction to the stinging heat applied to my clit and the vibrator shot out like a bullet, only to land in Kari’s waiting hand. She grabbed it, ignoring the goo covering the full length, and shoved it right back into my grasping slit, leaving me to bleat the mix of arousal and pain she was inflicting upon me. My eyes widened at the sudden, but perfect penetration, only to have it ruined by Kari slapping my pubis with the wide ruler once more. This time she only managed to finish three strokes, before the vibrator shot out of me. My feet kicked as my hips rolled madly and I gripped the chair with a claw like grip. 
 
      
 
    “Every time you push the vibrator out, I’m adding three extra strokes to your total,” Kari informed me. 
 
      
 
    “What?” I gasped, eyes wide in alarm, only to groan as she jammed the thick vibrator back into me. 
 
      
 
    The ruler struck fast and hard, slapping my clitoris, mashing it, flattening it. A burning sting seemed to expand outward from my groin and I just barely managed to keep from squeezing my pussy again, instead thrusting upward and trying to open up even more. It was an obscenely lewd thing to do, but it added two more strokes to Kari’s tempo, giving me a full six. I was mewling as the heat between my legs became almost intolerable and the vibrator shot out of me once more, a third time.  
 
      
 
    Kari, still perfect, caught it, pressed the tip to my broiling clitoris, and rubbed the wet, tapered tip back and forth. It both hurt and felt good and I made a shrill, yipping sort of noise as the clothespins on my tits danced and dipped and wiggled in response to my shudders. I brought my hands up, cupping my breasts, fingers holding the clothespins, but not still. I was wiggling them, my brain no longer functioning properly. 
 
      
 
    The vibrator went back in. Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack. I grit my teeth, unable to hold back, my pussy convulsing in spasms around the toy. Kari pushed it back in. The ruler snapped and snapped and my back arched in a mixture of agony and ecstasy. I was on the cusp of cumming again, every nerve between my pussy and my brain afire. My toes curled, one shoe having fallen free. Kari, with one hand holding the vibrator in, slapped the ruler down hard and I grit my teeth, straining, eyes closed, a shrill cry between my lips. Then she let go. The vibrator shot out of my agitated cunt, shot across the two seats, and then fell to the floor. 
 
      
 
    But I didn’t really see this, or know it. All I knew was the fiery agony of the wide ruler slapping my pussy. Kari, her other hand no free, pushed her arm up against my right leg, while her elbow jammed into the other side. I had nowhere to go as she beat my pussy, delivering the last of a full thirty-five strokes to my abused cunt.  
 
      
 
    And she didn’t stop there. Two more strokes fell, the last one on my knuckles as my hands shot down between my legs, covering my sore, sensitive, gushing, burning slit. 
 
      
 
    “Oww!” I screeched. “Please! Kari! Stop!”  
 
      
 
    She pulled back. Her eyes were a bit wild, her hair slightly out of place, her face a mask of need. She was panting, almost as hard as I was and tossed the ruler down, scooted the chair back, grabbed the vibrator, (which was still buzzing by the way) and held it up just an inch from my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Move your hands,” she demanded.  
 
      
 
    I whimpered, but spread my fingers. “Please,” I whispered. “Not my clit.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded and the vibrator slid back into my well, deep. She began pumping it. A riot of sensation swirled from my groin and it hurt and felt good and burned and calmed me. My hips thrust back against her push and a minute later I was almost there again, ready to cum. 
 
      
 
    And Kari pulled the vibrator out and shut it off. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god!” I whined. “You’ve got to be kidding me!” 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a dark look and I could tell that I wasn’t the only one on the edge. She was aroused. I could see it in her eye. Kari wanted to cum, and for the woman before me, that rarely happened. She was too sensitive. But evidently hurting me, using me, tormenting, had brought her to the edge. Our eyes met, a smoldering look and I licked my lips. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll put it back in,” she offered. “But I’ll beat your clit with ruler for every second it’s buried inside you.” 
 
      
 
    I gulped. I looked at her burning eyes. “Do you need me?” I asked, the tension so thick you could cut it with a knife. 
 
      
 
    She took a deep breath. “Yes. But you aren’t done. Are you? You still haven’t managed to accomplish Master William’s punishment task.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. She stood up and smoothed down her dress. Her hands were wet from my goo. They left streaks she didn’t even seem to mind.  
 
      
 
    “Put the RVP back in. Full power this time. You will suffer a full hour and a half,” she said. “If you fail, it will be forty strokes.” 
 
      
 
    I shifted in the chair, my legs still wide open, my dripping cunt a red flower, bursting with moisture. My thighs were pink and I pulled up the peasant blouse, showing off the clothespins.  
 
      
 
    “Why bother?” I asked with sullen heat. “I’m just going to cum again,” I muttered darkly. “An hour and a half with the RVP on full power? That’s insane.” 
 
      
 
    In seconds she’d crossed the space and put her hand between my still open legs. Fingers dug up hard up into my sweet gash. I gasped, straining, aching thighs as she curled her hand against my groin.  
 
      
 
    “You are a nympho humiliation pain slut, and if one of your masters has told you that you will suffer sexual stimulation for him and not cum, then by God you will do just that. And if you don’t want me to double the number of strokes again, over what Master William ordered, then you will get up off your cute, little ass and stuff your stupid little cunt with the RVP, turn it to full power, and get out to that desk and at least try not to cum.” 
 
      
 
    She gave my pussy a hard squeeze and let go. Then she stormed out of the conference room and I heard the sink in the kitchenette running. 
 
      
 
    I sat there for a moment, aching, dripping, wondering if she meant it. Slowly I brought my legs down off the chair armrests. I found my platform stripper shoes and slipped them on. I adjusted my skirt, and then my top, the cotton resting lightly on the clothespins, just barely exposing the nipples and all of the lower half of each breast. Finally, I picked up the RVP. I closed my eyes and pushed the four-inch-long phallic probe into my pussy. Oh God it hurt. My pussy ached horribly and my clit was so sensitive that the very idea of the RVP buzzing against it hurt. I looped the straps around my waist. I smoothed down my skirt and grabbed the little bluetooth remote.  
 
      
 
    I stopped at Kari’s office door. She was working.  
 
      
 
    “Why?” I asked. “Why torment me like this? I’m hurting everywhere. And I need to cum. Why make me go through it all again? Why punish me?”  
 
      
 
    Kari looked up. “What’s the difference between punishment and torment?” She asked softly. 
 
      
 
    My scowl was probably answer enough. “At this rate, there isn’t one,” I replied, my voice frosty. 
 
      
 
    Kari stood up. She walked over to me and gently pulled the RVP controller out of my hand. Then she cupped my face. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, you’re exactly right,” she whispered. And with that she pushed the RVP controls to maximum. Inside me the cock spun and churned, frothing my pussy into creamy, sweet bliss. Against my clit, the buzzing sweet and cold oscillations burned. My swollen, beaten petals,  mashed and bruised, fluttered somewhere between agony and ecstasy.  
 
      
 
    “For you, it’s all the same. Now go. Suffer. And then, please, please, please cum for me. Even though it will earn you another punishment.” 
 
      
 
    And suddenly, through the pleasure, the need, the wanton, I laughed. I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. “No. A torment,” I said softly. I smiled at her and then let her go, turning down the hall. The RVP spun inside me, whipping me into a frenzy. Kari watched me go. 
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    I made it to my desk only to see Jose, our day porter, lingering in the atrium outside. He grinned at me, his pert little mustache wiggling, and he lifted both of his hands to his chest, as if he were cupping a set of imaginary tits, and hefted the invisible globes up and down.  
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, my nipples throbbing, and I sat down. Inside me, the Rotating Venus Penis was going full blast and the only reason I wasn’t already a Rice Crispy Treat was that I’d already snapped, crackled, and popped just a few minutes earlier. The hell with the arousal Kari had whipped up with her fingers. I was sore, tender, wasted, and somewhat sensitive.  
 
      
 
    The last little bit was my downfall.  
 
      
 
    When I was a teenager, I remember burying my face between Kari’s outstretched legs, my tongue dancing across her clitoris, sucking every last little bit of cum juice out of the girl I called both best friend and lover. She was a darling seventeen years old and I was spending the night, her mother totally unaware that it wasn’t boys she had to worry about her daughter inviting over, but the hot and scrumptious, little, redheaded cowgirl from two miles down the road.  
 
      
 
    Kari had spent the evening tormenting me - rubbing my pussy, licking me herself, tickling me, fisting me, and working me through multiple orgasms, my naked body outstretched on her bed, one foot stuck through a tiny opening in the metal frame of her foot board, my hands tied above my head with a silk robe belt. Eventually it had been too much for her. She’d become too aroused and I’d suddenly found myself in a reversed position, my own mouth tormenting my tormentor. I licked and sucked and felt her shudder above me, trembling with the soft, sapphic violence.  
 
      
 
    She lasted three minutes. Maybe less. 
 
      
 
    I remember clinging to her, trying to continue my ministrations, just like she did to me, all the time. Except she fought me, far beyond that of a girl just wanting peace. She went nuts. She pushed me. She hit me. She ended up curled into a ball, hands between her legs, too tender to even function. 
 
      
 
    Kari is a one orgasm at a time woman. She’ll go a week, sometimes two, without cumming. Me? Hell, give me the occasional bathroom break, some time to sleep, and twenty seconds between cocks and I’m good to go. Except - I still get sore. And sensitive. Just like every other woman. Where I go a little psycho is how I react to it. I’m at the opposite end of the spectrum from Kari, who curls up and turns away. Instead I accept the raw, abrasive sensation. I embrace it. It hurts, just a little. And as long as it is sexualized, that sensitivity feeds my obsession. I become aroused, even more. I want it to hurt. I want it to feel good. I want to cum. I want… I want… I want… 
 
      
 
    I sat at my desk and suffered mind-numbing torment for forty-seven minutes and twenty-eight seconds. Then I could no longer stand it and my body screamed for release. The RVP spun inside me and shook against my pussy and I grit my teeth, shaking hard, nipples pulsing with pain, as I stumbled down the hall toward Kari’s office. I exploded standing up, fluids splattering my legs as I braced myself against her door, my knuckles jammed between my teeth, like bubble wrap under a toddler’s little shoes.  
 
      
 
    I sagged as exhaustion overwhelmed me and as the RVP controller slipped from my fingers, Kari caught it in her hand, turning off the vibrations. The four-inch-long probe slowed and stopped and I found myself in her arms, head on her shoulder, trembling violently. 
 
      
 
    Her voice was soothing. “There, there,” she whispered in my ear. “I know you couldn’t. It was impossible. Especially for a girl like you.” 
 
      
 
    My voice seemed broken. “I tried,” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    She ran her hand over my head and down my back. “Ssshhhh. Yes. I know.” Then she held me, rocking me back and forth until I calmed down. When I finally seemed a bit more stable, she pulled back a bit and gave me sweet look. “Are you okay now?” She asked seriously. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “Then go to the conference room. Take off everything but the clothespins, and lie down on the table.” Her hand slid across my bare side in a delicate caress. “I’m going to go lock the door.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed, but nodded. I pulled away from her and went down the hall. In the conference room I pulled off my peasant blouse for the first time that day, tossing it in one of the chairs. Then I slid out of the skirt. I figured Kari meant shoes too, so I slipped out of the high heels as well. Naked, except for the two dangling clothespins wiggling on my nipples, I pushed myself up on the table, laid back, and waited. 
 
      
 
    Kari came back, arms loaded. Four sets of bondage cuffs were laid on the table next to my bare hip. Then two pieces of rope, each about five feet in length, were dropped across my loins. Kari placed a ruler, a new one, this one long and sporting holes, across my stomach. She picked up the first cuff. 
 
      
 
    “You know,” she said roughly. “There are times when I wonder if we push you to hard.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” I replied. “Kari, you know I…” 
 
      
 
    She reached up, grabbed a clothespin and twisted. My sentence faltered and I let out a little squeal. Kari leaned over and smiled. “This isn’t a conversation. Just listen,” she said softly. I nodded violently and she let the clothespin go. 
 
      
 
    Owww. 
 
      
 
    “What I’m trying to say is that all of us, me, Julie, the other mistresses of the Society, Zack, Nick, Mike the Hardware Guy, Alex, even your fans, have expectations.” She said as she buckled the ankle cuffs around each leg. Her fingers felt light and delicate on my skin. 
 
      
 
    “We make an effort, go out of our way even, to make sure that everything we ask of you, initially, is just barely too much for you to handle. And then from there, we make it impossible for you to do anything but cope with the suffering.” Her fingers tied one of the pieces of rope to my right ankle cuff and she crossed to the other side of the table. She dipped down, grabbed the hemp line, and then threaded it through my other ankle cuff. I had no choice but to spread my legs to the edges of my makeshift bed, groaning as my thighs rippled. Kari tied it off, leaving my lower half wide open and vulnerable. 
 
      
 
    “Take today for example. Your task was simple. Endure the RVP on low for a thirty minutes. You’ve done that before. I know you have. So does Julie,” Kari said as she came around to the top end of the table. She took my wrist and began buckling the next cuff on. “So what did we do? We timed it, so that you’d be confronted with the punishment immediately after a week of no orgasms. Your TOTM, as you like to call it,” she said, finishing my right wrist and going to the next. “And worse, Julie tormented you yesterday evening. I heard about it. Again, no orgasms.” She finished with the buckled and began tying on the rope. “So what happened? You come in here so hot and bothered that not even having the RVP on low will keep you from popping. We set you up. Deliberately. Just so we could do the next round.” 
 
      
 
    “Kari,” I began again. “I don’t mi…” 
 
      
 
    Her hand lashed out and slapped me. Not across the face, but across the breast. The clothespin hanging on my left nipple was catapulted across the room and I let out a rather shrill squeak. 
 
      
 
    “Please be quiet,” Kari admonished me. She tossed the rope under the table and crossed back to the first wrist, only to bend down, grab the rope, and pull. My arms went wide, finishing the spread-eagled position Kari intended. My breast and nipple still stung.  
 
      
 
    Kari tied off the rope beneath me. “The next round of punishment was double though. You had to have the RVP on medium, which I knew you couldn’t handle. Not for an entire hour. Even after just cumming, that much stimulation would just bring you right back to me for another punishment.” She closed her eyes and I watched as she began unzipping her dress. “Do you have any idea what slapping that ruler against your clit did to me?” She asked roughly. I swallowed, not sure if it was a rhetorical question or not. I didn’t want her to slap the other clothespin off. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to tear you apart,” she admitted, slipping out of the dress. She was wearing matching bra and panties, all colored a deep, royal blue. Her full breasts looked magnificent and I licked my lips, not sure of what was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to pleasure you, and hurt you. I wanted to hear you scream in both utter, mindless, orgasm, and in acute pain. I wanted to see looks of anguish on your face, your cute, little feet kicking wildly.” She undid her bra and I felt a rush of hunger - the sexual kind. I really, really, really wanted to bury my face between her breasts.  
 
      
 
    She pushed down her panties next. She was clean shaven except for a thin, dark line - a landing strip some call it. Her petals were glistening and her clit was visible. Her eyes smoldered with need. “I wanted to do awful things to your clit. I wanted to beat it into paste. I wanted it bruised and swollen and hurting.””  
 
      
 
    Then Kari climbed up on the table. Her fingers picked up the ruler, the one with holes. Her knees came down on either side of my breasts, her shins pressing against my arms. It didn’t hurt, but wasn’t comfortable. My vision was filled with her sex, wet and dripping. She lowered herself down slowly, carefully and I couldn’t help myself. I stuck my tongue out and lifted my head, desperate to reach her. She bent over, her pussy still above my face, just out of reach. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, I want to hurt you,” Kari whispered. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t care about being quiet. I wanted the taste of her in my mouth. “Then hurt me,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The ruler with the holes snapped down in what I swear was the hardest stroke I’d received that day. It didn’t sting. It burned. It didn’t warm up, it lit me on fire. It felt like lightning had struck me between the legs, electrifying me. Every muscle went rigid. My back arched. My mouth opened and as I let out a cry of agony, Kari dropped down, mashing her pussy against my face. 
 
      
 
    It muffled my cry and juices exploded into my mouth. Salty and tangy and sweet and perfect, Kari ground herself into me, one hand supporting her weight, the other whacking at my unprotected sex, the plastic ruler smashing my folds and clit in a flushed mess of pain and pleasure. My hips pumped wildly, but Kari’s aim was true. The sensation of the plastic blistering hot against my clit filled my brain, but it was mixed with other things, things I didn’t comprehend. Why? Why the fuck did it feel good? 
 
      
 
    I jammed my tongue up in Kari’s pussy, sucking and licking, but with my arms tied, I couldn’t get a good grip on her. I wanted to wrap my arms around her legs and pull her down on me. I wanted to chew my way through her clit. I found it and licked at it hungrily, angrily, desperate and the beating just continued, like a heartbeat, or running over those goddamned “turtle” reflectors in the middle of the road. Fire and ice and salt and my heart pounding in my ears, it all swirled through me and in me and out of me and I screamed, my voice lost in the timeless depths of my mistress’ sex. 
 
      
 
    And then, then Kari came. 
 
      
 
    It was a quiet thing. A shudder. No more. I couldn’t even tell except that she tore herself from me, twisting to the side, away from my mouth. I strained to reach her, tongue out, an animal in heat, but she stayed just out of reach, panting. Her pussy was a perfect pink, her clit swollen and extended. I knew she was sensitive. But I didn’t care. I laid my head down as she carefully got down off the table, making sure not to gouge me with her high heels. 
 
    I watched as she carefully picked up the RVP, lying on one of the chairs, and she went to my side with it. 
 
      
 
    “Kari?” I said. “What…” 
 
      
 
    “Ssshhhhh,” she said softly, pushing the four-inch-long cock into me. I whimpered as she forced me to lift up, strapping the toy on. Then she found the controller and turned it to low.  
 
      
 
    “Kari,’ I said, panting. “Please…” 
 
      
 
    She laughed softly. “I know, princess. I know.” She bent down and kissed me on the lips, tasting her own flavor. “I know.” she put a hand on my breast, kneading and caressing me. The buzzing between my legs, the soft churning. Oh my God. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be back in a bit. I’m going to get cleaned up,” she said softly. Then she winked. “In the meantime, I have just one command for you to follow,” she said. 
 
      
 
    My chest was already heaving and my hips rolling. “What?” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    Kari straightened up, commanding, regal, powerful, dominant. “Don’t cum. Or it will be ten strokes…” 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry and my pussy tightened around the RVP. 
 
      
 
    “To each tit,” she finished. “See you in a thirty minutes.” She gave me a little wave and walked out of the conference room, leaving me bound naked and alone, the RVP churning and rippling between my legs. I let out a shuddering, trembling sigh. 
 
      
 
    Torment or punishment? I wasn’t sure any more. Or was it that I didn’t care? 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, struggling against the growing pressure inside me, the unbelievable need, the sweet, pleasure of hedonistic delight. Thirty minutes? Of this?  
 
      
 
    It may have been punishment. It may have been torment. 
 
      
 
    But I knew for certain that it was definitely one thing: my folly.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _oxjv1c8j9vbp]Quick Punishment 
 
      
 
    “Alright, Bre. Head down to the punishment closet and strip,” Kari said as she opened the door to the office and let me in. We’d spent the morning working. Or more accurately, I’d spent the morning writing, while Kari had done her thing back in her art room. Except, I knew what was coming the moment we got back. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a hesitant look, but bit my lip, not to mention the retort. Kari hadn’t mandated the punishment after all, and it had been my own stupid fault for messing up Julie’s email. One stupid little dot. I took a deep breath and nodded. There wasn’t much to say. When your mistress says “go to the punishment closet and strip,” you head to the punishment closet and strip. Except, maybe not quite in that order. 
 
      
 
    It was a long walk, especially for a girl wearing six inch heels, but I plodded along. All during lunch I’d been dreading the return and now it was time. My fingers plucked at the bottom of my blouse, a white, mostly see through thing that left most of the lacey details of my bra quite visible despite being beneath the material. I unbuttoned the shirt, shrugging it off and letting it fall in the hall. That might have been a bit naughty, what with Kari’s OCD, knowing she was going to clean it up and that I’d eventually find my entire outfit, folded neatly, waiting for me on the conference room table. Still, it felt right and I let my skirt drop next, stepping out of it with unusual grace. 
 
      
 
    That left me treading down the hall in lingerie and my fingers swept backward, finding the small clasp and undoing it, freeing both breasts from the crimson bondage of the bra. It dropped, a trickle of ruby on the beige floor. I made it to the last door on the hall. Originally a barely used supply closet, on my first day, Kari had made me empty it. All to make room for the installation of something I considered an atrocity: 
 
      
 
    The punishment frame. 
 
