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    See what Breanne’s reviewers are saying! 
 
      
 
    “Way better than most books in the class.” 
 
    “Best dark erotica yet!” 
 
    “I couldn’t stop reading.” 
 
    “Five stars.” 
 
    “Pain slut extraordinaire!” 
 
    “Finally. Something real and not just fluff.” 
 
    “Breanne is out of control.” 
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 [bookmark: _hd4bs4jkdo7r]Faith in Humanity 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” Paul asked me, giving me an uncomfortable, somewhat skeptical look. His sandy brown hair was cut short and he’d put on some muscle since the last time I’d seen him. Now, in his early twenties, he was much more man and less teenager, and I liked the change in him. I reached out and patted his arm, though I admit I wasn’t exactly feeling calm about things either. 
 
      
 
    Ready, in my case, is highly subjective. 
 
      
 
    I gave Paul a shrug. “I suppose so, though I admit that I’m a little nervous about this.” 
 
      
 
    He looked up at me. “Well, you don’t have to do this,” he said, gesturing at the box and the double wrapped set of wires running from it to me, the lines disappearing under my clothes. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and let it out. “Yeah. It’s an assignment. I sort of do.” I gave him an appreciative glance. “Thanks for being willing to help.” 
 
      
 
    Paul smiled. “Well, it’s always worth it to spend time with you. This morning was great, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    I grinned, remembering. Paul had tied me down spread-eagled to his bed right after I’d arrived and I’ve rarely has such a memorable torture session when my tormentor used nothing but a paint brush. He’d made me beg, multiple times, before finally allowing me to cum. Now it was payback time though and the assignment presented by Master Lukas bordered on evil. Well… malicious anyway. To me. 
 
      
 
    We stood on the campus of Paul’s college, which was already a week into the fall semester. Hurricane Harvey hadn’t quite managed to flood this part of Houston and as a result, the campus was bustling. A ton of underclassmen were wandering around, and the only thing that kept me from being a spectacle was the fact that for once, I was completely dressed. 
 
      
 
    Yeah. Gasp. 
 
      
 
    I was wearing a solid blue blouse that did a very nice job of accentuating my curves without making a display of it. The neckline made it clear I had a bit of cleavage to be proud of, and even the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra wasn’t a big deal. The white skirt was almost knee-length and playful, without being indecent. Any college coed would be wearing them. My feet? Flats. Sandals. Comfortable and pretty without screaming “slut.” In fact, the only weird thing about my entire ensemble was the heavy canvas bag I had over one shoulder, the wires leading from the bag under my clothes, not to mention, the cable that ran to the handmade, metal button box held by Paul. It was sort of like a leash. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to test it?” Paul said, holding up the box. My face went white. 
 
      
 
    “God no,” I replied, eyes widening as we began walking slowly along the path. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure?” He asked, somewhat confused. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Look. I can see that it’s all on. I don’t want to have to deal with more than I absolutely have to. If it doesn’t work, we go back to Mike and declare a technological failure. I don’t get tortured and I don’t have to put my ass on the line for science.” 
 
      
 
    Paul snorted. “I’m not sure you can call this science,” he assured me. He pointed to a building in front of us. “There. That’s the dorm.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Alright. Let’s get going.” 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take us long to get in, thanks to Paul’s school ID and a little wheedling, and we made our way up to one of the hallways. After that it became a waiting game, and we didn’t have to wait very long. In just two or three minutes a young man, who couldn’t have been more than eighteen or nineteen years of age, came strolling down the hallway. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said brightly, stepping into his path. “Excuse me. I was wondering if you had a moment.” 
 
      
 
    He slowed, curious. And perhaps interested. I mean, why would a pretty girl have wires running up under her clothes, going to and from a box with two big buttons? 
 
      
 
    “Hey, thanks for helping,” Paul said with a grin. “We’re conducting a simple experiment on social interactions. What’s your name?” 
 
      
 
    “Jim,” the young man replied. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Jim,” I said warmly, smiling. I wanted, very much, to make this young man like me. 
 
      
 
    He grinned back at me. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Jim. This is pretty simple. See this box?” Paul held up the control box with the two buttons. “There are a pair of buttons here and what we’d like you to do is push one.” 
 
      
 
    Jim looked a bit skeptical. “That’s it? What do they do?” 
 