      
 
    It had been designed and built by Mike the Hardware Guy and utilized two hydraulic foot pumps, cannibalized from a pair of old salon chairs and plenty of metal. Black painted steel, chains, leather, and bondage cuffs made for an intriguing piece of art, but as the one and only person to have ever been secured to “the punishment frame,” I could argue a slightly different perspective. It wasn’t a punishment frame at all. It was just a convenient place to hang me while other things, including people, punished me.  
 
      
 
    I pushed my panties down and caught the massive, twelve inch long “Core Driller” dildo. I’d had it in all day and the crotch of my underwear was stretched from having to bear the brunt of my convulsing pussy trying to incessantly push the dildo out. I set the Core Driller aside on one of the little shelves inside the punishment closet and without further ado, began buckling on the pair of wrist cuffs Kari kept there. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t hard. Neither was turning my back to the post and hooking the simple steel loops to the hooks. Now I had no recourse. The only way I was getting off the punishment frame was if Kari came in and freed the snaps. I was hanging from my wrists, toes just barely touching the floor, metal touching the backs of each thigh. I felt the two, padded, posts that stuck out at an angle and I spread my legs so that the double barreled cock-like protrusion thrust out from between my thighs. That gave me a better stance, since I could now put my feet straight down, but it looked obscene.  
 
      
 
    Kari appeared in the doorway. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, all trussed up I see!” She said brightly. She stepped into the closet and thrust a foot toward the base of the punishment frame. The metal bar she touched creaked and I heard the hiss. The overhead crossbar holding my wrists went up and a moment later I wasn’t touching the ground anymore. Then she switched to the second pedal and began pumping that one too. The two poles sticking out from between my thighs began moving, outward as the case may be, forcing my legs open. With every pump of her foot, I was widened and at one point I slipped, the poles going into the crease behind each knee. Now with my pussy on full display, totally vulnerable and exposed, Kari stepped back and got to work. 
 
      
 
    “So how did Julie know that I’d be willing to do this to you?” Kari asked, picking up the first of the TENS Unit clamps and holding it up to my left nipple.  
 
      
 
    I snorted, at least until the clamp closed tightly, sending a shock of discomfort through my breast. “It’s you,” I hissed, wincing at the pain. It was a smartass answer, and Kari hummed a little, picking up the next clamp and she held it up, right over my right nipple. 
 
      
 
    “What if I’d been busy?” She asked, closing the clamp. Matching pain shot up through my right breast now and I groaned, trembling as she feathered the wires, running them down to the small device sitting on the nearby shelf. She plugged in a third clamp. 
 
      
 
    “She had an alternative punishment,” I gasped as Kari’s fingers found my clit. She pinched it, then set the clamp in place. I let out a tiny cry as she let go and I trembled, my body stretched open, toes pointing through my black stilettos, pussy red, dripping, and clamped. Red and black wires ran everywhere and Kari stepped back to appreciate the view. 
 
      
 
    I hung there, panting.  
 
      
 
    “Oh yes! The vibrating egg,” she said. “It’s in my office. Be back in a moment.” She turned and left, but then hesitated. Her hand shot out to the TENS Unit, which, if you are unfamiliar with the device, stands for Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator, or as I like to think of it - the FBNC Machine. Which stands for “fry Breanne’s nipples and clit.” Kari’s deft fingers twisted the first knob, moving it around in a clockwise circle. I watched with increasing panic as she moved it past one, then past two, and left it on level three. 
 
      
 
    My right nipple suddenly felt like Kari had pinched it, hard, followed by a cruel twist to the right. Then the sensation stopped. I sucked in a breath as Kari’s hand moved to the second dial, twisting it much like the first, but even as my left breast started to feel similar stimulation, my right nipple convulsed again, once more enduring the harsh pinch of non-existent fingers. Great. She’d set the FBNC Machine to “pulse.” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s hand moved to the third dial and that’s when things got tough. The third clamp went to my clitoris and I whimpered, straining against both the wrist bonds and the poles holding my legs spread. Kari spun the dial to the number four and once more, a sensation of crushing pressure seemed to catch hold of that most sensitive spot, leaving me breathless. 
 
      
 
    “If you’ll just hang here, I’ll be right back,” Kari assured me. 
 
      
 
    “Ah!” I gasped, “Ha. Ha. Very funny,” I blowed, wheezing as the electrical current did a nice job of simulating what it would feel like to have my clit caught between someone’s questing fingers, twisting and pulling hard.  
 
      
 
    Kari waved, a teasing smile on her face, and disappeared, leaving me to whimper, shudder, and suffer, still hanging naked in the punishment closet. She came back just a minute later, a egg-shaped and sized object in her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Are you wet enough?” She asked me, pressing the narrower, tapered end of the toy against my folds. 
 
      
 
    I almost laughed, except I was wincing. “That’s a funny question,” I gasped through clenched teeth. The pulses of electricity were not easy to deal with and they hurt. But then Kari pushed and the sensation of being opened, of having my pussy filled, was beyond perfect. I shuddered as the egg slipped in fully, wetly, and with disturbing ease. It was like I was meant to be stuffed. Kari licked her thumb clean of my juices. 
 
      
 
    “There now,” she said, pulling out a small, wireless controller. “And…” 
 
      
 
    The toy inside me began to vibrate and it sure as hell wasn’t set to low. Medium, probably. But the moment those oscillations took hold, the pain at the tips of my breasts seemed cut in half. And the pressure on my clitoris? A mild sucking sensation. I bucked, rolling my hips, unable to close my legs, or pull myself off.  
 
      
 
    Kari’s fingers caressed my petals, smoothing my own wetness down to my perineum and even, to my increasing delight, my bottom. 
 
      
 
    “So, here we are, and you aren’t even allowed to cum,” she observed. “What was the time limit? Thirty minutes? Yes?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. Oh my God did the vibrating egg feel good! Of course, Kari had made a mistake, but I wasn’t going to say anything. 
 
      
 
    “And if I recall, Julie wanted you on level four, right?” She said, twisting the knobs. 
 
      
 
    Inwardly I winced, at least for a moment before outwardly I winced. So much for mistakes. She’d remembered. The pain at the tips of each breast went from a hard pinch to something more penetrative - like a steel needle going through my flesh. I grimaced and cried out, jerking a bit as my clit joined the party. A series of spasms racked my body and I felt my pussy tighten around the vibrating egg. 
 
      
 
    “Out of curiosity, what was the alternative punishment?” Kari asked, cupping my sex, her fingers swirling through my petals, tormenting me. 
 
      
 
    “I...I… I was supposed to get spanked!” I whimpered, my hips thrusting forward and back as she played with me. “Twenty strokes! Spanks!”  
 
      
 
    Kari considered that. “Hmmm. Is that all?” She inquired, her fingertips still fluttering. I could feel the pressure rising, the need to cum wrapping itself around me like a blanket. “Nothing else?” 
 
      
 
    “If… if… oh God! Please stop, Kari! You know I’m not supposed to explode!” I begged her. 
 
      
 
    “Finish telling me and maybe I will,” she said sweetly, rubbing beneath my throbbing, electrified clit. Pain and pleasure warped and consumed me.  
 
      
 
    “If he asked!” I moaned loudly. “If he asked! About the Core Driller! I was supposed to fuck him!” 
 
      
 
    “Who is ‘him’?” She asked, her fingers dancing between my legs, arousing me even more. I couldn’t hold still, my mind losing it to the sensations. Agony and ecstasy. I needed to cum! Oh God I needed to cum! 
 
      
 
    “Anyone! It didn’t matter! Please! Please Oh My God! Can I cum? Please?”  
 
      
 
    Kari pulled her hand away from my pussy, her fingers dripping. She wiped them on my outstretched thigh. “No,” she said simply. “Suffer. This is supposed to be punishment.” She leaned forward as I let out a choked sigh. “And remember, don’t cum. You’ve got about twenty-five more minutes to hang here. And if you do cum, I’ll know. And then you get to hang here another thirty minutes, with both the vibrating egg and the TENS Unit up a level. Imagine that.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t need to imagine that. I could handle level 4. Hell, I was handling it right then. Needles, repeatedly being shoved through each nipple, through my clit. But level five? Criminy. It would be worse. So much worse. Like red hot needles being shoved through my nipples, And twisted. With pliers. And I wouldn’t be able to handle the vibrating egg. Not at all. Especially not for another thirty minutes.  
 
      
 
    “Wh… what happens if I can’t hold off?” I stammered, suffering, so close to cumming that I could taste it. 
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “Then you’ll have earned another punishment,” she said blithely. “I’m sure Mr. Smith upstairs would be delighted to spank your cute, little ass.” She leaned forward and once more put her hand on my dripping snatch. “He might even notice that massive dildo of yours.” She gave me a warm and piercing smile. “And don’t think that cumming five minutes in will spare you. You’ll still suffer for a full hour. I’ll just up the TENS unit for every additional orgasm you have. This is punishment.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her frantic look. “Or torment,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    She bowed her head in acknowledgement. “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    I shuddered, my pussy locked tight around the vibrating egg. The piercing sensation at each breast left me breathless and the pain at my clit only combined with the pleasure of the egg stimulating me. My brain couldn’t cope. Everything felt horrible and wonderful, all at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “Enjoy,” Kari said softly and lifted a hand to my face. Her eyes were soft and loving and just a tad bit cruel. She walked away, leaving the door half open. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t make it far before I cried out, bringing her right back, laughing. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “That was amazing,” he said as I extracted myself from the convoluted position. John Post, CPA, was lying back in an easy chair, in his main office, across from his desk, his now small and withered cock lying limp and very wet against his thigh. I stood up and found my Core Driller dildo, picking it up from where it was lying on the floor. 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad you liked it, sir.”  
 
      
 
    He glanced over at me as I put one of my stilettos on his little coffee table. He watched with silent satisfaction as I pressed the tip against my already, well fucked pussy and pushed. The Core Driller slid in deep and I groaned. 
 
      
 
    “I’m surprised you can take that,” he said honestly. “I mean, what with you cumming like that.” He suddenly blushed. “I’ve never had a woman orgasm on top of me before.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled over at him, trying to ignore the already sinking feeling in my stomach. “Yes, well, you were very good,” I said, lying. John had been pretty much a static fixture that I’d used. The fact that he’d cum too was more of an afterthought, despite Julie’s orders to satisfy the guy who’d spanked me. In my defence, I’d been terribly horny, thanks to an extra forty minutes getting sexually tortured on Kari’s punishment frame. She hadn’t been lying about leaving me there for the full hour, arms bound above my head, legs spread wide, toes dangling a foot off the ground, all while the vibrating egg churned inside my pussy and agonizing jolts of electricity fried my nipples and clit. When she’d pulled me off, the TENS Unit had been on Level 5 and I was close to cumming again. 
 
      
 
    I held the Core Driller in while I found my panties and pressed my thighs together long enough to straighten them out. Mr. Post seemed to enjoy that as well, but he began putting himself back together too. His briefs got pulled back up and I tossed him his trousers. A big man, he took some time getting his attire in place. By then I was already buttoning my shirt. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have any idea of the effect you have on men, dressing like that?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t resist. “No. Why?” I asked, knowing damn well the effect my choice of attire had on men. 
 
      
 
    “It’s like an invitation to eat at a steak buffet,” John explained to me. “Delicious.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled woodenly. A yes, the USDA prime choice analogy. I’d never heard that one before. “I hope you enjoyed your meal then?” I asked seductively, with one of my little “come hither” smiles. I knew he needed it. 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “Yes, but you know, if you want a good screwing, I’m always happy to provide. You don’t have to come begging for a spanking.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and licked my lips. I twisted slightly and tried to look at my own ass. “Does it show?” I asked. I could see just a hint of a fading handprint, still a rosy pink against white cream. 
 
      
 
    John shrugged. “A bit. I mean, you did make me give you the full twenty strokes you asked for.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Yeah. I did, didn’t I?” 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “I mean, sure I don’t mind the whole naughty girl thing, but honestly, I’m more than willing to satisfy your needs without the,” he coughed gently. “Theatrics.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my skirt and stepped into it, feeling the Core Driller move inside me. It felt good, but only because I’d had another orgasm, just a few minutes before. I pulled the material up and made sure everything looked good. I took a deep breath. 
 
      
 
    “Well, thank you very much for helping me out…” I said. “I’ve really got to get back down to Kari’s office though.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded and walked me to the door. “Absolutely. And call any time, okay? I don’t usually have clients at this hour.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled at him, then went up on tiptoe and kissed him, gently. Right on the lips. He seemed to glow. I knew that regardless of anything else, I had literally made this man’s day. He’d smile for a week. Maybe two. All for a simple over the knee spanking, a lap dance, and a good, solid fuck. If only my life could be so easy. And sweet. 
 
      
 
    He waved goodbye as I headed down the hall toward the elevator. I knew that Kari was already gone for the day, so I didn’t need to go back to the office, but I was running just a bit late. My mother would be waiting with Rachel.  
 
      
 
    With a sigh, I pulled out my phone and opened the email application. There it was - Julie’s little temper tantrum. I’d added one, stupid, small, fucking dot. That’s it. A dot. A period! A point! I began typing. 
 
      
 
    Julie, I spent an hour on the punishment frame, with both the vibrating egg and the TENS Unit. It was excruciating. Unfortunately, things sort of got out of hand and… 
 
      
 
    I looked up and couldn’t help it. I laughed. I laughed hard. I’d had an orgasm while riding John Post’s post! I quickly finished typing and hit send. I’d almost made it to my car, when my phone chimed. I’d received an email. But I didn’t pull it out. Or check it. I knew exactly what I said.  
 
      
 
    I was going to be punished. 
 
      
 
    Oh my. What a surprise. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _vou6mhuftv0]The Check  
 
      
 
    08/01/17 
 
      
 
    I checked the time on my phone and stood up, smoothing down the material of the dress. My black strap stilettos, the ones with six inch heels, didn’t make a sound on the carpeted hallway as I walked down to see Kari. As I expected, she wasn’t in her office, so I took the ninety degree turn, passed the door to the small kitchenette, glanced to the left, and found my golden haired goddess hard at work in her art room. 
 
      
 
    To a casual observer, one would think that Kari’s art room is a chaotic mess of materials. As an interior designer, Kari possessed one of the more impressive collections of samples in existence. She had binders full of photography, books full of 2x2 carpet squares, stone samples in little plastic pockets, and stacks of miniature wood shingles. And that was just a short list. For art supplies the woman was stocked. Markers, pencils, pens, ink, hell - she had crayons. But despite the seemingly haphazard collection, I knew that each item had a very specific place - the consequence of an ordered mind. 
 
      
 
    And perhaps some obsessive compulsive behavior too. 
 
      
 
    Kari’s long golden hair was tucked back behind her ears along with a teal colored pencil. Far sighted, Kari had started wearing glasses to do the close up work and when I gave a soft knock on the open door frame, she looked up forgetfully, the spectacles making her eyes look like one of those Japanese anime characters. 
 
      
 
    Or bug-eyed. Depending on how gracious I was being. 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Hey. Gotta go. First of the month,” I reminded her. 
 
      
 
    She eyed my outfit with a wry smile. “Yeah. I could tell when I walked in this morning.” She sighed and waved a marker at me. “Okay. No worries. I can hold the fort.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “You are the fort,” I reminded her. “I’m just the guard at the gate.” 
 
      
 
    “Dressed like that?” She asked mischievously. I glanced down. Sure, the little black dress wasn’t exactly meant for office work. No administrative assistant, receptionist, or secretary would dare show up at the office wearing it. Too short at the hem, my rear end was in constant danger of being exposed, and with the top tied to my neck and only barely flaring out to cover my ample breasts, my bosom was in constant threat of literally falling out of the material. There was no back except for a four-inch-wide lace strip that went from the collar to my tailbone, most of which was exposed. But hey, the dress had been cheap. Just five bucks from Fabshopper. Who could complain? 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “I might remind you that some of the ‘outfits’ you’ve purchased for me to wear at work have literally been more risque and obscene than this one.” 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled and shrugged. “What can I say? I like to see your naked body?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, stepped into the room, rounded her desk, and kissed her on the top of the head. “You’re cute. Gotta go,” I said. Kari gave me a little wave and I swished my sweet, little ass out of her art space, letting my best friend forever, lover, mistress, and employer get back to work. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later I was in my silver Saturn sedan, heading just a few blocks north. That late in the morning there was little to no traffic, and I wasn’t getting on any of the major thoroughfares anyway. Fifteen minutes of relaxed driving found me pulling up into a small industrial area. The warehouse I was looking for was small, meant for a business with just a few employees, but it suited our purposes just fine. And by “our,” I meant “The Society of the Golden Rose”, not Kari and me. 
 
      
 
    Several years before Kari had been inducted into a rather elite social group. To join, you had to first be invited. Second, you had to be female, though being a lesbian was not specifically required. Third, you had to already have in your possession a submissive female who you were willing to share. Lastly, you pretty much had to be rich. The membership costs were steep - and I’m not talking like HOA dues. Think “expensive car”. In full, each year. And by expensive car I mean a current, brand new Corvette, not a Camaro.  
 
      
 
    The warehouse was actually a conglomeration of them. Five in all, with ours being the second from the street. There was a large, steel garage door, positioned four feet up from the parking lot, as well as a set of concrete steps leading to a glass entryway. I pulled into the lot. It wasn’t empty. Two of the other sections were occupied by functioning businesses, but I didn’t see anyone, and the space in front of the Society’s door was empty. That suited me just fine. Getting ogled while walking through the lot always made me quiver a bit. At heart I’m a sexual coward and conservative. My dress was risque and I’d have much preferred to be wearing a pair of blue jeans, a tee shirt, and and even a nice cowboy hat and boots. It’s not that I believed that a girl wearing a slutty, black cocktail dress was asking for it, but why advertise the goods if you aren’t for sale? 
 
      
 
    Yes. I know. Feminists are screaming at me in fury. How can I, an acknowledged and certified Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, say such a thing? No. I’m not saying that wearing provocative clothing, or even walking around nude, should deserve being molested or worse. Never. But let me ask you this - if you don’t want a toddler to eat the cookies, why would you leave them out where they can see them? 
 
      
 
    See? It’s just common sense. 
 
      
 
    I closed the door of the car, my purse slung over my shoulder. As I walked toward the door, I felt the smooth, soft, rolling sensation of my ben wa balls, a pair of golf-ball sized spheres, connected by twine, that were right at that moment, buried deep in my sex. As I said, I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and rule number one is that if I couldn’t have actual cock inside me at all times, something else had to take its place. Ostensibly the rule was designed to keep me wet and ready for sex at the drop of a hat (or pants.) But personally, I’m of the opinion that it’s really just meant to humiliate me - keeping a particular thought fresh in a submissive girl’s mind. 
 
      
 
    I’m a sex object, meant to be fucked and used. 
 
      
 
    Don’t get me wrong - I’m also a person. A lovely, wonderful person. At least I hope I am. My entire life does not revolve around me spreading my legs. Just most of it. And because I’m a little messed up psychologically (I have proof. I have a doctor’s file that says I am totally fucked up in the head,) I happen to like the fact that sexual arousal tends to color my worldview. While one little part of me was screaming in horror that I was dressed like an escort on the way to a job, wanting me to hide, run, and possibly buy a burqa (which yes, would be going way too far,) the other part of me relished my deviant, prurient, provocative, hyper-sexualism. 
 
      
 
    And I might, possibly, probably, be addicted to orgasm. 
 
      
 
    I stepped carefully across the hot, asphalt parking lot and climbed the stairs, my hands going to my rear to keep the hem from bouncing too far up and flashing the goodies. No one was really around to see, but it was habit, especially since I wasn’t wearing any panties. No bra either, in case you’re keeping score or something. It would have seriously clashed with the dress. I adjusted my top, just to keep my breasts from falling out, and looked around. No one. Perfect. 
 
      
 
    I tilted forward and used my thumb to type in the code. We’d had the lock changed for an expensive electric one that required only knowledge to enter. I heard the latch click, straightened up, tucked a boob back into the dress, cognizant of the fact that I’d just had a major nipple slip, and hurried into the dark lobby. Welcome to the meeting rooms of the Society of the Golden Rose. 
 
      
 
    The lobby itself was about the size of Kari’s closet. The one in her condo, not the punishment closet in her office. Or if you want to be more realistic, the lobby was about the size of my apartment bedroom, which says a lot about either Kari’s clothes collection or my small living quarters. Back in the Society’s lobby, a small wooden desk sat in one corner, while two old, leather chairs were positioned opposite. There was some art on the walls, but it was nondescript, just some metal, sculpture type pieces that Kari had hung when we got the place, to add some flare. A ficus tree stood near the glass door. I wasn’t sure if it was fake or not. I’d never watered it and it was still green. 
 
      
 
    A hallway led off toward the main floor and the light from outside didn’t penetrate very far. I passed the door to the restrooms. We had two of them, and then I glanced into the kitchen. Dark. I kept going and the industrial carpet suddenly changed in texture and thickness into something thick, heavy, and padded. My heels sank down considerably, though there was at least no shag. It would have sucked to catch a spike on a carpet loop and take a tumble! 
 