      
 
    Paul grinned. “Well, this green one turns on a vibrator in Breanne’s pussy,” Paul replied. “Here. Watch.”  Paul pressed the green button and I gasped as the RVP in my slit went into overdrive. My hands went down to the dip at the front of my skirt and the sound, which was very audible, changed. Vibrations and the corkscrewing sensation of the four inch long probe churning in my depths made me sway and I blushed prettily. For the next thirty seconds I quivered in front of both guys, clearly reacting to the sexual stimulation.Jim seemed to like that. 
 
      
 
    “Freaking awesome!” Jim exclaimed, laughing. “What does the red one do? 
 
      
 
    Paul gave Jim an uncomfortable look. “Well, that’s a different story,” he said “The red button isn’t very nice. It will hurt her. A bit.” 
 
      
 
    Jim gave me a curious look. Or was it skepticism? Paul sighed. Then he reached out, and grabbed my shirt, yanking it up. 
 
      
 
    I did let out a little squeal as Jim’s eyeballs seemed to pop out of his skull. Of course that meant he got a good look at my tits, the gold piercings through both nipples, the silly, charm-sized padlock dangling from the right hoop, and most of all, the white, wired, electrostim tabs stuck to either side of each nipple. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit,” Jim observed, eyes wide. 
 
      
 
    Paul tugged my shirt back down. “Exactly. There’s one over her clit too, so she’ll get shocked down there as well. In addition, if the red button gets pressed, she gets zapped for a full thirty seconds. But when she’s done frying, she will get down on her knees and suck your cock until you cum. 
 
      
 
    Jim blinked. “You’re kidding me.” He glanced at me and I nodded, my face scarlet. 
 
      
 
    Paul shook his head. “Nope. You just have to choose which button to press. Green for pleasure, red for pain. Of course, in order to get her mouth wrapped around your cock, you’ve got to shock her. She’s got a TENS Unit in the bag and she’s already wired up. Press that red button and to her, it will feel like having hot needles shoved through her tits and clit.” 
 
      
 
    Jim looked at me with uncertainty. “I don’t understand. If I hurt you, why would you be willing to suck my cock?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “It’s an experiment I agreed to. Honestly, I’d rather not be hurt at all. You could press the green button. You don’t get the blowjob, but for thirty seconds the vibrator is going to make me feel amazing. I might even cum,” I said softly, almost sadly. Hopeful even. 
 
      
 
    Paul held out the box. “Press a button. Decide. Does she fry so you can get your cock sucked? Or are you going to spare her and maybe even make her cum?” 
 
      
 
    Jim took the box, indecision writ large upon his face. He looked back and forth, considering his options, and I stared at him, my eyes expressive, silently pleading with him. Then his mouth formed a straight line and he lifted his hand to the control box. I watched, holding my breath, as he made his choice, and pressed a button. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Well, that was informative,” Paul said as we walked slowly back toward the car. I was clinging to him, leaning on him, not just for moral support, but because I was exhausted. My knees and jaw hurt, and despite the fact that I wasn’t, at that very moment, getting zapped with excruciating pain at the tips of both breasts and across my clit, didn’t mean I wasn’t still feeling the residual agony of it. My back was hurting. 
 
      
 
    “It was?” I asked wearily. 
 
      
 
    He nodded, taking shortened steps to match my stride. “Who would have thought?” 
 
      
 
    “That guys are jerks?” I asked sourly. 
 
      
 
    Paul laughed. “Come on, Breanne. They were offered a blowjob. That’s tough to turn down, even knowing that the girl who is going to suck you is going to get fried first.” He shrugged. I could feel it. “Besides, four of them just gave you pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a slightly incredulous look. “And eleven didn’t!” I exclaimed. “Eleven shocks!” I protested, almost tripping over my own feet and stumbling. Paul caught me. 
 
      
 
    “Careful. And think of it as eleven cocks sucked,” he said gently. “I’m impressed you swallowed all that spunk.” He paused. “Guess you aren’t hungry now.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned. “I could use something to eat. Sperm isn’t exactly filling, even after, as you said, eleven shots of the stuff.” 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “Well the car is right up there. Come on.” 
 
      
 
    Together we walked arm in arm. All the equipment was still wired to me and I looked forward to getting to the privacy of Paul’s sedan so I could start taking most of it off.
  
 
    “So how did Mike do this anyway?” He asked, pointing down at my bag. I glanced down. The handmade box with the two buttons lay atop the RVP and the TENS unit. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Basically it’s just an intercept. He cut the wires and when you press the button it activates a relay switch that shuts off after thirty seconds.” 
 
      
 
    “Clever. Could you change the amount of time the RVP is on?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Beats me. Ask Mike. Why?” 
 
      
 
    Paul smiled. “Just thinking about inflicting lots more pleasure on you.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. It was a nice thought. I thought back to the four guys who’d opted to pleasure me, instead of frying my girl parts. Then I looked at Paul with genuine affection. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, thank you for using the pleasure button as a demonstration,” I said softly as we reached the car. “If I count those, I got vibrated nineteen times. Not four.” 
 
      
 
    Paul smiled and unlocked his car. “Of course. Besides, it convinced some of those guys to participate. Here,” he said, holding out his hand. “Climb in.” 
 
      
 
    He helped me sit down and I sighed in relief, closing my eyes. He shut the door and hurried around to the opposite side. He slid in and the engine started. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry. Give the AC a moment to cool us down,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, the heat making me sleepy. A trickle of cool air escaped the vent, which was good. I was perspiring. 
 
      
 
    “So,” Paul began. “You know, it occurs to me, that I sort of got stiffed.”

I opened my eyes and looked at him. “What do you mean?” I asked curiously. “I let you tie me to your bed before we came out here. You freaking used a flogger on my pussy and tits before fucking my brains out. You came.” I paused. “I came.” 
 
      
 
    Paul shrugged. “Yes. I know. And after we get some food, I’m going to do it to you again. But honestly, I never got to choose a button.” 
 
      
 
    I barked out a laugh. “What? That’s ridiculous! Besides, what would be the point? You understood the whole hypothesis. Hobbes vs. Locke.” 
 
      
 
    Paul waves his hand. “Yes, yes. Is man inherently evil or good? I get it.” He rolled his eyes. “Though I’m not sure that your little ‘test’ was a fair exploration of that philosophical nugget.” He shook his head. “The point I’m making, is that you don’t know what button I’d press.” He gave me a smirk. “Do you?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him and shook my head. “I don’t think it matters. Your data point is worthless because you understand the point of the test.” I paused. “Besides, it’s eleven to six. Men are inherently evil,” I muttered. “One extra point against isn’t going to change the fact that most of the guys we sampled were more than willing to see me in agony in order to get a blowjob.” 
 
      
 
    “Nevertheless, I want a chance to choose. I want to press the button.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and yanked the box out of the bag and put it down in his lap. “Well, fine. Go ahead. Better do it now before I take all this off.” 
 
      
 
    He lifted his hand, but then hesitated. “I figured you’d keep the RVP in. Right? Rule number one and all?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Yeah. Probably.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you horny?” 
 
      
 
    I turned my head and stared at him. 
 
      
 
    He coughed, looking sheepish. “Right. Sorry. Always horny.” He held his hand over the two buttons. “Do you want to guess which one I’m going to press?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No. Because that might affect your choice. You might decide to be contrary. Besides, your choice already isn’t accurate because you understand the point of the test. So it doesn’t matter,” I retorted. 
 
      
 
    He gave me a steady look. “Really? It doesn’t matter?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    A sinking, crawling sensation sort of slid over my skin and I looked at him. His eyes were smoldering, glittering and there was a look on his face that made me want to either run and hide or lay on my back with my feet up in the air, knees pulled up, my legs spread, knowing that something intense, agonizing, and sexual exquisite was about to happen to me. 
 
      
 
    “Paul?” I said softly. I knew what was about to happen. I could feel it. But I went right on ahead with it. “Yes. Choose,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    He suddenly smiled, eyes bright. His thumb moved from between the two buttons, red and green, and hovered over just the green. “Know what makes me different from those other guys?” He asked me softly. 
 
      
 
    I was just about to shake my head, but he pressed the green button. Inside me the Rotating Venus Penis began moving; shaking and churning. My clit tingled and the wetness gushed. The four-inch long probe, sticking out of the back of the RVP’s butterfly shaped base, began twisting, stirring inside me, sending waves of sweet bliss through my lower half. I gasped, stretching out, toes curling. I’d been tormented all afternoon. Over and over. In thirty second hits. I needed to cum. God, I wanted to cum! I whimpered, knowing it was about to be over. My back arched and I closed my eyes, moaning as my hips thrust rapidly against the RVP’s movements. He had given me pleasure! I’d expected to get shocked. I’d expected the fiery heat of my nipples and clit frying. I felt a little bad. I’d misjudged him. 
 