      
 
    The idea, of course, was to make it easier on the submissives, who weren’t expected to be walking on the carpet, even in ridiculous shoes. We were expected to be kneeling on it. Or flat on our backs, legs spread, waiting for whatever torment, punishment, or pleasure the nearest mistress felt like inflicting upon us. I’d spent some quality hours on that carpet.  
 
      
 
    A divider wall, three quarters of the way back, had been partially pulled across the space and the only reason I could see it was because a single light had been left on. I didn’t know if it was on an emergency circuit, or deliberate, but it illuminated the divider enough that I could see it. Behind the wall was where we stored all of the medieval torture devices we owned, each custom made, of high quality materials, each designed for some aspect of sexual deviance generally shunned by the common populace unless featured in some “shades of gray” movie or novel. None of them were out though, leaving most of the meeting room empty, save for the scattered settees, couches, and other seating areas, pushed to the sides, meant for mistresses and their submissives to socialize. If that’s what you want to call it.  
 
      
 
    But the light from above did illuminate one thing. Someone had left a bondage mattress out. Merely a full size mattress with a waterproof cover and a fitted sheet, special holes had been cut in the bedclothes, leaving room for the four, black straps sewn directly to the mattress itself. I’m sure you can picture it. Imagine a pristine, white bed, and at each corner, black bondage straps, which were attached too … you guessed it! Bondage cuffs! Leather ones. It sort of came as a package deal. 
 
      
 
    I frowned. Criminy. I hate it when people don’t clean up after themselves! I mean, really! No doubt Mistress Savannah had dragged Kylie in here, tied her down and ravished her. Or maybe it was Mistress Isobel, the current matron of the society, electing to give her little French maid submissive Madeline a lesson in manners and a rubber baguette. Or hell, it could have be Margaret, bringing her pet girl Lisa in… except… that was actually unlikely. Lisa took “fucked up” way beyond anything I do. She lives like a dog. As a dog. She actually barks. 
 
      
 
    It’s disturbing. 
 
      
 
    I let out a frustrated breath and that’s when the hand clamped itself across my mouth. I tried to gasp in surprise, but an arm wrapped itself around my torso, pulling me off my feet and against the body of my attacker. I kicked my legs, but struck only air. A second shadow loomed up out of the darkness. There were two of them. With hard fingers, the second man grabbed my legs, tucking them both up under one arm. I tried to scream, but even if I had, the walls were sound proof. The Society had paid for that. What would be the point of having meeting rooms where you could literally tie a girl up and whip her repeatedly to the point of screaming, if the police were just going to show up a few minutes later? 
 
      
 
    I was hauled toward the light, or more appropriately, the bondage mattress. I wriggled, fighting it, but my attackers were much, much stronger than me. A moment later I was thrown down, which knocked some of the wind out of me. My dress was pulled to the side, both breasts exposed, the hem up around my waist. All I could see of the two men were dark silhouettes. The light came from above. The one who had covered my mouth grabbed my wrist and pinned it with his knee, only to take my other hand and force it up to the corner of the bed. At the same time, I kicked out with my foot, and I heard a grunt from the other man. I think I got him in the thigh. My leg was roughly pushed aside, my other calf trapped under a knee. Then both my ankles and wrists were forced into the bondage cuffs, strapped and buckled in. 
 
      
 
    And that pretty much was it. 
 
      
 
    I writhed on the mattress,  yanking hard on the bondage cuffs holding me open and down. No longer worried about flailing limbs, rough hands began groping me, coming up between my legs, kneading my breasts and pinching my nipples hard. A few well placed smacks to each boob left me breathless. I yelled. I yanked. I flailed. I tried to bite. Then the larger of the two men, the one who had secured my wrists, reached down to my chest, grabbed the front of my dress and pulled. 
 
      
 
    “Please!” I cried out. “Not the dress!” But it was too late. I heard the tearing noise. The flimsy material shredded, parting at the collar leaving me with a sexy, black choker and a strip of lace hanging from the back of my neck. He rolled up the torn material and then roughly tied the remnants of my dress over my eyes. 
 
      
 
    I do not like blindfolds.  
 
      
 
    A heavy hand slapped my breasts, back and forth and I grimaced. Fingers pried up between my legs and I felt the tiny loop of twine going to my ben wa balls tugged on. The toy was pulled from my sex and tossed aside. I could hear it ring lightly as it rolled onto the carpet.  
 
      
 
    “Damn,” someone said, obviously impressed. A hand cupped my sex and two fingers were roughly pushed in. My pussy tightened on them. “She’s soaked. Guess she likes it.” 
 
      
 
    I felt a flurry of emotions. Embarrassment, anger, arousal. I pulled on my bonds but went absolutely nowhere. Freaking bondage cuffs. 
 
      
 
    I heard a zipper and a moment later a cock was stuffed into my mouth. “I wouldn’t bite, if I were you,” I was warned. “Considering you have nowhere to go, you hurt me and my partner will destroy you.” 
 
      
 
    To be honest, I hadn’t even considered it from that perspective, but I couldn’t argue the logic. I opened my mouth and began sucking, eagerly and with all the prodigious skill I could muster. But while this was going on, my other attacker had been doing his own preparations. Granted, I couldn’t see, but when the man I was sucking on spoke, I realized that the bondage mattress wasn’t the only thing these men had gotten ready for use. 
 
      
 
    “Now. Do it. Just like I told you.” 
 
      
 
    And with that came a hard, stinging slap to my pussy, aimed at my clit, but blistering its way down my labia. I gasped around the cock, my hips lifting, thrusting hard, and a second blow landed, mashing my sodden swamp downward.  
 
      
 
    “Again. Faster. I told you, she likes it!” The man I was sucking on said eagerly. “See? Look at her hips pump!” 
 
      
 
    The leather sap began falling faster and in seconds I was crooning, my entire body trembling. Fluids seemed to gush from my pussy and my brain, always the true danger, once again demonstrated its lack of differential. My clit was screaming “Ow, ow, oww, owwww!” and my brain was misinterpreting it as “Oh yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me baby!” 
 
      
 
    Like I said, “messed up.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s ready. Do it!” I heard a paper tearing sound.  
 
      
 
    The pressure on the mattress changed and a rigid, hard cock slid into my beaten pussy. I gasped, loving the sensation of it, the need of it, and more weight fell on me, pressing my hips down. The two men fucked me, one in the mouth, one between my legs, and there was nothing I could do but serve as a receptacle; a willing, wanton one. I sucked on him hard, listening to him groan. 
 
      
 
    The man between my legs moaned and his breathing became labored. I felt the stiffness of his cock, thick steel driving into me. He pumped hard and then I felt the flutter, the familiar sensation of pulsing cum, thick white cream pumped into the rubber reservoir of the condom. He gasped and sighed, relief palpable in his breath. Then he rolled off me. 
 
      
 
    The cock in my mouth wasted no time and I felt the movement. I heard a tear of paper and realized another condom was being applied. Then the leather sap slapped into my cunt again, two, three, four times, wetting and stinging me, before the man who’d first clamped his hand over my mouth mounted me, driving his shaft deep into my body. 
 
      
 
    I surged. Two screws, under awful circumstances. I couldn’t handle it. My body arced and the pressure built as he fucked me hard, pounding away, beating into my sex with force and fury. My toes curled. I cried out. And then, arching my entire body, I exploded just a second before him, voicing my climax with a shouted “Oh my God! I’m cumming!” The remnants of my dress, a makeshift blindfold, slipped from my head. I blinked, trying to see. 
 
      
 
    The aftermath of sex is never pretty. It’s messy. It’s anticlimactic. Literally. And when you’re bound to a mattress, ravished and helpless, even some of my usual antics don’t make a whit of difference.  
 
      
 
    The two men left me lying there, walking off together. I heard soft voices, not enough to identify either one. Then laughter. A tone of regret maybe? Then one man headed for the lobby, while the other came back toward me. I heard the glass door open and close, leaving me alone with just one scoundrel. 
 
      
 
    He reached down and undid the bondage cuffs on my ankles. I didn’t kick him. If he was going to release me, why stop him there, when my wrists were still bound? Sure enough, he came higher and in seconds my left hand was free. He leaned over me, his shirt grazing my bare breasts, only to quickly unbuckle my right hand. Then he got close, his face near mine, his smile huge.  
 
      
 
    “That was fucking amazing. As usual, Bre.”  
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Thank you, Bart. Who was your friend?” I asked, sitting up.  
 
      
 
    Bart chuckled and sat down next to me on the mattress. “Just a buddy. He knew it was a set-up. Consensual of course, but it’s a fantasy, you know? You were exquisite by the way.” He put a hand on my bare hip and I quivered as his finger caressed me.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “Where’s my purse?” 
 
      
 
    He reached out and snagged it, bringing it over to me. I unsnapped it and pulled out a crisp, white, envelope. I held it out and he took it.  
 
      
 
    “Most of my tenants pay electronically,” he said wistfully. “I definitely prefer your method,” he said with a laugh. He took a deep breath and then stood up. I realized he was still naked from the waist down. He picked up his pants. 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” I said softly. “Do you have to go? I mean, here we are, alone. With all these sexual torture devices back here,” I said, gesturing toward the divider wall. “I could show you how to use them on me.” 
 
      
 
    Bart stopped, his jeans halfway up his legs. He seriously considered my offer, but then shook his head. “Maybe next month, Bre. I just came and it will be hours before I’m charged again. I’m getting old. You do realize I’m like twenty years older than you, right? You’re what? Twenty-five or so?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. I’m older than that, but why ruin his fantasy. “I could get you hard again,” I assured him, a wicked smile on my face. And maybe I sort of posed for him. You know, a leg up, knee bent, my wet pussy gaping open. 
 
      
 
    Bart laughed. “Yes. I know you could. But I do have other responsibilities to attend to. And other rent checks to collect.” He waved the envelope. “It’s the first of the month.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed in disappointment and climbed to my feet. I picked up the leather sap and carried it over to the small cupboard we stored such things.  
 
      
 
    “Need help with the mattress?” Bart asked. I shook my head.  
 
      
 
    “Nah, we’ll take care of it before the next meeting, presuming someone doesn’t use it between now and then.” 
 
      
 
    Bart sighed. “I’d love to come to one of those meetings,” he said wistfully. 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Sorry. Got to be female,” I replied. We started walking toward the front of the warehouse. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I know. But to be a fly on the wall!” He said wistfully. Then he shook his head. “Still, I appreciate the time you give me,” he said honestly. “Oh! By the way, loved the last book! It was great! You are totally insane. You know?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “I appreciate that. Maybe you’ll be in the next one.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? Hope you change my name,” he said wryly.  
 
      
 
    I nodded. We passed the kitchen. Then the bathrooms. In the little lobby we stopped. I fished my keys out of my purse and held them out to him. “Favor?” I asked. “In my car, in the front seat, is a paper bag. It’s got a replacement dress in it. Would you mind?” 
 
      
 
    He took the keys and looked at me. “I’d think that a nympho humiliation pain slut like you would have no problem waltzing out to your car buck naked to get that dress.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at him. He laughed and rolled his eyes. “Oh… alright. The things I do for a fuck!” He headed out the door into the bright sunlight. 
 
      
 
    The door shut and I watched him go to my car and I couldn’t help it. “Yeah,” I said to myself. “The things I do for a fuck.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “You’re back!” Kari exclaimed. “And in time for lunch! Perfect!” She stood up, putting her pencil carefully back into the single canister she used to hold them. I stood at the door, arms crossed, my slutty, little, black dress barely containing my breasts. The hem was too high, almost showing my ben wa balls stuffed pussy, and the black material matched my stilettoes perfectly. The four inch wide strip of lace running from my neck to my ass was the only bit covering my back. 
 
      
 
    “Any problems getting Bart the rent money for the meeting rooms?” Kari asked as we stepped into the hall and headed toward the office door. I shook my head. 
 
      
 
    “Nope. Easy as usual. The guy is a professional,” I assured her. “I handed him the check and off he went. Never said a thing.” 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “Pretty dress. Why won’t you let me get you something nicer though?” She asked as we got into the atrium. “That one is so cheap. It looks like it could get ripped right off your body.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, eyes a little wild. “No,” I said. “That’s okay. I like this dress. It’s cheap, but irreplaceable,” I assured my mistress.  
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “Well, since you only wear it once a month. Bart must think you’re a tease.” She turned and led the way, her high heels clicking on the ceramic floor. 
 
      
 
    I paused, just long enough.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, he does,” I muttered under my breath. “He certainly does.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _oo8ahd8g13ip]Wider 
 
      
 
    “Wider,” Julie said, her mouth curled up into an awful smirk. She didn’t look at me directly, instead focusing on my reflection in the mirror. “You know better.” 
 
      
 
    Several different emotions ran through me and as I widened my stance, I started with suppressing the urge to run away. The surge of adrenaline I’d felt as the panic had set in, threatened to overwhelm me was still running through my veins. I was trembling from it, literally rising up on tiptoe with excess energy. My eyes followed Julie’s and unwillingly, I took in the image standing in the mirror; two girls, so very different. 
 
      
 
    Julie, of course, looked amazing. Young, fashionable, svelte. Her dark, chocolate-colored hair curled around her face delicately, emphasizing the fact that she was both cute and pretty, all at the same time. Her tiny nose was slightly upturned, but what might have been considered “stuck-up” merely came across as pert. She was wearing a solid brown summer dress, with a few white lines stitched across it creatively, and I had to admit that she did it justice. Julie is bony, without much in the way of curve, but the extra padding at the bodice gave her bosom just a bit of swell. Much more than her tiny breasts could achieve on their own. But I didn’t begrudge her that. Not in the least. 
 
      
 
    For a long moment I tried not to look at myself. But everything about the girl standing next to Julie demanded attention. My top half was covered in a stretchy, white-colored, crop top that did a really good job of not concealing my breasts. It was too small and my ample chest was bulging out of the sides, constantly threatening to pop out unless I was actively pushing things back in. Worse, the material was questionably see through, making the gold piercings at the tip of each breast obvious and obnoxious. And don’t even get me started about the fucking padlock hanging from my right nipple. Granted, it was small - a charm even - but you could see it in perfect outline, gilded and readily apparent to anyone looking. Of course, none of that compared to the red marks, easily seen through the shirt, marring my left breast around the nipple. 
 
      
 
    It got worse as I went down. 
 
      
 
    My legs were stretched wide apart and my bare feet were delicately curved from standing on tiptoe. I’d been forced to throw away the cheap, ninety-nine cent flip flops I’d been wearing about thirty minutes before and the psychological effect of being barefoot during an assignment was not something I was used too. Especially in a crowded mall on a Saturday afternoon. Oddly enough, not having shoes left me feeling even more exposed than the fact that the small, purple mini skirt I was wearing, was at that particular moment, tugged upward, exposing my inner thighs, my dripping, wet slit, and my bright red, flushed, swollen clit. The mound above the apex of my pussy wasn’t much better, the normally cream colored pubis matched my dark pink petals. 
 
      
 
    I’d been pussy spanked. Alot. 
 
      
 
    You would think that getting my pussy spanked would make it feel awful, but instead I felt a mixture of sensations. My skin was hot, extremely tender, and inflamed. But I was also soaked, dripping wet, and the grasping little mouth of my sex was demanding something to nom nom on. As Julie stepped closer, my trembling got worse and I had to look away as she drew the leather sap out of her bag. I clenched down on my jaw, gritting my teeth in expectation and my mistress did not disappoint me, stepping up to my side, reaching around my hip with her hand. The leather tapped me between the legs once, a sort of golfer’s aim. 
 
      
 
    “Here we go,” Julie whispered, her voice clearly filled with delight. Then she swatted my pussy. 
 
      
 
    Fast and hard. 
 
      
 
    If I hadn’t already been up on the balls of my feet, I’d have raised up another few inches. My hands clutched at my skirt as the sound of the paddle smacking wet mud, accompanied the stinging heat. It was only ten strokes, but my poor slit had taken multiple rounds already and by the time Julie had delivered half of the promised punishment, I was making a loud, keening noise. 
 
      
 
    When the last swat landed I lurched away from her, spinning at the same time I jammed both hands between my legs. I felt the mirror against my bare bottom and I opened my eyes. The clothing store we were in was huge and while we certainly weren’t alone, no one had been in the immediate area, which was what had made the punishment possible in the first place. Still, the noise I’d made had attracted attention. I could see an attendant, her head looking my direction, curious as to why someone had squealed.  
 
      
 
    I hurriedly pulled my skirt back down, covering my burning twat, not to mention the streams of girl goo still dripping from my slit. Julie had already tucked the paddle back into the bag and she looked up at me with a grin.  
 
      
 
    “Look at the mirror,” she said with a laugh. I took a step away from the back wall, looked down, and saw a moist outline of my well-shaped ass. I groaned. Of course. The lotion I’d rubbed into my ass a few minutes before. I shook my head. I’d have let the mortification run through me, but Julie was already drawing the black, silk pouch out of her bag, holding it out to me. 
 
      
 
    Tears suddenly filled my eyes. “Please? Please don’t make me!” I begged, frantic. Julie’s eyes were hard and she shook the bag, her meaning obvious despite the lack of words. My hand shook as I lifted it up and slid it in. 
 
      
 
    Paper. Just paper. Awful, horrible paper. 
 
      
 
    Paper by itself doesn’t terrify me. But when each folded piece contains the handwritten words of a cruel, sadistic dominatrix, instructing me to do something sexually embarrassing, insane, or painful, in a public place, I’m sure you can understand my trepidation. There had been two dozen of the evil missives when I’d started. Some I’d completed. Like the last one, where I’d been told, within five minutes, to find a bottle of test lotion or oil someplace, and for thirty seconds, apply it to my bottom. There’d been a department store just a few feet down the concourse and less than a minute had passed before I’d squirted a thick, creamy, lavender scented lotion into my hand, ducked off to the side, stood behind a clothing rack, and then rubbed the cream into my ass. Even Julie had liked it, helping me spread the lotion around. Now granted, I’d had to give her a dirty look when she’d tried to stick a well lubricated finger up my bottom, but still. I’d done it. And saved my pussy. 
 
      
 
    Because that was the punishment for failure. Some of the tasks in the bag I’d already pulled, read aloud, and then promptly failed to follow, thus necessitating the ten stroke punishment. For example, the one I’d just failed had required me, in space of three minutes, to find someone’s finger, and put it in my pussy.  
 
      
 
    Three minutes. A finger. In a crowded mall. 
 
      
 
    Of course I probably should have just approached the first unattached male I could find and beg him to finger fuck me. But even knowing that Julie was going to relish another opportunity to smack my slit with the sap, I just couldn’t do it. It was too forward, too embarrassing, too slutty. And when Julie had politely informed me that my time was up, her stopwatch clicking, the paper had gone back into the bag and I’d been tugged into the clothing store, all the way to the very back, and told to face the mirror, lift my skirt, and spread my legs. 
 
      
 
    Wider. 
 
      
 
    My fingers stirred the contents. With a racing heartbeat, I selected one of the strips of paper and I drew it out. I opened it, my stomach knotting up, my pussy convulsing, a mixture of terror and anticipation making me shake. I actually had trouble reading it. The worst part? I’d already drawn this one before. And failed it. 
 
      
 
    “Find a binder clamp or paper clip and have someone attach it to your left nipple. 5 minutes,” I read aloud, as required. On the back of the paper slip was my name and the link to Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog. I closed my eyes. Great. Just great. The last time I’d approached a store clerk and been told they didn’t have either. I’d hurried to the next store, my bare feet slapping on the tile. They hadn’t any paper clips or clamps either. The third store did, but when I asked the teenage clerk to push the paperclip onto my nipple, she’d given me a look of shock and outrage, right before ordering me to get out of her shop. Then I ran out of time. I’d made the argument that I’d given it my best efforts. And I had. But that hadn’t stopped Julie from pushing me into a changing room, making me put one leg up on the bench, and delivering ten, swift, punishing strokes to the soft bits between my legs. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” I whispered. “Not again!”  
 
      
 
    Julie took the slip of paper. “Ooohh. I like this one!” She said delightedly. “Okay, time starts when we get to the concourse.” She gestured toward the front of the store and I started in that direction. It was slow going, much slower than if I’d been wearing heels, but not due to the same impairment. Instead of my back and feet hurting, it was my pussy, and I admit that I might have deliberately taken my time, every second giving me just a bit more relief. The clerk that had looked in our direction was still staring at me, no doubt just a bit disturbed by my outfit as we emerged from behind all the clothing racks. I shared that feeling. Her counter was clear, one customer just walking away, and I realized that I was veering toward her deliberately, my eyes focused downward with an idea running around in my head. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me,” I said politely, trying not to sound like I was sexually desperate, or reeling from a burning sensation between the legs. “You wouldn’t happen to have a paperclip, or a binder clamp, do you?” I asked. “I’ve had a bit of a tear and…” I left it hanging. 
 
      
 
    The girl, who looked about twenty, smiled in sympathy. “Let me look,” she said brightly, no doubt pleased to be able to utilize her exceptional customer service skills. In front of me, Julie slowed and came to a stop, looking back at me curiously. Her hand brought up the stopwatch and I saw her thumb hit the start button. I let out a breath. Damn. I’d hoped she’d hold off. Still… 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Here!” The clerk said, producing something small and black. My heart thudded painfully as my brain analyzed the outcome, but I nodded gratefully. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said kindly, reaching out and taking the binder clamp. It was small, much smaller than I would have preferred, and I knew what it would feel like biting down on something pink, tender, and pierced.  
 
      
 
    “Sure. Need help?” She asked, not knowing what she was offering. I shook my head and nodded toward Julie. 
 
      
 
    “No thank you. It’s in a sensitive spot,” I replied. “My friend can help.” 
 
      
 
    Julie rolled her eyes. “The hell I will,” she muttered, but I don’t think the clerk heard her. 
 
      
 
    I gave the clerk a big smile and hurried away, forcing Julie to follow me. When we reached the concourse, I mixed with the flow of people, ignoring the looks I was getting, or the feel of the cold, ceramic tile on my bare feet.  
 
      
 
    “What was that about?” Julie demanded. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged and made her walk more quickly to stay by my side. “I separated it. I knew that a girl would be less likely to put the paperclip or binder clamp on. So I just asked her for the hardware,” I said. “The paper didn’t say I had to ask the same person for both the paperclip and putting it on.” 
 
      
 
    Julie frowned, but then shrugged. “No. It didn’t. Okay,” she said. “Let me see the binder clamp.” 
 
      
 
    I held it out to her and she took it. With a focused look, she pinched it open and then jammed it over the end of the stopwatch. It took me just a second to realize what she was doing and I couldn’t help feeling a bit of warmth toward her. She really did care about me. 
 
      
 
    “Here,” she replied, handing the now bent binder clamp back. I looked at it. Before, the jaws had met tightly. Now there was a four millimeter gap between them, more than enough to keep my nipple from being crushed to smithereens. I wanted to thank her properly, but I was afraid I’d cry. I nodded, swallowed my emotions, and then found a store that looked incredibly promising. I took a sharp turn to my right and went in. 
 
      
 
    There were too many people in the store for my comfort, but since my comfort level is basically me and one other person, there are times we have to make adjustments. The place was a clothing store, but decidedly male, and there was a guy, standing by himself, just off to the right, studying some shirts. I took a deep breath, tried to steel my nerves, and went up to him. Julie followed behind me, checking the stopwatch. 
 
      
 
    “Um… excuse me,” I said softly. He turned and looked at me, his eyes taking in my outfit. He was younger than me, but not by much. He mouth curled up into a smile.  
 
      
 
    “Yes?” He asked me. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. This was the hard part. “I know this is going to sound crazy, and I am. I admit it,” I assured him. His eyes narrowed in confusion as the words came tumbling out of me. “And I was wondering if you would please put this on my breast.” I accompanied this little explanation with a single motion. I grabbed the left side of my crop top and pushed it inward. His eyes widened and his jaw dropped as my breast popped out. 
 
      
 
    With a smiley face, drawn in red marker, with my pierced nipple as the damn thing’s nose.  
 
      
 
    He burst out into laughter.  
 
      
 
    My face turned scarlet, the same color as the marks on my tit and I cringed. The hand drawn face had been the result of the second slip of paper I’d drawn and it had been just as humiliating then as now. I glanced around the store but no one had clued into what was going on. The guy in front of me stared at my breast for several long seconds, still chuckling, but then lifted the clamp. 
 
      
 
    “You sure about this? It’s a bit tight,” he warned me. I nodded frantically, more concerned with getting done and covered up than with Julie’s stupid stopwatch. He shrugged, positioned the binder clamp, and then let it close on my nipple. And it fucking hurt. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes as the pain shot up through my breast, but it wasn’t enough to keep me from trying to pull the crop top back over my tit. The material caught on the binder clamps metal handles and I quickly pushed them down, around my breast and tried again. Whimpering, I managed to cover up. Behind me, Julie clicked the stopwatch, but I wasn’t worried. I knew I’d completed the assignment in time. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I breathed to the man in front of me, still wincing. 
 
      
 
    “You’re right. You are insane,” he said with a grin.  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help it. I smiled. But then Julie took me by the elbow and guided me away, pulling me back out of the store. When we hit the concourse, she handed me the slip of paper and I dropped it on the ground. It fluttered under our feet and then disappeared into the crowd as we walked away.  
 
      
 
    Advertising. It helps. Really. 
 
      
 
    “Ready for another one?” Julie asked as my nipple throbbed angrily. I gave her a dark look. Instead she held up the bag. People flowed around us. I stuck my hand in, my wet thighs slipping against each other as I stood there barefoot, and I pulled another slip of paper out. 
 
      
 
    “In front of a mirror, masturbate your pussy to the edge. Don’t move away from the mirror or stop. Don’t cum. Five minutes,” I read aloud. “Well,” I said with resignation. “That’s not so bad.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Yes it is. You’ve got only five minutes to find a mirror, display yourself, and edge.” She leaned in close, eyes bright and excited. “And if you haven’t got to that edge within the time limit, I get to beat your pussy raw again!” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and I stared at her. For a second, my still hot pussy and crushed and throbbing nipple didn’t quite register. Then, without a word, I whirled and began hurrying down the concourse. 
 
      
 
    Five fucking minutes? To edge?  
 
      
 
    The very next clothing store I came to I darted in. I grabbed something that looked reasonably sized off the rack and practically ran to the changing room. It didn’t say “in public,” did it? No. So I could do it in private. I checked in with the clerk, and with Julie tailing me, jumped into one of the small cubicles. As I expected, there was a mirror on the inside. 
 
      
 
    Julie was frowning. “I sort of meant this to happen out in the store,” she said as I pulled up my skirt and sat down on the bench. I spread my legs, staring at my own image in the mirror. My breast hurt from where the clamp was on it, but in that same, intensely erotic way that any clamp on a nipple tends to do to me. I put my hand between my legs. Both my petals were soaked; hot and slippery and the groan that I let out was impressive. 
 
      
 
    “You should have…” I panted, “been more specific.” I told my mistress.  
 
      
 
    She crossed her arms and watched as I played with myself, the stopwatch dangling from her fingers. I plunged two fingers in deep, thrusting and grinding my thumb against my clit. Then, with girl goo all over my hand, I pulled it out and began rubbing my clitoris in tight, wet circles. And that was enough. The pain, the humiliation, the stupid smiley face on my breast, the fact that my shoes were gone, the flashing my breasts at random strangers. All of it coalesced into something wonderful. 
 
      
 
    Orgasm. 
 
      
 
    But no - I didn’t cum. I held off. Just like I was supposed to. I pulled my hand away, breathless, shaking, the sense of something looming over me. Julie watched, clearly disappointed as I stuck my fingers into my mouth and sucked on them hard, eyes closed, my chest heaving.  
 
      
 
    “Well, fuck,” she muttered.  
 
      
 
    I looked up at her a moment later and reached out, taking the paper slip away from her. I dropped it with a grin on the floor. A smug, smarmy looking grin.  
 
      
 
    Julie rolled her eyes and held out the bag. “Each one you manage to do, just means the ones you failed already are more likely to turn up.” 
 
      
 
    Even as I stuck my hand into the black silk bag, I knew exactly what she was talking about. This wasn’t the first masturbation order I’d gotten. The first had required me to do it on a public bench, or sitting at a table, which meant the food court. Ten minutes. I’d gotten cold feet (though at that point I’d still been wearing my flip flops.) I’d idiotically opted for the pussy spanking.  
 
      
 
    Or there was one piece of paper that required me to find someone with a sticker type price tag, or a sale sticker. And I was to ask them to plaster it over my pussy, specifically my clit, and then let someone else rip it off. Five minutes. Another pussy paddling. 
 
      
 
    And then there was the slip that wanted me to go into a shoe store and ask for my feet to get measured. Five minutes. And it had to be a guy. Who would then get the chance to look right up my skirt and see my pussy. I’d at least tried on that one. I wish all the shoe stores had been together! Julie had taken great pleasure in spreading my legs and smashing the sap right up into my snatch.  
 
      
 
    All failed “tasks”, each one going back into the bag.  
 
      
 
    “Am I going to have to do them all?” I asked in sudden realization as I drew another slip of paper out.  
 
      
 
    Julie smiled. “Yes. Unless I determine that your poor, little, pussy can’t take any more spankings,” she assured me. “Then we’ll call it a day. But from my perspective, you’re far from that point.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. Then I opened the paper. “Find an object, larger than a normal sized cock, and put it in your pussy. Five minutes,” I read. “What the fuck?” I demanded. “Like what?” 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. “That’s your problem.” 
 
      
 
    I glared at her. “Am I supposed to buy this thing?” 
 
      
 
    Again Julie shrugged. “Or maybe just put it in, fuck it a little, and then put it back.” She gave me a grin. “But you’ve got five minutes to do it in.” 
 
      
 
    “When we get to the concourse,” I said quickly, standing up. My nipple felt numb and it ached abominably. My pussy was quivering and what I really wanted was for her to get down on her knees and lick my clit until I was screaming.  
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Okay,” she said. Then she started the stopwatch. 
 
      
 
    Fuck.  
 
      
 
    I glared at her and finished pushing my skirt back down. Hurrying out of the changing room, I handed off the blouse I’d picked to the girl at the counter and then went charging past. Julie followed behind me and when we got to the concourse, I glanced around.  
 
      
 
    There was really only one option on a busy, Saturday afternoon. I had to get to the department store at the end of the wing. The nice thing was that in bare feet, I could move a hell of a lot faster than I would have if I’d been wearing high heels, or worse - the stripper shoes. As it was, Julie, in her sandals, had to be careful as she hurried after me.  
 
      
 
    I ducked into the department store and thanks to many similarly humiliating shopping trips, I knew right where to find the housewares department. Julie followed as I worked my way through dishes and pots, desperately looking for a salt shaker or pepper grinder. Another minute passed by and I started to get a little frantic. What the hell? Where was all the kitchen shit? 
 
      
 
    I darted around and Julie stopped following me, instead electing to stand in the middle. Very few people were in the section and no one seemed to be paying me much mind. 
 
      
 
    “Two minutes left,” Julie said, as I ran past her.  
 
      
 
    “Where are they?” I demanded.  
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Where are what?”  
 
      
 
    “Anything!” I said, stopping, hands in my hair, eyes wild. I looked up at her. “Tools!” I gasped. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyebrow went up. “Tools?” 
 
      
 
    “There will be something in tools!” I blurted out. Then I ran. I heard Julie’s cork wedge sandals clopping behind me.  
 
      
 
    I moved fast, almost running through the store. I didn’t want to actually run though, because that would have drawn too much attention. Even then, people still stared at me. I darted around. I hadn’t ever been in the tool section at this particular store, and it took me a moment to find it. Then I spotted the sign, lurched in that direction, ignoring Julie calling my name.  
 
      
 
    I slid to a stop at an aisle filled with hammers. Lots of hammers. Claw. Ball peen. Plastic tipped. Fiberglass. Rubber. Tack. But regardless of what was on one end of each tool, every single one of them had a thick, rubber coated, handle, each longer, and in some cases thicker, than the average, male cock. I grabbed one, glanced around, found the aisle empty, and quickly pushed the non-business end up into my dripping wet slit. 
 
      
 
    A gasp and movement made me turn and I found Julie standing in the main aisle, giving me a look. 
 
      
 
    “Hey. Time's up,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I’m good!” I exclaimed, pulling the hammer back out. The end was covered in girl goo, proving that I’d satisfactorily completed the task. I set it back on the rack with the others and watched a droplet of juice fall from the handle.  
 
      
 
    Yuck. 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head. “No Bre. You ran out of time before you even got here,” she said simply. She held up the stopwatch. “See?” It was still running, almost a minute past. My mouth went dry and my eyes widened. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I whispered, standing there as another set of spasms suddenly shook me to the core. “Please Julie. Please!” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “Sorry Bre. You know the drill. Let’s find someplace quiet where I can paddle your pussy.” 
 
      
 
    Trembling, hurting from the binder clamp, scared, and utterly aroused from the brief hammering my pussy had just gotten, I followed Julie through the store. In another quiet section, curtains I think, she pushed me into a corner and the words I was dreading came to her lips. 
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs and pull up your skirt,” she said softly. 
 
      
 
    No one was within twenty feet of us, and with that last little net of safety ripped out from under me, Julie produced the sap, pressed it once against my dripping petals, and then began. 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking God. 
 
      
 
    Tiptoe. A stinging pain. Scorching heat. Utter humiliation. Lips tight, holding back the cry. What I didn’t expect was the swing of my hips, the thrust of my loins, meeting the sap. I closed my eyes, panting, wishing that I still had the hammer in my hands. I needed… I needed… something inside me. Then, just as I was sure I couldn’t take anymore without breaking the pose, Julie pulled the sap away from my blistered mons, her face a mask of certain satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    “This one,” Julie said, waving the paper, “gets put back into the bag. You can try again.” She shoved it down into the silk baggie as I pushed my skirt back down and struggled to control my breathing. 
 
      
 
    Moisture was dripping down my thighs and my clamped nipple pulsed in time with my racing heart. Julie smiled and held out that bag. “Ready to try again?” 
 
      
 
    I  hesitated. “Are you going to start the stopwatch inside the store again?”  
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. “Maybe. Depends.” 
 
      
 
    I shoved my hand in, my eyes glued to Julie’s, and I pulled another paper from the bag. “Accidentally go into the men’s room. Freeze. Then leave,” I read, my heart skipping a beat. “Five minutes.” 
 
      
 
    As for tasks, this one wasn’t that bad. I mean, how hard would it be? And then I realized that I was even luckier. I was in a department store. Their restrooms are never that busy. My face brightened and Julie saw the look on my face and frowned. I grinned at her, stuck my chin out, and headed straight for the restrooms. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think…” Julie began as she realized what I was doing. But then it was too late. I pushed into the men’s restroom. 
 
      
 
    It is a myth that men’s restrooms are any dirtier than girl’s restrooms and I, as a certified nympho humiliation pain slut and a biological female, can attest to this. I’ve been in lots of men’s bathrooms. Sure, in a private residence or something, men, get the toilets dirtier quicker than women. It’s the nature of their plumbing. I keep trying to tell guys that they should sit every time, but no one listens to me. I once had the unique opportunity to actually hold a man’s cock while he was peeing. No - it wasn’t a sexual thing. It was a learning opportunity. Like holding a fire hose. The warm, pulsing sensation in my hand was pretty cool, but even I, on my knees and within kissing distance of his balls, had trouble getting that stream to hit a target just fifteen inches wide.  
 
      
 
    So guys, I’m on your side. 
 
      
 
    And I was. A row of sinks on the left three urinals on the right, and two stalls. And me. No one. Bullet dodged. Ha ha! 
 
      
 
    Just to make sure that Julie couldn’t pull any shenanigans, I waited for a good twenty seconds. No one came in either. I turned, pushed through the door, and found a very grumpy dominatrix standing outside. 
 
      
 
    “You think you’re clever?” She asked darkly. 
 
      
 
    I plucked the paper out of her fingers and dropped it to the floor. The words “Breanne Erickson - www.michaelalexanderstories.blogspot.com” faced upward. “I’m ready to pick the next one,” I said with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    In hindsight, I’m a stupid moron.  
 
      
 
    The next slip of paper said “Have someone write the word “slut” on the bottom of your left foot in marker, with big letters. Eight minutes,” I read out loud. I blinked and looked up at Julie, who was smirking. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.” I said. She lifted the stopwatch and clicked it on.  
 
      
 
    “Well get to it,” she said smugly. 
 
      
 
    My eyes narrowed and I turned toward the wall, bracing myself. With a quick jerk, I lifted my left foot, the one closest to her, and made sure that the sole was in full view. 
 
      
 
    It was filthy. The bottom of my sole was practically black. 
 
      
 
    I’d been walking around barefoot for over forty minutes. In a mall. Yes, they keep it swept and debris free, but there are thousands of people tracking in dust, dirt, and God only knows what else through the place. Even if I found someone to write “slut” on the bottom of my foot, no one would have been able to see it. Julie looked down as I glared at her and gestured. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” she said. She pursed her lips. “Well, I just suppose you’ll have to find someone to clean your foot first,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Yeah. As if finding someone to write ‘slut’ on it wasn’t going to be hard enough.” I shook my head. “No. I’ll do the task, but I’m cleaning it myself.” 
 
      
 
    “In eight minutes?” Julie asked skeptically. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “No. You’re going to stop the timer,” I declared. “When my foot is clean, then you can start it up.” 
 
      
 
    Julie gave me a thoughtful look. “You know, I might have gone with that, if you’d asked nicely, instead of being a little spiteful bitch about it. But now…” she raised the stopwatch and waved it front of my eyes. “I don’t think I will.”  
 
      
 
    My jaw dropped and I think my eyes bugged out. 
 
      
 
    “So now you’ve got seven minutes and twenty-three seconds to clean your feet and then find someone to write ‘slut’ on one foot, while I write ‘smart-ass’ on the other.” 
 
      
 
    I think my face went white. I stood there gaping. 
 
      
 
    “Seven minutes and twenty-one seconds now,” she said sweetly. 
 
      
 
    I darted back into the restroom. 
 
      
 
    Cleaning your feet, one at a time, in a sink, while wearing a short skirt, is not easy. It’s especially not easy when you go into the women’s restroom and there are two people already inside. I should have gone back into the men’s restroom. I had to wait for the lady at the vanity to clear out and she took practically forever. The moment she walked out the door I swung my right foot up into the sink. My skirt couldn’t handle the strange position as I wiggled my toes under the water and bent in half like a ballerina doing her bar exercises, squirting soap into my hand and washing my foot. In the mirror I could see exactly what I was doing, along with my bare, dripping, totally exposed pussy.  
 
      
 
    The toilet in the occupied stall behind me flushed. 
 
      
 
    I checked my foot in the mirror. It was sort of clean. Mostly. I rinsed it as best I could and brought it down just in time. The woman in the stall emerged and looked at me. I must have been a sight - short skirt barely covering my ass, one leg cocked at an angle, with just my toe on the ground, my foot dripping to create a puddle. I smiled at her. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said politely.  
 
      
 
    She gave me a weird look and didn’t reply. She washed her hands as I waited. Then, to make matters worse, the door to the bathroom opened and another woman walked in. She eyed the two of us, didn’t say a word, then went into one of the stalls. 
 
      
 
    Aaaaggghhhhh! 
 
      
 
    The lady washing her hands finished, but again, it felt like it took forever! I waited, nerves afire, frantic to hurry, and the moment she pushed open the door and left I jacked my left leg up, stuck my foot under the automatic faucet, let the water pour over my toes, and reached forward to squirt soap onto my hand. My skirt rolled up again and my pussy, bright red, smacked, tender, and dripping wet, was in full view, right there in the mirror. Anyone coming in, or coming out of a stall, or standing at the counter, would be able to see it. I slipped my soapy fingers down over the my sole, washing my foot hurriedly, when the worst possible thing that could happen, happened. 
 
      
 
    The door to the bathroom opened.  
 
      
 
    I jerked my foot out of the water and swung my leg down in a panic. Unfortunately, my other foot, the one supporting my weight, was still wet and slippery. The spin was more than my toes could handle and I went down hard. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked down at me in surprise. “Bre? Are you okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Owwww,” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    Julie dashed over to me. I’d fallen on my left side and my hand and leg hurt. Carefully I sat up and she jumped to the side, grabbed some paper towels, and then dried the bottoms of my feet. 
 
      
 
    “Careful now,” she said, reaching out a hand and helping me. “Are you okay?” She repeated, as I stood up. 
 
      
 
    I took stock and shook my head. “I’m going to have a nasty bruise,” I said with a grimace, testing my leg. I’d almost fallen on my hip. My arm hurt from elbow to halfway up the bicep. I took a step and winced. Walking was not going to be fun. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a worried look. “I uh… I don’t think I’ll be doing many more tasks,” I said apologetically.  
 
      
 
    Julie chuckled. “I guess this one will be a legitimate ‘medical out’ for you.” She shook her head with an exasperated sigh. “Klutz.” She took my arm and helped me limp out of the bathroom. The lady in the toilet stall never came out to check on me, or us. I was fine with that. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked around. “I’m not sure you can walk all the way back to the car. So let’s get you to the closest entrance, and I’ll go get the car and bring it around.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, the pain in my leg already screaming for some aspirin. Or something stronger. Julie helped me limp from the bathroom area, through the store, and then to one of the entrances. There was a chair right near there and she deposited me into it carefully. She straightened up.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll be out front in about five or six minutes,” she said, pulling out her car keys. Then, to my surprise, she flicked the black silk bag with all the papers to me. “Here, you can read about the tasks you were still going to do.” Then she turned and hurried off. 
 