      
 
    “What makes me different,” Paul said casually. “Is that I know that I can press both buttons.” 
 
      
 
    Pain erupted between my legs. And at the tips of both breasts. It was fire and ice, hot pins and crushing teeth. I cried out, the pain combining with the lust, the need, the pleasure. My hands shot up to my breasts, jammed beneath each of them, cupping them and squeezing, even as the electricity crossed each delicate tip, frying the densely packed nerves. Lower, the same pulsing, kneading shocks were tearing at my clitoris, already sensitive from the vibrations. Inside me the silicon and plastic cock corkscrewed, ignoring my gyrations, my raucous cries, and the pain. 
 
      
 
    Then the RVP went silent and the pain enfolded me. But only for a moment. Then Paul touched the green button and the vibrations, the stirring churn in my pussy, all started up again. Pain and pleasure. Agony and ecstasy. I shuddered violently. 
 
      
 
    Paul hummed softly, watching me tremble and jerk, my hips dancing, my hands running up and down my body, desire and desperation. Then… then the pain stopped. Five seconds later the RVP went still. Panting, I turned my face and stared at him, longing and fear and pain and bliss all running through me, all at once. 
 
      
 
    “And you know what?” He asked me, even as I sat there twitching. “I know one more thing.” 
 
      
 
    I was panting, hyperventilating, sensations and vibrations running up my spine. My brain couldn’t tell the difference anymore. I didn’t know if it hurt or felt good. Paul held up the box. 
 
      
 
    “W-what?” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    “I know that that I can keep pressing the buttons until you cum,” Paul said. “Over and over.” 
 
      
 
    I reached out my hand… 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh My. Oh my God. 
 
      
 
    Hobbes was right. 
 
      
 
    Men are evil. 
 
   
  
 




 
 
    [bookmark: _nw46qy43mvto]An Essay on Me 
 
      
 
    Hi. I suppose I should start by explaining myself. My name is Breanne. Breanne Erickson, and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
      
 
    I know. Extensive, fancy title for a girl who basically walks around in public, offering her ass to any and all comers, for pokies and spankings, all for free. But I worked damn hard to get that title and I’m sticking to it. But that’s not what this is about. Nope. It’s supposed to be a one page essay. A punishment essay. Now I know what you’re thinking. What could a nympho humiliation pain slut possibly have as a topic for her essay?  
 
      
 
    Well that’s easy. Need. 
 
      
 
    That’s right. Need. Desperation. Constant want. We all have the capacity for it. Cookies. Steak. Money. Drugs. Power. Other people. We all want something. Me? I want to cum. I want to explode. I want to orgasm. Over and over again. As often and as strongly as possible. 
 
      
 
    I’m not an idiot. I know I’m addicted to it. Hyper-sexuality. That’s what they call it. That overwhelming urge to constantly touch myself, to rub that little nub in little circles, to get out a pair of clamps, or a flogger… I suppose every girl gets it. Hell, I hear men have it too - self satisfaction? Masturbation? That little bit of self-pleasure? But there’s a problem I have. Doing it myself… just doesn’t cut it. 
 
      
 
    Which totally sucks.  
 
      
 
    Rule #1 of being a nympho humiliation pain slut is to keep cock, or a toy, stuffed up inside that wet, sweet, little slit at all times. Why? Ostensibly it’s so I’m ready; ready to be stripped naked, thrown down on the nearest piece of furniture, or across the hood of a car, or a park bench, ready and able to take someone’s cock with a single, deep thrust. Wet and accepting. But I think it’s also to denigrate me. A woman who is always being sexually tormented, constantly aroused, forced to think about her sex, about satisfying herself and others… objectifies you. I stopped being a person ages ago. I’m a fuck slut. A living, breathing sex doll, with value equal to the pleasure I can give someone else, using me. If I’m lucky, maybe they’ll let me cum. And if not, it will just make me hornier until I finally do pop. 
 
      
 
    Oh… don’t worry. I don’t believe that I’m worthless. I have value, and not just as a fuckdoll. I’m not just a thing. A sex toy. I’m a girl, with thoughts and feelings and needs and there are even days when I don’t want sex. Not that many though. Few. Maybe. Sorta.  
 
      
 
    Ok. Except for during my time of the month, I always want sex.  
 