      
 
    For a moment I just sat there. It was good to get off the leg. I opened the black bag after a moment and started pulling little slips of paper out. There were a lot.  
 
      
 
    Find someone with a willing finger (other than your mistress) and put it in your pussy. 3 minutes 
 
      
 
    Yeah. Right. Tried that. 
 
      
 
    Find an object, larger than a normal sized cock, and put it in your pussy. 5 minutes 
 
      
 
    Um. The hammer? I did do that one. 
 
      
 
    Ask someone for a rubber band. Put it on your foot, beg for ten snaps to your arch. 5 minutes 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh my. That would have been awkward.  
 
      
 
    Make a man explode in your mouth. 20 minutes 
 
      
 
    Shit. Lost opportunity. 
 
      
 
    In an obvious place, with a male audience behind you, drop an item and bend over to get it, flashing your bottom and pussy. 3 minutes 
 
      
 
    Well hell, I’d practically done that already. Just not on purpose. 
 
      
 
    Get your feet measured for new shoes by a man. 10 minutes 
 
      
 
    Yeah. I’d read that one. Finding a shoe store with a guy salesman had been the problem.  
 
      
 
    While sitting on a public bench or at a table, masturbate your pussy to the edge. Don’t cum. 10 minutes 
 
      
 
    Well, wouldn’t that have been interesting? 
 
      
 
    Find a sticker of any kind - be it price tag or sale - and put it on your clit. Then ask someone to rip it off. 5 minutes 
 
      
 
    Um… ow.  
 
      
 
    At a water fountain or bathroom sink, “accidently” dip the front of your crop top in the water. 5 minutes 
 
      
 
    Okay. 
 
      
 
    Find someone willing to pinch and twist your right nipple. 4 minutes 
 
      
 
    Ouch.  
 
      
 
    Show someone your pussy and ask them to give it five swats with their hand. 5 minutes 
 
      
 
    On top of what Julie had already done to my pussy? 
 
      
 
    Purchase a cold bottle of water and fuck it to an edge. 10 minutes 
 
      
 
    A bottle of cold water? Seriously? 
 
      
 
    Find a dead end hallway where no one will probably walk and sit on the floor with your legs spread open, knees up, for sixty seconds. 5 minutes.  
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes. What an idea. To have to sit there, all exposed like that, risking people seeing me, letting them deliberately walk past my exposed slit? 
 
      
 
    Put an ice cube in your pussy. Let it melt. 4 minutes. 
 
      
 
    That’s just cold.  
 
      
 
    Fuck someone. 20 minutes 
 
      
 
    Crap. Missed opportunities? 
 
      
 
    Have someone write the word “slut” on the bottom of your left foot in marker, with big letters. 8 minutes 
 
      
 
    I sighed as I read the last one. I’d stuffed the others back into the bag. Honestly? I felt sort of sad. Some of these tasks were amazing, and I admit, that despite my leg and arm hurting, my pussy was still wet. Still needing. I let out a frustrated sigh and let the paper drop on the floor, next to the chair. I closed my eyes to wait for Julie. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me miss, you dropped this,” a polite, male voice said.  
 
      
 
    I startled, but found myself looking into the sweet, brown eyes of a young man, his skin the color of chocolate, a friendly looking smile on his face. His name tag read “Reggie” and he was wearing a white, button-up shirt, a blue tie, and black slacks. He had a number of writing utensils in his pocket and looked somewhat managerial. He held out the paper. 
 
      
 
    I took it from him, my hand trembling. 
 
      
 
    Then his head cocked to the side slightly and he smiled down at me. “Is there anything I can help you with?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    Had a read the paper? Was he just being polite? Was that the standard line? I swallowed hard and shook my head.  
 
      
 
    “No. I’m… I’m fine. Thank you,” I replied roughly. 
 
      
 
    He shrugged and nodded and began to turn away when suddenly I saw something, there, in his pocket. I lunged forward and grabbed his wrist. 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” I said eagerly, my eyes brightening, the ache in my leg seeming to recede. “Actually,” I replied. “There is something that you can do for me…” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Where the fuck have you been?” Demanded Julie as I hobbled up to the door. She looked frantic and worried and furious. “It’s been thirty minutes!”  
 
      
 
    I gave her a warm smile. “I’m okay. Sorry I had you worried,” I replied, reaching out to her. The black silk bag was in my hand and I waved it around.  
 
      
 
    “Where were you?” Julie repeated, still angry. “I’ve been worried sick! I even tried calling you!” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “I know. I was in the middle of something,” I replied. “Look, my leg is really hurting. Can we go to the car?” 
 
      
 
    Julie huffed, but the concerned look on her face morphed into something more maternal. She sighed and nodded, taking my arm. Together we moved out into the parking lot. We had to walk much further than I’d have preferred and I really was hurting by the time I collapsed into the seat. I lifted my foot and brushed off some of the parking lot debris. My sole was dirty again, but not by much.  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” demanded Julie, bending over, looking down at my foot. I wiggled my toes, smiling. “Is that marker? Holy fuck! You did it!” 
 
      
 
    There, written in red ink, in big bold letters, was the word “SLUT”.  
 
      
 
    “Here,” I said, holding out three slips of paper. She looked up from my left foot and took them. 
 
      
 
    “You little slut!” She declared. “You did it!” She let out a laugh. “But that’s only one task.” She read through the slips of paper, her eyes widening. Then she giggled. 
 
      
 
    “So that’s where you were?” She insisted. “Sucking and fucking cock?” I nodded happily and she shook her head. “You could have texted me you know.” She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Only you, Bre. Only you.” 
 
      
 
    She let the papers drop onto the pavement and they fluttered away. She closed my door and hurried around the car to the driver’s seat. As she climbed in, I lifted my right leg and set my foot on my left knee. Just for a moment. Julie started the car, but then glanced my way. Her head dipped down and she gasped. The shock on her face turned to a mixture of amusement and vexation. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Yes you are!” She declared with a smirk. “A nympho humiliation pain slut, pain in my ass, certified…” 
 
      
 
    I finished it for her, wiggling my toes and smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Smartass,” I declared, not even needing to read the words written on my other foot. I lifted my right foot off my hurt leg and instead, propped it up on the dash. I know. I’m not supposed too, but it was comfortable. My skirt rolled up, leaving my wet, reddened, well-satisfied pussy totally exposed and vulnerable. Julie looked down at my pussy and  laughed. She reached across and slipped her hand between my legs, at first just cupping me, but then pushing her middle finger into my well. It went in smoothly and I groaned. 
 
      
 
     “Just one more thing,” she said, her finger curling and swirling inside me. 
 
      
 
    I moaned, eyes closed, head back, pleasure once more overwhelming me, making the pain in my leg disappear. “Oh yes,” I whispered. “Please keep doing that”  
 
      
 
    “Then do it for me. Spread your legs. Let me have a turn.” 
 
      
 
    I shifted my hips and opened up, gasping as a second finger was pushed into my well.  
 
      
 
    “That’s it,” Julie cooed. “Just a little more.” 
 
      
 
    Waves of bliss hit me and I reached up, rubbing my nipples through the shirt. “More what?” I gasped. 
 
      
 
    And Julie laughed. “What do you think?” She said simply. “What do I always ask?” 
 
      
 
    I went as far as the car would let me, knees against both the center console and the door, opening up, pushing my hips forward. 
 
      
 
    “Wider.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Breanne, for this assignment you will be dressed in NHPS attire and taken to a public place  by your mistress. You are excused, for the duration, from following NHPS Rule #1. Your mistress will present to you a bag filled with tasks, each with a time limit. You will complete each task. Failure will result in your pussy receiving ten swats of the leather sap, and the task will be placed back in the bag. Your assignment is finished when either you’ve completed all the tasks, or your mistress believes that your pussy can’t take any more spanks. 
 
      
 
    
    	 Ask someone for a marker or Sharpie pen, and ask them to draw a smiley face on your left tit with your nipple being the nose. 5 minutes 
 
    	 Throw away your footwear. 1 minute 
 
    	 Find a binder clamp or paper clip and have someone attach it to your left nipple. 5 minutes 
 
    	 Find someone with a willing finger (other than your mistress) and put it in your pussy. 3 minutes 
 
    	 Flash both your breasts to someone. 1 minute 
 
    	 Expose your pussy and rub your bare, wet slit against a piece of furniture until you’ve left an obvious, wet sheen on it. 5 minutes. 
 
    	 Find an object, larger than a normal sized cock, and put it in your pussy. 5 minutes 
 
    	 Ask someone for a rubber band. Put it on your foot, beg for ten snaps to your arch. 5 minutes 
 
    	 Find a test bottle of cream or lotion. Lift the back of your skirt and rub it into your buttocks for thirty seconds. 5 minutes 
 
    	 Make a man explode in your mouth. 20 minutes 
 
    	 In an obvious place, with a male audience behind you, drop an item and bend over to get it, flashing your bottom and pussy. 3 minutes 
 
    	 In front of a mirror, masturbate your pussy to the edge. Don’t move away from the mirror or stop. Don’t cum. 5 minutes 
 
    	 Get your feet measured for new shoes by a man. 10 minutes 
 
    	 While sitting on a public bench or at a table, masturbate your pussy to the edge. Don’t cum. 10 minutes 
 
    	 Find a sticker of any kind - be it price tag or sale - and put it on your clit. Then ask someone to rip it off. 5 minutes 
 
    	 “Accidently” go into the men’s bathroom. Freeze. Then leave. Five minutes 
 
    	 At a water fountain or bathroom sink, “accidently” dip the front of your crop top in the water. 5 minutes 
 
    	 Find someone willing to pinch and twist your right nipple. 4 minutes 
 
    	 Show someone your pussy and ask them to give it five swats with their hand. 5 minutes 
 
    	 Purchase a cold bottle of water and fuck it to an edge. 10 minutes 
 
    	 Find a dead end hallway where no one will probably walk and sit on the floor with your legs spread open, knees up, for sixty seconds. 5 minutes.  
 
    	 Put an ice cube in your pussy. Let it melt. 4 minutes. 
 
    	 Have someone write the word “slut” on the bottom of your left foot in marker, with big letters. 8 minutes 
 
    	 Fuck someone. 20 minutes 
 
   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _nj72bbqf3ycb]Oil Slick 
 
      
 
    08/18/17 
 
      
 
    When I opened the door leading into the atrium, the blast of cold air felt good upon my skin. It was early, too early actually, and the building was still quiet, drifting out of the sleepy emptiness of night. The other offices on the ground floor were dark, as was the familiar lobby belonging to the interior design firm, nestled in the back right hand corner, that catered to the ultra elite and idiotically rich of the city's wealthier denizens. 
 
      
 
    The decor for the atrium looked like it was stuck in the 1980’s, though I admit that I really liked it. The tile was dark, a rich brown color that looked like glazed pottery. Cut through the center, from one corner to the other, was a faux riverbed, complete with tropical plants, a real, flowing creek with actual water, some goldfish, and a small, wooden bridge that was more ornamental than functional. After all, you could have hopped over the creek itself.  
 
      
 
    I moved easily through the atrium, toward Kari’s office. My purse was slung over my right shoulder, while a brown sack with rope handles dangled heavily from my left hand. The slapping sound of my flip flops striking the bottoms of my feet seemed to echo through the chamber, just barely louder than the babbling of the tiny brook.  
 
      
 
    I looked around, surprised that I was unobserved. I was ridiculously early, but for the first time in quite awhile, Jose, our day porter, didn’t happen to be loitering around to watch me come into work. I wondered if I had beaten him in, an uneasy feeling starting in my stomach. I reached the door of Kari’s offices, bent down to unlock it, and was then scared out of my wits when Jose appeared out of nowhere, grinning down at me, cooing at me in his sing song voice. 
 
      
 
    “Breaaaaannneeee! Look you!!” He sang, gesturing down at me with wild and unbelieving eyes. He gestured at my clothes again, a look of astonishment on his face and I let out a relieved chuckle. I knew what he was trying to imply. I was dressed. Decently. There was nothing sexual about it. I finished unlocking the door and stood up, giving him a smile. I crooked a finger. 
 
      
 
    “Necesito tu ayuda,” I said softly in broken Spanish, glancing around, giving him a little eyebrow wiggle that clearly meant “follow me and have something tasty.” No one else was in the atrium. I watched as Jose’s eyes widened with excitement and he bobbed his head eagerly. This wasn’t the first time I’d been alone with the man so there weren’t any questions asked, in English or Spanish. I opened the door and gestured for him to go in and he did. He stepped to the side the moment he got into the lobby, and I grabbed his hand and pulled him in deeper. I didn’t bother locking the door back up. No one would come in until Kari arrived an hour later, and that left me with plenty of time to abuse Jose’s good nature. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t turn on the lights and instead pulled Jose down the hall and to the right. It wasn’t until we got to the conference room that I snapped on a switch and let the white luminescence bathe me. Jose stopped and waited, a hungry look on his face and I didn’t want to disappoint him. I slipped off my shoes as I set the paper sack down on the conference table. Then I turned toward him, our eyes meeting, and I unbuttoned the white blouse. 
 
      
 
    When you aren’t wearing a bra, breasts have a tendency to flop out when released from the tight cotton weft of a shirt. I’m a C cup, which translates into two “grapefruit” sized melons on my chest. My nipples, both of them pierced with gold hoops, danced in front of Jose’s face, and the little padlock which dangled from my right tit wiggled enticingly as each breath just made me look all that much more desirable. I shrugged out of the shirt and tossed it to the side where it hung on one of Kari’s leather conference room chairs. 
 
      
 
    Jose didn’t say a word as my thumbs went down to the shorts. I unbuttoned them quickly, pushing them down at the same time, and the fact that I wasn’t wearing panties either only turned the heat up. Naked, I kicked off the clothing. Jose stared, still unmoving, waiting for me. So I reached into the bag, pulled out the anal beads and bottle of baby oil. And since I was already facing the right way, toward the table, I laid my top half down on the table and stuck my ass out. 
 
      
 
    Some things do not need words. Much less translation. 
 
      
 
    Jose was a practical man and he needed no urging or explanation. He grabbed the anal beads and bottle of oil. The beads themselves were black and there were eight of them, starting with one the size of a marble and getting bigger until the very last one would feel like a walnut had been shoved in my butt. Worse, and I’m not sure if Jose knew this, but they vibrated. There was a black cord leading to a controller with an overpowered battery.  
 
      
 
    I heard the snap of the bottle cap and I closed my eyes as cool, wet drops began falling on my tailbone, right above the crack of my ass. Jose didn’t go easy on the oil either. I reached back for him, grabbing my butt cheeks and pulling them open even as I spread my legs. I’m sure the gaping wetness of my pussy, which was uncharacteristically empty at that particular moment, was undoubtedly inviting, but Jose is not a man who takes. He’s a man who gives. And right at that moment, he knew that what I needed was my ass filled. 
 
      
 
    And preferably well lubricated. 
 
      
 
    He used his finger, which drove me absolutely nuts, because he basically gave me the hand massage equivalent of a rimjob, gently caressing my anus with his finger. I groaned, quivering like mad. Jose slipped a digit into my ass, just up to the first knuckle and I gasped, eyes widening. It wasn’t supposed to feel good. But it did. I shook my head, trying to grasp the reality I found myself in. Getting turned on by anal play isn’t really my thing.  
 
      
 
    Jose fucked my ass with his fingers and I struggled not to clamp down or tighten up. He did this for almost thirty seconds, then twisted his hand and pushed his thumb into my pussy. He sat down in a chair behind me and, ignoring the beads, began using his other hand to rub my clit. I trembled violently, waves of sweet, exquisite bliss shooting up from between my legs and I couldn’t help it. The pressure became too great and I found myself crying out in rapture, the heat and pleasure of his gentle, but thorough ministrations took me to the cliff and tossed me over the edge.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t pull his fingers out of me until I sighed in relief, sagging onto the table, my breasts mashed outward as the euphoria of climax left me blissfully sublime. Jose let out a chuckle as I hummed. Then he pulled his fingers out of me, wiped them on a towel he pulled from his back pocket, and grabbed the anal beads.  
 
      
 
    I’d let out a disappointed groan when he’d pulled his hand out of me, but that sound disappeared when I felt the first silicon covered bead get pressed against the brown button of my bottom. It went in easily, though Jose applied a little more oil and pressed the second sphere up against my sphincter. The third bead got pushed in next, then the fourth. I moaned as my bottom took more and more of the round balls until finally the last bead was a constant pressure against my bottom. I felt too full, my bottom achingly stuffed, but Jose managed to get the last, walnut size object into my ass. I looked back at him and nodded, eyes bright. 
 
      
 
    “Ahora, por favor. Úsame.” I reached over to the bag and tipped it over. A number of things spilled out - the alligator clamps (three of them), my vibroballs, and a box of condoms. I grabbed the prophylactics and handed one to Jose who took it with a grin. He knew what I was doing; granting permission. He applied it himself right after I heard the zipper of his pants. Then, with exquisite grace and accuracy, he pressed himself against my bottom and I felt his long, thick cock slide deep into my pussy.  
 
      
 
    Yessssssssss. 
 
      
 
    There is something right about getting fucked by a man. Don’t get me wrong - I’m bi-sexual and I can have a sweet, steamy time with any girl. But men come naturally with the right equipment. There’s no buckles or straps. They feel amazing inside me, and while I can understand the psychological reasons some women become homosexual, being able to have the best of both worlds means a lot to me. I wasn’t planning on marrying Jose. In fact, I think he is married. But clearly our relationship was a physical one only. I was using him. In fact, I wasn’t done using him. 
 
      
 
    Jose worked himself into a tizzy in relatively short order, though I admit if he’d managed to hold off for another minute or two, I’d have been joining him on the “I just had a fucking oragasm” porch. Instead, with me quivering in renewed excitement, he stiffened, hardened, trembled, and popped, squirting a cumload of cream into the tip of the condom. He sighed in relief, pulling out slowly, his cock softening.  
 
      
 
    I groaned too, straightening up as my pussy complained about the sudden emptiness. I turned to face him, being careful of the anal beads and the wire and controller. I faced him with a grin. Then I grabbed the bottle of oil and held it out, even as I gestured with my other hand at my chest.  
 
      
 
    “¿Por favor? ¿En todos lados?” I asked him meekly. “Lots of it.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes brightened and he nodded. He stood up and tucked away his sausage, straightening his pants easily. Then he took the bottle and poured a small amount of baby oil on my sternum, right between my breasts.  
 
      
 
    “Mas’ I said as he brought a hand up, catching the trickling oil and spreading it over my breast. 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened and I nodded. “More please,” I said, this time in English. Jose tipped more and caught it again in his free hand, letting go of my bosom. He set the bottle down, but I grabbed it. Our eyes met and I nodded smiling. I poured more oil right onto my left tit and he had no choice but to bring his hand up, catching the overflow, and begin spreading it around.  
 
      
 
    In seconds my breasts glistened, as did Jose’s hands, and I poured a bit more baby oil onto my chest, high up by the hollow of my throat. Jose took the hint and left my boobs, oiling my chest, a look of concern on his face as I kept putting on more oil.  
 
      
 
    “Lower please?” I asked him, then said, “Bajo?” 
 
      
 
    Jose glanced up at me sharply, but then nodded, dropping to one knee, even as I poured another trickle into my cleavage. This time it slid downward, through my slick breasts, over my tummy and into my belly button. Jose caught it, spreading it around, rubbing it into my skin until I turned shiny. And I poured more. He had no choice but to move lower and I tilted my hips, pushing my sweet pussy out for his hand.  
 
      
 
    “Me piernas, tambien, por favor,” I whispered. Jose nodded and I poured oil onto my right thigh. His hands touched me everywhere and my skin glistened as if I’d just been glazed. It felt so good and he moved down to my foot.  
 
      
 
    “Todo,” I said, arching my foot. I felt his fingers on my sole, then slipping across the top and down to my toes. 
 
      
 
    “Le otro pierna?” I asked. He switched as I poured the oil and rubbed my other leg.  
 
      
 
    Then it was time for the other side of me. As he looked up I turned around, sticking my ass right into his face. I put a hand on the table to brace myself and literally upended the bottle onto my back. Jose quickly rose. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! Wait! Wait!” He said, his “t’s” dropping. “Un momento!” He grabbed the bottle from me and set it down, his hands slipping and then going to my skin. He spread the film across my shoulders and down my arms, then rubbed my spine. Eventually he got to my bottom and he poured more oil into his hand. 
 
      
 
    “Mas, por favor,” I said. “I have to glisten.” 
 
      
 
    “Glisten?” He asked.  
 
      
 
    I thought hard, straining my Spanish. “Resplandescer?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    He gave me a confused look. “Brillante?” 
 
      
 
    Jose shook his head. Then his eyes brightened. “Con brillo?” 
 
      
 
    “Shiny,” I repeated, pointing at my arm where the oil was thick. He nodded, grabbed the bottle again, and put more oil on me. I could feel it dripping down my back and along my legs.  
 
      
 
    “Too much,” he said in his heavily accented English, clearly worried. But I knew what I was doing. Sort of.  
 
      
 
    “Mas,” I said. “It has to be almost dripping off me. I have to be wet,” I assured him. “Mucho mojado.”  
 
      
 
    He nodded, working hard, his fingers digging into my buttocks, spreading oil. I think he was enjoying himself. Then he went down my legs, at least the backs, a second time. He finished at my ankles and then stood up, clearly thinking he was done. I turned around and straightened up, then carefully grabbed the vibroballs and held them out to him. 
 
      
 
    “Please?” I said, spreading my legs and presenting. He nodded with a smile and pushed them into my pussy so easily that you’d have thought I’d just been fucked and oiled. There was no resistance. I groaned as his hand slid along the wire, found the little knob, and turned them on.  
 
      
 
    Just to low though.  
 
      
 
    My pussy instantly tightened, or at least, tried to. There was enough oil inside me that it wasn’t exactly easy to get a good grip on the vibroballs and they kept sliding around within me as they buzzed. Jose pointed at the other items on the table and I shook my head. I wasn’t supposed to pop after the toys were put in. No one said anything about doing it before I was being tormented. So I put the alligator clamps back into the bag. Then I reached for my shirt, but Jose picked it up. 
 
      
 
    “No,” he shook his head. “Tu camisa se arruinará!” He protested, pulling it away from me. 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “I know. It’s okay. Kari will buy me a new one.” I held out my hand. Distrustfully, he slowly gave my shirt back and watched me as I slipped first one arm, then the other into it. Instantly the oil that hadn’t been absorbed by my skin (and trust me, there was tons of it) soaked into the white cotton, turning it translucent. White became a creamy ivory color and you could see my freckles through the material. I pulled it closed across my chest and began buttoning it up even as the excessive oil on my breasts was instantly sucked into the shirt front. Jose’s eyes widened, first in surprise, then understanding, and he grinned like a Cheshire cat, giving me a thumbs-up as my pink nipples and their golden jewelry became perfectly visible. 
 
      
 
    From the way the shirt clung to my back, I knew that the opposite side of the blouse wasn’t any better off than the front. But there’s nothing on my back as embarrassing as having both breasts in full view, wearing what was essentially a wet shirt. Jose nodded at me and I pointed at my shorts, which he retrieved easily, bending down to help me put them on. I pushed one oily foot through the leg hole, then the other, and Jose pulled them up until I could grab the tight, white shorts myself. I pulled them into place, the pink wire of the vibroballs coming up out of the waistband. I knew the black wire for the vibrating anal beads was doing the same.  
 
      
 
    I glanced down. It took a little longer than the shirt, but in less than thirty seconds the crotch of my shorts looked like a pane of glass and my bright pink, stuffed and trembling cunt, was perfectly visible. If I didn’t keep my thighs tightly pressed together I’d still be showing off everything. I bit my lip, wondering what my ass looked like. Imagine wearing wet tissue to a party and you might have an idea of what I was going through. 
 
      
 
    Jose was loving it and I could see why. I looked… tempting. My tits, pussy, and ass were in full view, but not in view and once more I was breaking taboos. He reached over to the table, picked up the black controller, and turned on the vibrating anal beads. I gasped and my eyes rolled into the back of my head as my bottom clenched even tighter around the shaking little balls in it. My world seemed to tip and the orgasm I’d avoid during Jose’s strident cock wetting, seemed to suddenly rear its head and demand an accounting. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” I whispered. “I think I’m going to cum!”  
 
      
 
    “Cum! Cum. Good. Good!” Jose chanted. “Breanne muy bonita,” he said, grinning.  
 
      
 
    I licked my lips, shuddering, trying to get a grip, and I slipped (get it? Slipped?) my oily feet back into the flip flops. I slid on the foam, but managed a step, then another. My hips rolled, thrusting against all the balls and spheres and beads and strings inside me and I’m not sure what fluttered more - my pussy or my ass.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne, okay?” Jose said cautiously as I headed toward the door. 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Si,” I replied. “Gracias. Estoy bien,” I said. He nodded and bowed.  
 
      
 
    “Mucho trabajo,” he told me, shrugging apologetically. I grinned, laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Go. I know!” I waved him off. “I’m fine. And thank you, Jose.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a final thumbs-up, and then hurried away, turning to the left and heading toward the atrium before I even made it past Kari’s art room.  
 
      
 
    I took shuffling steps, partly because I was afraid I was going to slip out of the flip flops, but also because I could feel the various balls rolling around inside my sex and ass, driving me right toward the fucking cliff. The problem was that now I wasn’t allowed to cum, and if I did, I’d be marching right back toward the conference room to collect those alligator clamps. 
 
      
 
    I made it to my desk without exploding like an offshore oil rig and sat down. The oil seeping out of every part of my outfit, not to mention the slickness of my skin, turned the leather chair into a slip and slide and I had to tilt it back just to keep from falling out of it. I wrapped my arm across my chest and suffered, staring at the clock. Kari would be in at nine. Just forty-six more minutes. If I could just make it till nine…  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Kari opened the door and looked down at me as I dropped my arm. The bottle of oil was on my desk and I set the empty cap down. The golden haired goddess I worship, and sacrifice myself to, stared down at me, her eyes bright and amused.  
 
      
 
    “Did you just pour that capful of oil onto your tit?” She asked wickedly. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip and nodded.  
 
      
 
    “The other one looks fresh as well,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “It is Kari,” I replied, my voice a whimper.  
 
      
 
    “And your clit?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    There was no point in lying. “I was… I was just about to do it,” I replied, my voice trembling.. 
 
      
 
    She hummed a little. “Well, don’t let me stop you.” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes. No one was in the atrium, thank God, but that could change in a split second. I tried not to think about that, or the glass wall in front of me, or the light glistening off of every inch of my body. Instead I spread my legs, exposing the pink, stuffed slit underneath the white, almost invisible material. The zipper was the only dark spot, and it went down across my clitoris. My fingers found the button, then the zipper, and opened up the front of my shorts until my clit was in perfect view - oiled, swollen, red, and tightly clamped, the jumbo alligator clamp chewing on it with serrated teeth. With a trembling hand, I reached out, poured another capful of oil, and then picked up the cap, holding it like a cup, right over the metal maw biting me. 
 
      
 
    “Do it,” Kari breathed. “Pour it.”  
 
      
 
    My hand shook as the oil spilt out, splashing onto the bright, wanting, crushed, pink nub. More oil soaked into the cloth and my petals gleamed in the light.  
 
      
 
    “Now, if I’m not mistaken, this is the punishment for cumming once,” Kari said, her hand in my hair, her lips near my ear. “I can see the clamps on your nipples too. It must ache under that shirt. I know you want to free yourself from them. So now is a good time to edge, to bring yourself right to the line. Suffer for me. And when you cum, as I know you’ll eventually do, you can spend the rest of the day begging strangers to help you.” She smiled at me, reaching down and flicking her finger hard at my clamped nipple. Pain, or should I say more pain, exploded through my chest. I jumped, my body trembling, but I pushed a hand into my pants. 
 
      
 
    “I wonder,” Kari breathed, “Just how long you’ll take?” 
 
      
 
    I panted, gasping, eyes wide as I stared at her. My body felt like it were writhing in fire. My fingers dug at my pussy, twisting the metal clamp on my clit, sending wave after wave of agonizing bliss through me. Kari watched, a smug smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” she whispered. “Do it. Disobey my orders. I know what you’ll have to do if you cum again,” she said. “You little fuckslut.” 
 
      
 
    I threw my head back and cried out as I exploded like an offshore oil rig. Fire raged in my veins and I spread my legs, not caring if anyone in the atrium saw me, or if my oil slicked outfit was improper. All I saw were the colors and shapes and strikes of white hot lightning that shook me to the core and Kari sighed in satisfaction as her finger continued to rub my right nipple through my soaked shirt, ignoring the gold piercing, the padlock, and even the steel alligator clamps chewing on my breast. 
 
      
 
    “Very nice,” she said a moment later, lifting her hand from my chest. “Now, I’ll see you at lunch.” She walked away, down the hall. “Until then…” 
 
      
 
    I shuddered. Right. The punishment… for cumming. Wearily, I climbed to my feet, slipping in the flip flops. My shorts were wide open and in the glass I could see my reflection. My skin glistened, my shirt and shorts were nothing more than gauze, and you could see the wires leading to the vibroballs and the anal beads. Now I had to find someone to remove the clamps. They’d see everything.  
 
      
 
    How humiliating! 
 
      
 
    Que lastima. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Breanne, your assignment today starts when you arrive at work. You will bring with you a large, industrial sized bottle of baby oil. Find someone to help you put on a thick, wet layer all over your naked body. Everything must be oiled - your ears, face, in between your toes, the bottoms of your feet - but especially your ass (in and out), your pussy, and your breasts. You shouldn’t just be glistening. You should be dripping with oil. 
 
      
 
    And that will be when you dress. I would like you to wear a white, tight, button up shirt and a thin, white pair of short shorts. But underneath, you should have your ass stuffed with your vibrating anal beads, and your pussy should be filled with your vibroballs. Both toys should be on medium power. You should resist cumming. Should you yield to the vibrational pressure urging you into orgasmic bliss you will add alligator clamps to your nipples and clit. A second orgasm will result in you being required to go out in public, find someone to remove each clamp (individually, so you will need three someones) as well as someone to remove the vibrating anal beads. Reward your saviors fully. 
 
      
 
    In addition, every top of the hour it will be time to refresh the oil. Take one capful of oil for each breast, your ass, and your pussy, and pour the contents onto the appropriate locations.   
 
      
 
    Enjoy your day. - Brandon 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Splattered 
 
      
 
    08/26/17 
 
      
 
    On Friday evening, August 25th, 2017, Hurricane Harvey, a category 4 storm, struck the South Texas coast. After leveling Rockport, the storm stalled and turned to the east, heading straight for Houston, Texas - a city of almost three million people - with a history of being unable to handle large amounts of rainfall. Little did they know that trillions of gallons of water would be dumped on the Houston Metropolitan Area, creating a 1000 year flood, displacing thousands of people. But on that Saturday morning the rains had just started, and even then, there was some good happening, even if it was to just one, little, redheaded, nympho humiliation pain slut. And her fans had some… expectations. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    “What could you possibly want to show me out here?” I shouted over the downpour. Heavy raindrops didn’t just fall from the sky, they poured, as if the very heavens had opened up and every fucking angel was sobbing their heart out. I walked barefoot next to him, already soaked from my bare little feet up to my waist, which wasn’t a good thing considering all that I was wearing was a simple, white, summer dress. The water had turned it opaque from my belly button down and the only saving grace was the fact that no one else was braving a fucking hurricane like the two of us.  
 
      
 
    Idiots. 
 
      
 
    We were halfway out into the middle of the park meadow behind Julie’s apartment complex, something of a mix between sports field and open green area. It also happened to be about two feet below the level of the complex itself, which was good, because it was rapidly filling up. I followed along, totally bewildered, stepping carefully as my bare feet splashed down into the sodden field, water up to my ankles. 
 
      
 
    Mike had selected something a little more appropriate for a torrential downpour than my own attire. Of course, he’d known where we were going. Sports sandals graced both feet and he had actually put on a pair of swim trunks. I moved closer to him, just a little chilled, trying to stay under both Mike’s hulking mass, as well as the umbrella. He wrapped one arm around me, but that really didn’t mean much. It was a hurricane for God’s sake! The cut grass tickled my toes as we headed for the one possible bit of shelter in the middle of the meadow - a somewhat stunted, live oak that seemed to have shrunk under the torrential rain.  
 
      
 
    Oddly, there wasn’t a terrible amount of wind, just lots and lots of water. Hurricane Harvey had sort of petered out after striking the central coast of Texas, dropping from a Category 4 hurricane to an abysmal Category 1, even before turning toward Houston. And while it had brought about a zillion buckets of the Gulf of Mexico with it, all which Harvey intended to dump on South Texas, that Saturday morning, the winds weren’t anything more than blustery. We’d survived two or three major rainbands.  
 
      
 
    Of course, Mike was holding onto the umbrella with both hands, so what the fuck do I know? 
 
      
 
    We sloshed through ankle deep water, which is par for the course in Houston during this kind of weather and after another minute of skin soaking splatter, we made it to the relative shelter of the tree. Mike looked up, made a frowny face and then closed the umbrella. 
 
      
 
    “Your fans,” he shouted at me, “sometimes suck!” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. I hadn’t been told anything. What the hell was he talking about? Then I remembered the tweets. One in particular. 
 
      
 
    [image: 3897] 
 
      
 
    “You mean we’re out here because of me?” I demanded. Rain poured down off the top of my head, taking my red locks into my eyes. I wiped a hand across my face, rain flinging off my fingers. My vision stayed clear for about half a second. Then more rain hit me.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah!” Mike yelled. “Strip!”  
 
      
 
    “What? Are you fucking nuts?” I shouted back at him. “In a hurricane?”  
 
      
 
    He nodded. Then he reached behind his back and lifted his shirt. Tucked into the waistband was one of Julie’s rubber floggers, a skein of nylon rope, and a short hafted crop. 
 
      
 
    “You mean you dragged me out here, in a hurricane, to strip me naked, tie me to a tree, and whip me?” I demanded, stamping my foot. “They were joking!” The splash hit him, but he didn’t notice. He was soaked to the skin, just like I was.  
 
      
 
    In fact, stripping wouldn’t have been a problem anyway, because my dress was literally stuck to my flesh like paint and what once had been white cotton was now skin colored tissue, showing every curve, freckle, and pink spot I had.  
 
      
 
    “Yep!” He shouted, grinning at me. “So strip!” He gestured at my dress, while untying the rope. 
 
      
 
    “I am not going to let you whip me in a hurricane!” I spluttered, a bit in outrage, but more from the fact that my mouth was filling with water. “This is insane!” 
 
      
 
    Mike dropped the crop, and the flogger and gave me a look as he unraveled the rope. “Do I have to take your dress off myself?” 
 
      
 
    I stuck my tongue out at him. “I’d like to see you try!” I shouted back at him through the storm.  
 
      
 
    The rope fell from his hands and before I could move, he grabbed the front of my dress. I cried out in alarm as he simply tore it, shredding the front straight down from collar to hem, leaving my bare skin exposed. I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties and my pink slit was soaked with not just water. My nipples stood out, chilled and wet, and I gasped, eyes wide as he reached back to tear the rest off me. 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” I yelled, angry now. “That was mine!”  
 
      
 
    “I’ll buy you a new one. Strip or I’ll spank you too!”  
 
      
 
    Furious, I tore the ruined dress off and threw it to the ground. In seconds it disappeared, soaking up the rain and mud and sinking. “You realize I now have absolutely nothing to wear back to the apartment?” I yelled at him. 
 
      
 
    Mike shrugged. “You should have thought of that before arguing with me!”  
 
      
 
    I spluttered again. 
 
      
 
    He bent down and picked up the rope. “Wrists!” he hollered. I rolled my eyes but obediently held out my wrists, mostly to prevent getting spanked or something, crossing them in front of him. He looped the rope and in less than a minute both of my hands had been tied, tightly too. He tossed the other end of the rope upward and managed to get it over a tree branch just above his head. He pulled and I squawked as I was pulled up on tiptoe, arms pointed upward, the maelstrom lashing my body with water. He tied the excess off on the trunk. I whimpered as Mike found the flogger, the bright pink tips easy to see.  
 
      
 
    “Count the strokes!” He shouted, and before I could respond, he swung the flogger at my breasts, catching them both perfectly. I gasped, which was stupid, because I immediately choked on all the precipitation that went right into my mouth. I choked and swung away from him, only to feel my toes drag through the water as I was brought back. He hit me again, same spot, and with more than enough force that the stinging sensation of the multi-headed flogger was easily discernible against the backdrop of rain.  
 
      
 
    It took him five strikes before the sting managed to successfully turn into heat and I had learned a new way to scream - through clenched teeth and partially drawn back lips. The plus was that I was no longer drowning. My nipples, both hardened from the wind and cold rain, began to warm up, but Mike couldn’t tell. Instead he swung again, and then again, working against the storm, whipping my breasts. 
 
      
 
    Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. I threw my head back, eyes shut against the sheets of rain, and screamed. No one would hear me. We were alone, in a field, at a nearby park, and I couldn’t even see the fucking street from where I was tied. The flogger bit over and over into my breasts and I twisted away from him. The second I did, he aimed for my ass, hitting me even harder. It became a game of reaction. If I was facing him, my boobs got lashed. If I turned away, he scored my rump. Soon skin turned red and my nipples and ass throbbed with heat. I let out a choked sob. 
 
      
 
    “Forty-two,” I managed to whimper against the rain. 
 
      
 
    “What?” Mike demanded. He swung the whip hard again, catching me across the chest. I squealed, gurgled, burbled, and spat out water. “What was that?” 
 
      
 
    “Forty-three!” I shouted at him, making the yell more about the pain than the information.  
 
      
 
    “Good!” He yelled back at me. “Just seven more to go!” He lifted the whip, and as I wheeled away to save my tits, he swung hard, striking me across the buttocks. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. Oww. Forty-four. 
 
      
 
    The next minute was brutal as Mike finished flogging me. My chest was a steamy, hot, scarlet mass of reddened flesh and I was pretty damn sure that my ass looked the same way. Mike put away the flogger and picked up the small crop.  
 
      
 
    “Now, spread your legs!”  
 
      
 
    Oh fuck. No. I shook my head, my wet hair streaming down, water filling my eyes. I could barely see. 
 
      
 
    “Spread your fucking legs or I will tie them open!” Mike shouted at me, waving the crop.   
 
      
 
    Slowly, knowing I had no choice, I spread my legs. Or tried too. Remember? He’d tied me on my tiptoes? I had no purchase. I kicked a little and he went behind me, then loosened the rope. I dropped five inches and stood there, panting, legs wide apart, as he resecured the hemp line.  
 
      
 
    “Now, I’m going to beat your pussy. How close are you to cumming?” He demanded through the storm.  
 
      
 
    “Cumming? Are you crazy? I don’t feel like cumming!” I shouted. “I’m cold, wet, and hurting!” 
 
      
 
    Mike grinned at me. Then, he surged up, wrapped both arms around me, and kissed me. I felt his heat right through his soaked shirt as my sore breasts were pressed against him. His hand grabbed me by the ass, squeezing and kneading the freshly whipped flesh. I groaned and wriggled in his grasp, our mouths pressed together. Then he slid to the side and brought his hand up between my legs, his fingers digging at my petals, touching my clit, rubbing me roughly as the hurricane surged around us. 
 
      
 
    And time slowed. 
 
      
 
    Need swelled inside me as each drop of rain held its place. Wetness, and not of mother nature’s doing, burst within me as Mike’s fingers swirled and danced, his thumb pressing hard against my clitoris. I gasped and stiffened, my nipples aching as I threw my head back, ignoring the roar of the storm, the pelting rain, the chill of the wind. I pressed my face against my arm, pulling on the tree branch above me.  
 
      
 
    And now, now I felt like cumming. 
 
      
 
    Mike let me go, took a step back, and brought the crop up. He tapped it once on my left breast, just enough to get my attention. I looked at him, blinking the water out of my eyes, and I spread my legs wide. Then wider. My toes pointed outward, buried in muddy, streaming water as the rain sluiced down my body. Mike grinned, mopping a sodden hand across his face. Was it rain? Or my juice? Then he squinted through the monsoon, found his target, and brought the crop up with an underhand blow that would have made softball pitchers around the world proud. 
 
      
 
    The wet, black, leather tip of the crop found my labia and sent a splatter of both girl goo and rain upward against my stomach, even as the strength of the blow created a sting so strong that I was barely able to hold the position. I squealed and pulled myself upward on the rope, the branch I was hanging from dipping down. Mike laughed crazily and swung the crop at my left tit, striking it with similar heat, leaving me both screaming and swinging. My legs swung wildly as I kicked and bounced. Then he reached down, grabbed a flailing foot, and hauled it upward, forcing me to stand on one leg, still on tiptoe, hanging from the branch to keep me from falling forward. Then he slashed at my exposed gash with the crop, leaving a scorching burn from my perineum to my clit. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck!” I shrieked into the wind. Mike hit me again, still holding my leg, preventing me from twisting away or kicking. The crop tasted my sweet bits once more, except this time biting deep, flattening my petals and leaving a sting so sharp, so cutting, that I screamed out loud, thrusting my hips. Mike let go of my foot and I swung away from him, sobbing, unseen tears mixing with the pelting storm and he grabbed my foot from behind. He pulled me against him, reaching around my hip with his small crop, and with fast, hard blows, he spanked my clit. Over and over until I saw lightning. Until I heard thunder. Until my heart throbbed and my body quivered and there was no choice, no alternative. I wailed into the teeth of the storm, rain streaming down over me, wetting me in every way, in every spot, as the crop slapped and smacked and struck my most sensitive spot into paste. The orgasm overwhelmed me and I shuddered to a halt, shutting down, going limp against Mike. He let two or three more strokes land between my legs before realizing my state, feeling me jerk, but no more. His hand dropped my leg and I felt my knees buckle, all my weight on my arms. 
 