      
 
    Rule #1 is the worst when it’s a toy that vibrates. That happens pretty often. When I first became a nympho humiliation pain slut, I called it “a stipulation.” I’d turn the vibrator on for X amount of time. It drove me crazy and I’d cum. Then I would be punished sexually for cumming, which just made me cum again. But I got used to the buzzing. Now it feels amazing, but just arouses me. Unless it’s combined with something else, it’s just icing on the cake. Unless it’s all day. Oh God. That incessant vibration, right between your legs. It’s like something humming in your ear, all day. Constantly drawing your attention. 
 
      
 
    First, there’s the tightness. Your pussy just has to react, clenching around the thick toy you, or even someone else, has slid up into that warm, wet, hole. It’s held in, deep, so  there’s no in and out, just the steady pressure and presence. Until it vibrates.  
 
      
 
    You can stay tight, wrapped around it, for only so long before your muscles loosen and tire. But then it stimulates you right back into it, and you find the coital clenching stimulates you into thrusting, swinging your hips back and forth in this lewd and provocative manner. It’s crazy, because it’s self-defeating. You feel like you need to cum, but you can’t. Not from just that. It becomes a pressure, building behind the door of a boiler, churning with heat and need, and you know that eventually, something is going to come along and bust a valve open. 
 
      
 
    Two, biting, steel clover clamps? Like the ones I’ve got on my breasts right now, the steel chain dangling between them jiggling as I type? A quick but vicious spanking? Like the one I’m going to be given later, over Kari’s knee. Being tied open, unable to close up or protect your delicate bits? Like the way I will spend the evening, spread-eagled on a bed, blindfolded and helpless. Who cares what does it! 
 
      
 
     I begin fantasizing, each image in my head more fantastic and unlikely, until finally I’m squirming violently, wondering when someone will grab me, tear off my clothes, tie me to a mattress, whip me with a flogger, and then spank my pussy with a leather sap until I cum.  
 
      
 
    And if I’m lucky, that’s the reality.  
 
      
 
    I want cock. Oh my God. It’s like totally fucked up. I will literally wake up some mornings, craving cock. Not just to fuck. Nope. To suck. I know - totally nuts. But I just love the feel, the power, of being on my knees with a man’s dick in my mouth. No! Wait! Hear me out! I know - it’s demeaning right? Me, half naked, my tits hanging out, clothespins wiggling from each nipple, a vibrator churning up inside my pussy, a plug in my ass, and there I am, kneeling in front of someone I've never met before, slurping and sucking and licking, one hand caressing his balls, the other rubbing and cupping and squeezing. 
 
      
 
    But… for just a moment, I have power. An amazing power. His orgasm is literally in my hand. Or my mouth. I control it. I can make him groan for an hour until he’s either ready to skullfuck me or demand me to satisfy him. Or better yet, yank the vibrator out of me and fuck me hard. But… he’s mine. Mine. And I have power. I love making men cum. Hard and thick and creamy. The taste? I don’t mind. Never have. Squirt it all down in there. Fine by me! But better yet? Shoot it all over me. Splatter me with it. Coat me in it until im dripping. It’s what I deserve. More denigration. More demeaning. I’m just a cumwhore. 
 
      
 
    And underneath it all, I want it. I need to cum. I offer myself up, the abuse and torments just ways to get stronger and more intense orgasms. I’m a time bomb, and every little cruelty done to me is just enhancements, making that ultimate explosion deeper and more meaningful. More satisfying. And how far will I go to get what I need?  
 
      
 
    Well… I suppose that’s common knowledge. Isn’t it?  
 
      
 
    Because I’m Breanne. Breanne Erickson. And I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _e30g8pquur9n]Walk of Shame 
 
    “Okay,” said Zack, looking at me with a wicked smile. “Strip.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Here?” I demanded, looking around the empty classroom. “What if someone comes in?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Zack laughed and sat down in one of the student chairs, taking a rather irreverent posture as he put one of his feet up on the neighboring desk. The canvas bag he was carrying clunked with a metallic noise as he set it down and again, I couldn’t help wondering what was inside. He crossed his arms with a smug expression on his face. 
 
      
 
    “If I recall, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number two is that you cannot refuse an order that doesn’t violate your limits. And since stripping in what amounts to a secluded location doesn’t violate any of your limits, you should already be naked.”   
 
      
 
    I let out a breath of exasperation, but I started peeling off my tee shirt. “That’s not exactly what it says,” I replied with just a touch of irritation. “It says I can’t refuse sexual torment or punishment, from anyone, at anytime.” 
 
      
 
    Zack shrugged. “I don’t see much of a difference. Besides, making you strip down to your birthday suit could be considered both sexual torment or punishment.” 
 