      
 
    I felt him untie me and I collapsed into the sodden field, a wet, whipped and cropped fuck bunny and I smelled the earth. My body was splattered with mud. Then Mike flipped me onto my back and I kept my eyes shut as the rain pelted my face. Something covered me and I heard the impact of the rain on the umbrella. Mike had opened it and set it over my head like a little lean to. Then he stood above me, kicked off his sandals, and for the first time in my memory, I watched him strip in public. 
 
      
 
    His cock was rigid and straight and he dropped to his knees, roughly shoving my legs open. I was still hurting, despite the orgasm, and I cried out, grimacing as he shoved himself deep into my sex. He stuck his head close to mine, taking a tiny bit of shelter as the torrents of water still struck us from the neck down. He fucked me down into the wet field, water running around my sides and feet and I could feel the mud sucking at me. But then he groaned, a guttural cry escaped his lips and I could feel the throb of his cock, the heat and force of his thrust, and I reached up and wrapped my arms around him. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I bubbled, “Take me. Fuck me. Use me,” I said to him, not knowing if he could hear me above the pounding rain. And then he burst, like the rain cloud itself, his own special volley of moisture filling me. Mike groaned and sagged against me, my breasts tender from where he’d whipped me, his pubic hair rough against my abraded and cropped sex. Finally he pulled his limp cock from my slit and he knelt above me, grinning. He wiped the water out of his face. 
 
      
 
    “We’re both a mess!” He declared, reaching out one hand to help me up, even as the other grabbed the umbrella. I let out a weak laugh, then shivered. My back was covered in grass and mud, but in seconds most of it was sluiced off by the rain. 
 
      
 
    “I’m cold!” I shouted at him. “Did this satisfy you?” 
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “Me personally?” He asked as he picked his swim trunks up out of the water. “Yes!” 
 
      
 
    “Can we go in now?” I begged. “I’m cold!”  
 
      
 
    He stuck his feet into the trunks, then found his sandals. I watched, huddling under the umbrella, shivering.  
 
      
 
    “Okay! Let’s go back to the apartment!” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “You’re going to have to get me some clothes!” I yelled. “I can’t go up naked!” 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “I know. But you’ll look great walking back there!” He ducked under the umbrella with me, the rain even louder as it struck the reinforced plastic. Still, I could hear him just a bit better. “You look fantastic naked, in the rain.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. But then my teeth started chattering. Mike shook his head. “Time to go!” And he wrapped an arm around me and together we hurried through the hurricane, across the field, and out of the rain.  
 
      
 
    Hurricanes? They aren’t so bad. 
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    “Okay,” I said, glancing up at the large house in front of us. “This is weird.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed as she climbed out of the car and I followed her. The driveway and the road in front of the house was packed with cars and I looked around, trying to see one I recognized. I looked for Kari’s convertible, but it wasn’t there. Neither was Isobel’s Lexus, or Savannah’s coupe. Lucille’s BMW was conspicuously missing, as was Amanda’s pickup. I bit my lip, a cold, heavy knot forming in my stomach. 
 
      
 
    The landscaping was impressive and tended toward more east Texas type foliage, since we were up in Conroe. Pine trees stood in copses around the grounds and a stone paved walkway led from where Julie had parked the car up to the door. But despite the bevy of vehicles, no one was around. If we too were guests, it was pretty clear we were late comers. As Julie preceded me to the front door, I smoothed down my skirt and wished I’d been allowed to wear something a little less provocative. A white tube top, leaving my arms and shoulders bare, concealed my breasts, but left a disturbingly large swath of my belly exposed. I didn’t like it because it made me look too young - like a teeny bopper. I’ve been told that my cuteness makes me look twenty-five, and not thirty, but I’m under no illusions. No mature woman would be wearing what I was wearing. 
 
      
 
    The skirt matched the top and too be honest, they were probably interchangeable. The micro-elastic properties of the skirt seemed identical to my tube top, and since the cut was similar, I’m pretty sure I could have pulled it off. Fortunately the clothing wasn’t see through, though I knew I’d be answering questions about the hardware outlines. Pierced nipples and a padlock make for an interesting icebreaker.  
 
      
 
    As we approached the door, I could hear music coming from inside. A note had been taped to the door, but all it said was “ready.” Julie pulled it down, then turned and looked at me.  
 
      
 
    “Ready?” She asked with a grin. 
 
      
 
    I shifted uncomfortably. “No. Who is in there?” I asked, nodding toward the house. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “That shouldn’t concern you, but if it makes you feel better, you would recognize every single person in there.” 
 
      
 
    That sort of surprised me. “I don’t see any familiar cars,” I hedged. Julie pulled a black mask out of her pocket. “Here. Put it on,” she said, handing it to me.  
 
      
 
    I took the mask. “I don’t like being blindfolded,” I told her honestly. She shrugged and pulled another mask out. “So?” She held up her own mask and I noticed immediately that it had eyeholes. “Wait. Is this a masquerade party?” I asked curious. “And why do you get to see through your mask and I don’t?” The tone in my voice was petulant and irritable. Julie laughed.  
 
      
 
    “It is a masquerade party. But you won’t see it because you aren’t a guest.” 
 
      
 
    That made my eyebrow go up. “I’m not? What am I?” 
 
      
 
    “Entertainment.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. I knew that I was going to be used sexually. But what had she planned? And why didn’t I recognize any of the cars? 
 
      
 
    “Go on. Put the mask on.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned my Kermit the Frog frown and then let out an exasperated sigh. I put on the mask, knowing the black was going to clash with my outfit. Sight denied me, I finished securing the mask and the stood there, waiting.  
 
      
 
    The sound of Julie’s voice changed and I could tell she was pleased. She took my arm and I heard the door open. A rush of voices filtered through the open doorway, but it was a jumble. I couldn’t pick out a single voice and the knot in my stomach doubled in size. There were a lot of people in there. More than a dozen. At least. The music thumped and played and I smelled food. There was clinking of glass and laughter. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a tiny step. Lift your foot. There you go,” said Julie, helping me inside. I stumbled forward, wishing I had the guts to rip off the mask, but I knew that doing so would ruin whatever Julie was trying to do to me. So I took a deep breath to steady my nerves and let her lead me forward. 
 
      
 
    The first thing I felt was warmth. The lights were on and with so many people in the house, I knew the AC was trying to keep the place cool. I smelled pizza, but the artisan kind, but I wasn’t hungry. The scent of wine went by my nose as we moved further into the house. The voices got louder and louder and then there was something of a cheer. Julie pushed me further and the conversations quieted and then, much to my chagrin, the people in the room went quiet.  
 
      
 
    “The guest of honor has arrived,” someone said. The voice sounded familiar, but I couldn’t place it.  
 
      
 
    Julie pushed me a few more steps forward. 
 
      
 
    “Here she is everyone! Our favorite nympho humiliation pain slut!” She announced. I half expected her to pull of my mask with some sort of grand gesture, surprising me a vision of my best friends all around me, but instead I heard tinkling. Then I knew I wasn’t standing in the middle of the room with just Julie. Two people were on either side of me. I felt fingers take my hands, lifting my arms. 
 
      
 
    “It’s just bondage cuffs, Bre.” Julie’s tone was soothing, but also playful. “You’ve worn them hundreds, if not thousands of times before.” 
 
      
 
    Indeed, I felt the padded leather get wrapped around each wrist. The odd part was that the two people putting them on seemed unfamiliar with the cuffs, as if they’d never had them on me before. There was some definite fumbling. Inexperience? Who the hell did Julie invite to this little soiree? 
 
      
 
    With my wrists in suitable bondage gear, the two “helpers” backed away, all without speaking. It could have been Kylie and Alissa for all I know, two fellow submissives in the Society of the Golden Rose. But… it hadn’t felt like them. I think I would have known. Wouldn’t I? 
 
      
 
    “Lift your hands, Bre. Over your head,” ordered Julie. She reached up next to me and I felt her touch my elbow, then my wrist. I heard more tinkling of metal and then my left hand was pulled a bit higher. I felt the light shudder as the clip was secured. Around me I could hear murmurs. People were talking. 
 
      
 
    Alot of people. Snippets of conversation, all at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “Yep. That’s her. Look at the hair.” 
 
      
 
    “See the padlock on her right nipple? I saw that one day. She was wearing this gauze shirt and…” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to enjoy this.” 
 
      
 
    “She rarely wears panties. Struts around the office and…” 
 
      
 
    “She’s a cock tease.” 
 
      
 
    “I hear she writes all this up. Like in books. Have you read any?” 
 
      
 
    “She’s kinda cute. I wonder how old she is?” 
 
      
 
    “Now the other hand,” Julie said swiftly. She moved around me and then my second wrist was bound above my head. I tugged softly. 
 
      
 
    “Will this support my weight?” I asked in a whisper, utterly embarrassed, still confused as to where I was, and with whom. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Yours and two others,” she replied, not bothering to lower her voice.  
 
      
 
    “There will be others?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Julie didn’t reply. I waited breathlessly. 
 
      
 
    Then someone, probably Julie, grabbed my tube top, right under my arms, and yanked my shirt down. 
 
      
 
    The crowd’s murmuring picked up. I call it a crowd, but I didn’t know. It sounded like two dozen people. Maybe more. I couldn’t tell! All I knew was that they sure has heck appreciated the sight of my tits hanging out. I made out a few comments. There was a wolf whistle, as if someone had never seen my piercings before. I heard laughter, but the positive kind, as if someone was feeling the same tension I was, but in a very different way.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne? What’s Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one?” Julie asked politely, but with clear words and a ringing voice, making it clear that I wasn’t the only one she was speaking too. I felt the air move around on my left side, where I knew she was standing.  
 
      
 
    “Um,” I said, swallowing my nervousness. “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock.  If cock is not available, the nympho humiliation pain slut should stuff herself with whatever object or toys are are available in order to keep herself sexually aroused and ready.” 
 
      
 
    I’ve memorized it. Saying it made me feel more comfortable. Until I began to wonder why a bunch of people that I would immediately recognize wouldn’t already know NHPS Rule #1.  
 
      
 
    “So,” Julie asked. “Are you following NHPS Rule number one right now?”  
 
      
 
    I nodded, pulling a bit more on the bondage cuffs above me. I shift nervously, my boobs uncovered and hanging like ripe fruit beneath my chin. My God, I was half naked already. I felt my nipples harden and I realized that I was soaked. I could feel the pussy juices leaking onto my inner thigh.  
 
      
 
    “What do you have inside you?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed and cleared my throat. How humiliating! “My… my… vibroballs,” I told her. I mean, I told the crowd. I felt a hand on my waist. It might have been Julie’s. It slipped into the skirt and traveled around to the small of my back. I knew where it was going. What she meant to grab.  
 
      
 
    “Is this the controller?” Julie asked, pulling the controller out. It went to my right. I could feel the wires pulling, getting tugged up into the crack of my ass. I stiffened. Julie was on my left. Someone else was touching me. Someone else had the controls to the vibroballs. I nodded.  
 
      
 
    “What setting is it on right now?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “It’s off, Mistress,” I replied, feeling totally out of control.  
 
      
 
    “Is that against the rules?” She asked curiously, as if she didn’t already know this. I shook  my head.  
 
      
 
    “No Mistress. I only have to be stuffed. Having the toy on, vibrating inside me, is just bonus.” 
 
      
 
    Then, much to my surprise, the vibroballs came to life. There was no warning. No foreplay. Just wham. On. Full power. Two oblong sphere dancing inside my pussy. I gasped and my hips twitched, thrusting forward. The arousal I’d admitted to myself a moment before intensified and I moaned, whimpering as my body twisted slightly as I swung from the rope holding me taut.  
 
      
 
    “Now,” Julie said smugly as the crowd murmured some more, clearly entranced with my provocative little dance. “What is nympho humiliation pain slut rule number two?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed again, trying to make my brain work a little more quickly. I cleared my throat again and this time sounded a bit clearer. “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture at anytime, for anyone, for any reason.” 
 
      
 
    I sensed the strike about half a second before it hit, mostly from the movement of the air. A multi-headed flogger, with rubber strands, struck me across the chest. This elicited a number of startled cries from those watching me, and I grimaced as the whip left an impressive sting on both breasts. Still, even used with vicious intent, floggers are among the easiest of whips to endure. I didn’t even cry out. I just grit my teeth and stood there. 
 
      
 
    Which is probably why Julie whipped my tits again.  
 
      
 
    The second blow was much like the first, but the third, fourth, and fifth strokes made me hiss. By the time we got to the sixth, seventh, and eighth blows, the stinging had turned to heat. I was shuddering and a low pitched whine came from my throat. Julie finished me off with two more strokes and I imagined what my breasts looked like - lightly flushed and a pretty rose color. Probably. 
 
      
 
    “Do your tits feel hot now?” Julie asked, her hand coming up and cupping my left breast, squeezing it, kneading it. 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. “Yes Mistress!” I said. 
 
      
 
    Then she pinched the nipple hard, twisting it to the side, and I cried out. It fucking hurt and I lifted one leg from the floor, toes curled. Then she let go and I gasped, panting as the pain faded and became just another ache.  
 
      
 
    Julie moved away. I heard her voice from off to the side. She was speaking to someone else. “Would you like to try?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I turned my head, trying to hear better. I hate blindfolds so goddamn much! Then I heard a rustling noise. There was a cool swoosh of air, and the tips of each rubber strand slashed once more across my breasts. 
 
      
 
    I could tell the person hitting me was a novice. There was no strength to it and they mostly caught my nipples. I didn’t even hiss. The second stroke was a bit better, but whoever was wielding the whip was doing it from head on, instead of from the side. A few more strokes fell on me, but none with the strength Julie had used. By the time we got to ten, the person hitting me was only barely figuring out how to do it properly.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne, can you please tell us nympho humiliation pain slut rule number three?” Asked Julie again. 
 
      
 
    “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Louder!” Julie yelled at me. Her hand caught me across the chest, slapping my left breast. I yelped, twisting away, not knowing which way to turn in my darkness.  
 
      
 
    “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits!” I squealed. Evidently it was loud enough because Julie didn’t hit me again. 
 
      
 
    “And what sexual acts does that mean I can do to you?” She demanded. 
 
      
 
    I blinked underneath the blindfold. “What?” 
 
      
 
    “Can I fuck you?” She demanded. 
 
      
 
    I hesitated, but there was only one right answer. “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I whip you?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I spank you?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I shove a beer bottle up your cunt?” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. She didn’t have to get disgusting - or crude. Did she? “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “And what if I wanted to give you to others. To share you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “So you consent, right now, to let everyone here, use you as they will. To punish you and fuck you?” 
 
      
 
    “Within my limits,” I said, not sure where Julie was going with this. Or why. Why would my friends need permission I’d already given them? This was insane! 
 
      
 
    “Your limits?” Julie sneered. “You don’t have many. No permanent damage. No blood. No scat or pee play. And no children. Isn’t that all?” 
 
      
 
    I shifted around, my tits still overly warm. “Well, and I would prefer not to go to jail,” I amended. “So stripping me at Starbucks and whipping me while I’m bent over a table is out.” 
 
      
 
    That drew a laugh from a number of people. 
 
      
 
    “Rule number four, Bre. Tell us.” 
 
      
 
    I was starting to feel a bit more comfortable, at least with my situation, if not the embarrassment and humiliation. God I wished I knew who she’d invited!  
 
      
 
    A sudden thought occurred to me. What if she’d brought me to a meeting of her co-workers or something? They didn’t know me, but I’d seen most of them before. I’d visited Julie at work. They would recognize me, even without the stupid sleeping mask. I mean, gosh - how many redheaded sluts drop by Julie’s office on any given day? Then I realized that my nipple jewelry was a dead give away. Even wearing a shirt, my piercings and the padlock were generally visible.  
 
      
 
    “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut should always dress provocatively so she can be recognized as a slut, yet dress according to the desires and requirements of her masters and mistresses.” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” Julie said matter of factly. “I want you naked.” I could sense she turned away from me, because when she asked for volunteers, she was clearly addressing the crowd. Next thing I knew, two sets of hands had grabbed at my clothes. I didn’t kick. I stood still as my tube top and skirt were drawn down.  
 
      
 
    Admittedly, it was sort of nice not to have my clothes roughly yanked off my body for a change. I stepped out of the fallen material, incredibly cognizant that I was now completely naked. I realized I’d lost one flip flop and kicked the other away. That drew more laughter, but I sensed a change in the voices. This was serious now. I was naked. Nude. Exposed. Vulnerable. And I’d already been whipped across the breasts. The vibroballs were buzzing in my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne? Please tell us the final rule nympho humiliation pain sluts like you are required to follow?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut must maintain her physical appearance (fit, shaved, and flexible) in order to be tied or used in whatever position her betters require.”  
 
      
 
    “And who are your betters?” Asked Julie. 
 
      
 
    I hesitated. I didn’t want to answer.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne? Answer the question,” Julie said with a harsher tone. I still quibbled, trying to think of a better way. Then the flogger slashed again, except this time my just bared tush was the target. I yelped and jerked forward, caught by the rope above me. I swung back toward Julie and in my mind I could see her pulling back, getting ready to strike me again. 
 
      
 
    “Everyone!” I cried out. 
 
      
 
    The whip didn’t fall across my skin. Instead, I heard Julie’s smug voice. “So everyone here is your better. And they should tie or use you in whatever position they require? Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes,” I whimpered. “I should be used.” 
 
      
 
    There was a long pause and the voices around me died down. Julie’s voice came from in front of me now.  
 
      
 
    “For the next ten minutes, you may all feel free to touch, finger, pinch, slap, and abuse Breanne. Then we’ll start the painting.” 
 
      
 
    I stiffened as the laughter started. Voices talking. About me. Movement. Coming at me. I felt them surround me. A hand touched my breast, squeezing. Another my bottom. Fingers suddenly pushed up between my legs, sliding into me. I twisted on my rope as someone slapped my bottom, sharp little spanks. My other breast was grabbed and someone else grabbed the padlock on my right nipple, twisting it. Five hands became ten, then more. Fingers probed my bottom, touched my shoulders, my back, feeling me, fucking me. I gasped and moaned, whimpering as I was violated, spread open. Someone lifted my right leg, to better get at my sex and my clit was rubbed in sweet circles. I heard a snap and something cold and wet was squirted all over my breasts. Hands smoothed it around, covering me, rubbing it into my sides, my back, down over my ass. The scent of vanilla filled my nose as a new, lotion slick hand, massaged my sex, slipping wet fingers into me. I wanted to fuck. I wanted to cum. I felt tears wetting the blindfold. Who were these people? 
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    I was mortified when I came, but the wriggling fingers, pushing around the vibroballs still buzzing heavily inside me, were tough to argue with. Add in the minor insults; the coating of lotion, the pinching, the fondling, the sucking on my nipples, the slaps and spanks, and you can understand my dilemma. Someone had even had the brilliant idea to put a rubber band around my right foot and was snapping the elastic into my arch repeatedly, making me jerk. I had no way of counting those around me. There were too many hands. At least five different people were holding both my legs up in the air, much of my weight on my arms. There were three fingers in my pussy and someone else was massaging my petals. I had a finger in my ass and it wasn’t even the first to have gotten pushed in there. Even my insides were coated with lotion. My clit was tingling as everyone seemed to want to touch it and rub it. 
 
      
 
    But what really got to me wasn’t what was done to me. It was what was said. 
 
      
 
    “Look at you, you little fuck slut. I always thought you were a cocktease. Wish I’d known sooner you put out.” 
 
      
 
    “Can’t wait to stick my dick down your throat.” 
 
      
 
    “Like that you little cunt? I like how you wriggle. Can’t wait to fuck your brains out later.” 
 
      
 
    “Just a little bitch in heat, aren’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “So sweet. You’re like a piece of candy. I’m going to eat you up.” 
 
      
 
    “I could never do this, but I can do you.”  
 
      
 
    “You are so pretty. I like the marks the flogger left on your breasts.” 
 
      
 
    “I saw you once with clothespins on your breasts. Wish there were some here right now.” 
 
      
 
    “I just want to put you over my knee and spank you.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen your tits before, but I never thought I’d get a chance to touch them!” 
 
      
 
    “Wondering who I am? Bet you are!”  
 
      
 
    Each sentence uttered in my ear tore at me more than any scourge or bullwhip could. In seconds I realized that I had no fucking idea who these people were. But they knew me. This wasn’t a clandestine meeting of Julie’s co-workers. It wasn’t the Society of the Golden Rose, or personal friends. Hands changed, different fingers were thrust into me. Others came up to touch and taste and feel.  
 
      
 
    I felt a surge of rising panic as my mind struggled to come to grips with this. A little voice in my head shouted out above the waves of agitation and asked how this was different than me approaching a strange man and asking to suck his cock? Or going up to a woman in a lesbian bar and offering to let her ride my face. It helped, barely. But I didn’t pick these people. Julie had. 
 
      
 
    “Alright! She’s cum, which was not exactly something I had anticipated,” Julie said, interrupting the coitus being inflicted upon me. 
 
      
 
    “You should have!” said one familiar, yet unplaceable voice. 
 
      
 
    A chorus of laughter. My legs were dropped, the fingers pulled from my ass and pussy. I moaned in desperation, in humiliation, in disappointment.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes, please take your seats,” Julie said. “Mathilda? You ready?” 
 
      
 
    Another voice answered. “Yes. Here’s the tray.” 
 
      
 
    I heard a clunk. It sounded like wood against metal.  “Just set it down on the table.” 
 
      
 
    “Alright everyone. Painting time,” Julie announced. I wiggled slightly as something cold, wet, and strange touched my throat, and then I realized that I was being painted with something. The brush went across my neck, just above the collarbone, and then around to my back. It was a single line, from nape to hollow. “Don’t go above this line. The latex will dry relatively quickly.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked beneath the mask. Latex? Then, once more, I was surrounded. 
 
      
 
    Latex is essentially rubber that is exuded from a variety of different plants, most notably the rubber tree. Mankind is advanced enough now that we can synthesize it, so you can buy the liquid variety at most Halloween shops, online, and in various other places. Blindfolded, all I could do was shiver as the paintbrushes touched me. It was quiet, erotic, and highly charged. I felt the strange sensation of the fluid being painted over my nipples, dabbed into place, and then tightening ever so slightly as it dried. Some ran the brush down over my sternum, across my stomach, while another brush painted the undersides of my breasts. People began switching out. Brushes ran down my back, over my ass, and even into the crack. They painted my sex, teasing my clit, leaving the vibroballs still buzzing madly inside me. 
 
      
 
    “Like that?” someone asked me, touching his brush to my nipple again. I whimpered and moaned, my skin feeling as if I were being tickled with feathers. I shivered and stood still, wrapped in sensations that are almost too difficult to describe. I wriggled,  gasping as I tried not to laugh, the brushes against my thighs, my loins, the backs of my legs.  
 
      
 
    “Oh! It tickles!” I gasped and everyone laughed at me. Whoever was painting my body tried even harder and I burst out into a fit of giggles. I started to kick, but someone was ready for that, grabbing my leg and lifting it up. 
 
      
 
    “Careful! You’ll get latex on you!” 
 
      
 
    The man holding my leg chuckled. “Do you think I care about this costume?” He asked. “Look. There’s a bare spot right where her leg meets her ass. Right there.”  I felt a touch just to the side of my perineum. I gasped. The brush caressed me. Wet. Cold. 
 
      
 
    It took them maybe five minutes to have me coated and I had to wonder what was coming next. Granted, I sort of hoped it would be me, but I knew better. Finally I was left alone, standing there, blindfold, wet, still with shaking vibroballs inside me, coated in a skin tight layer of rubber. Yeehaw. The last time I’d been coated, it had been peeled from my body, bit by bit. So I’m hardly to be blamed that I never expected the awful, burning pain, that seemed to explode across my ass, striking both butt cheeks right in the middle.  
 
      
 
    I squealed violently and surged forward, only to be caught short by the rope holding my arms up above my head. The snap of the bullwhip filled my ears as the crowd around me murmured, though whether in shock, or approval, I couldn’t tell. I was a little busy trying not to cough up my skull. Pain blistered upward and I was totally focused on my bottom, which is why I was totally unprepared for the whip to slash across my breast.  
 
      
 
    I surged back the other way, again getting caught up with the rope. I cried out now, tears filling my eyes as the pain blossomed inside me. I held my breath, and when another stroke didn’t fall, I expelled all my air and started hyperventilating.  
 
      
 
    “Do you think she needs another stroke?” Asked Julie. I paid her little attention, since I was still dealing with two lines of fire drawn across my bosom and butt.  
 
      
 
    The reactions were mixed though. Some wanted more. Some thought I was good. I tried to be discerning, but I couldn’t tell. Evidently neither could Julie. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. A show of hands. Another two strokes?”  
 
      
 
    I heard soft counting. 
 
      
 
    “And those who want to start peeling?” More counting. Julie let out a laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Another two strokes it is,” she announced. 
 
      
 
    I pulled back away from her voice, but that did little good and when bullwhip caught me across the tits for a second time I decided not to hold back. If these people wanted me in pain, then gosh darn it, they were going to know that it fucking hurt. I let out a sharp, powerful cry and burst into tears. Julie, wise to my ways, just pulled back, took aim, and slashed another tear through the latex covering my ass.  
 
      
 
    “Peel her,” she said. 
 
      
 
    For the third time that evening I was surrounded with hands touching me. The latex came off easily, thanks to the lotion they’d covered me with, and they started at my breasts and bottom. Fingers dug across my skin and the comments weren’t any more outlandish than before. 
 
      
 
    “Man, look at that welt. Bet that hurts.” 
 
      
 
    “I wish Julie would put about twenty more on her.” 
 
      
 
    “Oooh. Look! The red line is appearing!.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never seen liquid latex painted on someone before. I wonder what it feels like?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think it hurts to peel it off? Like a bandaid?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve seen her walk a couple of time in this weird way and I always wondered what was wrong with her. If she’d been whipped a couple of times across the ass like this, that would do it.!” 
 
      
 
    “I like how the skin lifts up when you peel the latex from her.” 
 
    
“Look! A whole nipple! Cool!”  
 
      
 
    Bits and pieces were left and some of them used their nails, scratching at me. And as soon as my nipples, bottom, and pussy were relatively latex free, they began touching me with more intent. My leg was lifted up, ostensibly to remove the rubber coating, but really to better expose my pussy. The pinches, slaps, and smacks started up again.  
 
      
 
    “Here,” I heard Julie say. “Put these on her.” 
 
      
 
    A clothespin bit down on my nipple and I cried out. More latched on and it became a game, with everyone laughing, trying to put more and more on me. My underarms, my thighs, up and down my sides, around my breasts, on my labia and clit. They did my tongue and my lips.  
 
      
 
    And it was Julie who cleared them away, standing in front of me as I shuddered and hung there, burning and hurting, needing and wanting, not sure if I could cum or go. Then she swung the flogger again, flicking it hard against my nude, clamped, lotioned, latex speckled body. I winced and pulled away, keening out the pain as she knocked peg after wooden peg away from me. The pinches snapped and burned and I quivered and cried out, bring up my leg and dancing around her as she whipped me. I didn’t even realize that the only clothespins left were the ones on my face, and she used her hand to pull them away. 
 
      
 
    “You’re just about ready,” she whispered. “I just have one last thing to teach them.” 
 
      
 
    She moved away and I heard muttering. Something was slid under me and I had to spread my legs, getting them out of the way. I put my feet on it. A bench? A table? It was too narrow. Then I felt something being wrapped around my right ankle and I realized a moment later it was another cuff, just like the ones on my wrists. My left ankle followed and then, for the first time in over a half an hour, the tension on my arms faded. I dropped down, a sudden wave of exhaustion overwhelming me. The bench was padded. I straddled it. My hands were still above my head, hanging from the ceiling, but at least I could sit.  
 
      
 
    “Lay back, Bre,” Julie said, her hands on me, moving me flat. I sighed as I went down. She caressed me softly, her fingers tracing the two welts she’d left on my bosom. “Very pretty,” she assured me. “One goes right across your nipples.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “I know,” I told her softly, wincing. “I can tell.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to cum now?” She asked me. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Either you’ll let me, or you won't.” 
 
      
 
    “It will cost you,” she warned, a little tone of menace in her voice.  
 
      
 
    I swallowed, then gave her a barely perceptible nod. She tweaked my nipple and then straightened. She ran her hand down my side, to my right leg. She lifted it up and I felt her take hold of the bondage cuff there.  
 
      
 
    “Can I please get that piece of rope there?” She said to someone else. I heard movement, then felt it against my leg. She threaded something through the cuff. Someone else then grabbed my other leg, spreading me open. My breathing quickened as my vibroball stuffed, still buzzing pussy was exposed completely. My mistress and her helper tied my legs. I heard a zipping noise and then my feet were pulled apart, my thighs rippling as I was tugged upward and outward. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t exactly doing the splits, but I groaned as my legs ached.   
 
      
 
    “As you all know, Breanne is here to provide satisfaction. You’ll each get a chance. But there is a catch. For every orgasms there is a price. If Breanne cums, then the person who gave it to her will give her ten strokes to the pussy with this!”  
 
      
 
    “Isn’t that a reward?” Someone asked. 
 
      
 
    “For you? Or her?” Someone else answered. There was laughter, comments I couldn’t make out. I didn’t need to be able to see. I knew what Julie had held up. I quivered with both dread and anticipation.  
 
      
 
    “You’re learning,” Julie said smugly. “And if you cum, then she’ll get five strokes. And just in case you were wondering, this is how you punish her.” 
 
      
 
    That was the only warning I got.  
 
      
 
    The leather sap swung down and smacked me hard between the legs. I jerked, my leg still in her grip, but there wasn’t much else I could do. I bent my knees and grit my teeth, letting out a sharp, high pitched wail as the small paddle smacked my pussy. It stung horribly, and when she got to the fifth, wet slap, I was twisting and crying out. The room had gone quiet. She pushed their fingers through my burning petals and tugged the vibroballs out of my sex. The motors became loud, but then they were turned off, leaving me breathless and wanting.  
 
      
 
    “You first,” Julie announced. “Remember the rules,” she said loudly as the room erupted into excited conversation. I could hear snippets. 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do to her?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to grind my pussy into her face. Want to fuck her while I do it?” 
 
      
 
    “If we both cum, does that mean ten strokes?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think Julie has a cucumber or something?” 
 
      
 
    “Can I spank her pussy as part of what I want?” 
 
      
 
    “Will she suck cock too?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think I could fuck her in the ass?” 
 
      
 
    I lay there, trembling, blind and helpless. There was movement between my legs. I heard a tearing, paper sound. And then, without a word, cock slid into me.  
 
      
 
    I tensed, my hips rolling, my lower half thrusting. There was a soft grunting noise as I was fucked, supine and powerless. Then I heard Julie’s voice at my ear.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve taken your sight. I’ve taken your movement. Now, I’m going to take your hearing,” she said, slipping a pair of headphones over my head.  
 
      
 
    “Julie! Wait! Please!” I gasped, still distracted from the in and out movement between my legs. She laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Master Matt says hi,” she told me.  
 
      
 
    And then… then the music started. It was a weird sound, metallic, electronic, and then the voice started to whisper and I recognized the song.  
 
      
 
    You let me violate you. 
 
      
 
    You let me desecrate you. 
 
      
 
    You let me penetrate you. 
 
      
 
    You let me complicate you. 
 
      
 
    I want to fuck you like an animal. 
 
      
 
    I want to feel you from the inside. 
 
      
 
    You get me closer to god. 
 
      
 
    It was by Nine Inch Nails and it was called “Closer.” The lyrics resonated within me, just like the cock between my legs. I moaned and twitched and moved. Then I felt a shudder and heard, even through the music, a satisfied groan. It wasn’t me. The cock left me, empty and unsatisfied, and then the painful spanking of the paddle made my back arch, my pussy burn, and my clit swell. 
 
      
 
    And I almost came. Another cock. The music changed.  
 
      
 
    I want to wake up all your inner demons. 
 
      
 
    I'd like to be the one to blow your mind. 
 
      
 
    Gonna make you feel a new emotion. 
 
      
 
    Forbidden fruits can make the sweetest wine. 
 
      
 
    In my veins I want to feel your poison. 
 
      
 
    Double doses when I'm feeling brave. 
 
      
 
    Help me delve into the psychoactive. 
 
      
 
    This carnal rush is just the high I crave. 
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    The next morning I crawled out from under my covers with a groan. Sunlight streamed in through the window and I grabbed my phone. Great. Just great. I was late. It was already eight-thirty. I rolled out of bed, still nude, and realized I was tangled in the vibroballs wire. I rolled my eyes in exasperation and then reached gingerly between my legs. My petals were still swollen, still bright pink, and there were obvious bruises forming all over my pudenda, but for the most part I’d survived the torment and chorus line of fucking with my usual resilience.  
 
      
 
    I tossed the vibroballs aside and went to the restroom, turning the shower up to a steamy stream. My pussy was only marginally wet, my usual state, rather than in a soupy mess of desire. But I could understand that. I’d blasted through not one, or two, or even three orgasms the previous evening, but five of my own and at least twenty that belonged to others. That’s a lot of orgasmic activity between one pair of thighs. And that didn’t include the six sapphic orgasms that burst over my face as I’d licked, sucked, and teased several of my female admirers to climax. I’d spent three hours on my back in one long fuck fest and the bruised, swollen, tender, and painful sensation coming up from between my legs made it clear that each paddling I’d received had been done purposefully. 
 
      
 
    I brushed my teeth, climbed into the shower, and let the heat relieve aching muscles. Of course, that let my mind wander and it went right back to that house, the sleeping mask on my face, the other guests, and Julie’s strange presentation. There was something nagging me about the whole situation. Even the way the party ended had been odd. One by one the guests had left, each after fucking, paddling, and abusing me. Clothespins and hot wax, a hastily gotten cucumber, fingers and tongues and pinches and slaps. It had been a whirlwind of sexual torment. And God help me, I’d loved it. 
 
      
 
    Except… who were they? 
 
      
 
    After the shower I checked my phone for text messages. As I expected, Julie had left me a note, instructing me to stuff myself with either my ben wa balls, or my Rotating Venus Penis. I had to give the woman credit. She gave me the option of torment or torture and I went with the easier option, wincing as I pushed the two, golf-ball sized spheres into my slit. I licked my fingers clean, tasting the salty tang, and within seconds of moving around my bedroom, I was already aroused, wet and ready. I padded out naked into the apartment. I found the note from my daughter on the dining room table.  
 
      
 
    “Mom, Aunt Julie texted me and said I should let you sleep in. Grandma is coming to get me at 8:00am. I love you. See you tonight! - Rachel” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. Right. But would Kari see it that way? 
 
      
 
    I went back to my room, checked my clothing options and reluctantly picked out another one of Kari’s outfits. I basically had a choice of indecent, slutty, and daring. I went with daring and pulled the short, blue plaid dress from the hanger. It fit well, at least around the bodice, which was just white cotton. The fact I wasn’t wearing a bra allowed a glint of gold and some impressive outlines to show. The hem was much too high up for comfort, and I found myself unconsciously smoothing the bottom of the dress downward, trying to get the edge to mid-thigh.  
 
      
 
    Unsuccessfully I might add.  
 
      
 
    The rest was easy. Black eyeliner . A touch of blush. Some blue eyeshadow. The only thing I eschewed was the lipstick. I hate lipstick. So just a touch of gloss. I slipped on a pair of black pumps and headed for the door. I wouldn’t beat Kari into work, but there was at least a chance I could get there within a few minutes. I climbed into my Saturn SL and headed for the south side of town, toward Kari’s office. 
 
      
 
    But… I needed sustenance. And not the sexual kind. I’d had enough of that the previous day. 
 
      
 
    Near my office I pulled into one of my favorite coffee places. I stopped in most days, though usually about an hour and a half earlier. I’m addicted to tazo chai lattes and with hunger being an issue, I decided on a tray of fruit and cheese to go with it. Kari would understand. I got out of my car, smoothed down my dress, prayed for absolutely no wind to blow so that I wouldn’t flash everyone my bare and naked ass, or my ben wa ball stuffed slit, and hurried into the coffee shop.  
 
      
 
    As usual when a barely dressed, red headed female walks into a place, there is a sudden lull in conversation. I felt at least fifty eyes on me that morning and I cringed, repeating in my head “don’t run. They can’t see anything. Don’t run.” There was a line so I stood there, shifting my weight back and forth, feeling the ben wa balls swirl inside me. Slowly, steadily, I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter. For a flitting moment I wondered if I’d made a mistake, going with the ben wa balls, instead of the Rotating Venus Penis. 
 
      
 
    Then it was my turn. The cashier looked up at me and smiled. Her eyes twinkled and she looked just a little more pleased to see me than usual. “Good morning Breanne,” she said. “You’re running late this morning. The usual?” She asked. I nodded. I wasn’t surprised she knew my name. After all, I’d told her that information five mornings a week, for almost a year. I watched her scribble my name on the coffee cup.  
 
      
 
    “And a tray of fruit and cheese,” I added, fishing a few dollars out of my purse.  We made our exchange and then I moved off to the side, to wait for my drink. She cashier glanced at me, and even after she helped another customer, she looked at me, an inscrutable look on her face. I began wondering if my hem had come up or something, showing off the pink wetness of my beaten slit, so I smoothed down my dress again. She looked at me again and smiled. 
 
      
 
    What the hell? 
 
      
 
    I stood there nervously, trying to understand the glances and the smirking grin on her face. Then the barista called my name and I grabbed my cup. I moved quickly, wanting to escape and I glanced back over my shoulder to see the cashier still watching me.  
 
      
 
    Weird. 
 
      
 
    I managed to get to the office just a minute after Kari and I hurried in with my drink and food, dumped it all on my desk, and hurried back to see my best friend, my employer, my lover, and my mistress. At least, the other one. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Breanne,” Kari said, looking up at me as I entered her office. “You look delightful today. Panties?” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes, and since I was standing right there in front of her desk like a parochial school student, complete with blue plaid dress, I lifted the front and looked away, blushing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my. Looks like you suffered quite a bit last night. Does it hurt?”  Kari asked, staring at my sex. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes, but really just a bad ache now. My labia are really sore.” 
 
      
 
    “And your clit?” Kari inquired. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Extremely tender,” I admitted. 
 
      
 
    “What toy of the day are you stuffed with?”’ She asked. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Ben wa balls.” 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed. “Easy. Too easy. So how was the party?” She gestured at one of the chairs in front of her desk and I sat down. With a sigh I gave her a questioning look.  
 
      
 
    “Did Julie tell you anything about last night?” I asked, still feeling unsettled. “I didn’t seem to know anyone there, but I thought I did. It just didn’t make any sense.” 
 
      
 
    “In what way?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, she introduced me and made me confess to being a nympho humiliation pain slut, as if no one knew. Except they seemed to know me. So I’m at a loss. It was very, very weird.”  
 
      
 
    Kari laughed. “Well, perhaps you’ll eventually figure it out. Will you be writing this one up?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Probably not. I was blindfolded. She made me wear a sleeping mask. Tough to describe things when you can’t see them. And then, for most of it I was wearing a pair of headphones, listening to Nine Inch Nails, and something called DFX and a couple of other heavy rock pieces, all while getting fucked and paddled, over and over. 
 
      
 
    “Julie does know how to throw a party,” agreed Kari, her eyes sparkling. “Well, we have work to do. If you’ll add up the invoices for the Capanazo residence remodel, I’ll look them over later.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and stood, again smoothing down the dress. Kari laughed. “You know, I prefer seeing your pretty, little pussy.”  
 
      
 
    I smiled. “I know. It’s just instinctive, you know?” 
 
      
 
    She nodded, then waved me away. “Off with you.” 
 
      
 
    I wiggled my fingers and then twirled, marching my cute little ass back to my desk. I sat down, feeling the leather on my bare butt, sighed, and opened my laptop. To work. Right. I reached across to my cup for another sip and froze. 
 
      
 
    There, in black marker was my name. “Breanne.” And written after it were four capital letters. 
 
      
 
    N.H.P.S. 
 
      
 
    Oh. 
 
      
 
    Oh fuck. 
 
      
 
    On my God. 
 
      
 
    My hand trembled as I reached for my phone. I dialed the number from memory. Rolling waves of terror made my stomach tighten into horrible knots. Then Julie answered. 
 
      
 
    “Morning princess? How’s your pussy? Still smarting?” She asked cheerfully. 
 
      
 
    I picked up the coffee cup, staring at it. “Breanne N.H.P.S.” There was no way that cashier would have known. Should have known… 
 
      
 
    “Bre?”  
 
      
 
    “Julie,” I whispered.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne? Are you okay?” 
 
      
 
    I felt like crying. I felt dirty. I felt awful. I felt like I was going to throw up. Tears filled my eyes and my throat tightened so much that I was only barely able to get the words out. And when they came they were hard, and angry, and terrified.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne?” Julie asked, real concern in her voice. 
 
      
 
    “Julie,” I breathed, my throat rasping.  
 
      
 
    “What the fuck have you done?”  
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