      
 
    I finished taking off the shirt, leaving me in just my bra, panties, and skirt and I gave him a curious look. He’d placed way too much emphasis on the word “punishment.” His gaze was steady as our eyes met and surprisingly, he didn’t even eye fuck me. I carefully put down my shirt, put my hands on my hips, and gave him one of my patented, “WTF” looks. 
 
      
 
    “Am I being tormented?” I asked in a snarky tone. “Or punished?” 
 
      
 
    Zack’s grin got bigger. “The latter.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Why? What did I do this time?” I demanded, raising my hands. 
 
      
 
    Zack shrugged. “Hell if I know. Kari merely texted me and said “please arrange a punishment for Breanne.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him an incredulous look. “What? That’s it? What good is a punishment if I don’t know what it was that I did wrong? How does that fix anything?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Zack shrugged. “Well, knowing Kari, you probably didn’t cum when you were supposed to. Or the opposite. Or maybe you didn’t cum enough. Or maybe you were supposed to spend the day sucking and fucking strangers and you didn’t. Who knows? Besides, what’s the difference anyway? Sexual torment or punishment. For you, they’re the same thing.” He gestured with a rolling movement. “Go on. Strip.” 
 
      
 
    I reached behind my back with a glowering expression on my face and deliberately took off my bra at the same I time I turned my back on him. I could just imagine his eyes rolling as I denied him the sight of my breasts. My nipples hardened as the bra came off, making the two hoop piercings going through each nipple tingle. And of course the almost imperceptible weight of the charm sized padlock hanging from my right piercing was still there. I glanced back at him, and then, just to make things worse for him, I slipped my hands under my skirt, grabbed my panties, and tugged them down. This was more of a tease, since he only got a glimpse of my bottom, and maybe my sex, but that’s how things play out. 
 
      
 
    “Really?” He asked with a chuckle. “What’s the toy of the day?”  
 
      
 
    “Vibrating egg,” I answered promptly as I folded my panties, my back still to him. 
 
      
 
    “Is it on?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No. The controller is in my purse though, if you want to turn it on,” I teased. 
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “In a bit. There’s no hurry. Besides, I’m guessing you’re already wet.” 
 
      
 
    He couldn’t see my face, or the fact that my bottom lip was caught between my teeth. He wasn’t wrong. I was wet, and not just because I had a vibrator the shape and size of a duck egg jammed up my twat. Nor was I wet because I was standing in an empty classroom at my alma mater at two o’clock in the afternoon, wondering when some student would barge in and see me and one of the university’s teaching fellows, in flagrante delicto.  Nope. I was wet because I’m me. Breanne Erickson. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. I’ve had an overactive libido since puberty, resulting in what can only be described properly as a “slutty” disposition. 
 
      
 
    When I was young, I discovered the wonders of orgasm. It was like a drug, and one easily obtained. Within a year I was reeling from one hourly exploratory masturbation to another, soaking my poor, barely teenage brain in a soup of orgasmically driven hormones. I became addicted, and when my best friend Kari discovered the fact that I was constantly wet, always needy, and more than a little submissive, she took advantage of me.  
 
      
 
    And I totally let her. 
 
      
 
    In short order we’d discovered that I responded even more powerfully to stimuli other than my own poor hands. Objects, humiliation, even sexualized pain - all of it increased the power of my climaxes into something almost insane. And I loved it. I breathed it. I encompassed it. My reputation at school skyrocketed, (or took a nosedive depending on your point of view) as everyone discovered that I was a cum slut willing to fuck just about anyone, slinging my hips back and forth - all provided that Kari approved.  
 
      
 
    Years later here I am, still wet, still desperate, and still being humiliated, tormented, and fucked. and Kari definitely approves.  
 
      
 
    What can I say? It’s me. 
 
      
 
    “Now the skirt,” Zack said, pointing at my bottom half. I wriggled my ass as I pushed the skirt downward, doing it in as erotic a manner as I could. I could hardly blame Zack, and if my punishment was stripping in a schoolroom, then gosh darn it, I’d just have to trust Zack.  
 
      
 
    I could handle that.  
 
      
 
    The skirt fell to the floor, leaving me in just my sandals. My bare ass was pointed right at him and I gave my hips another swish and wiggle, just to tantalize him before I slowly turned around. When I did though, his eyes were bright, his face was flushed, and there was a noticeable bulge in his pants.  
 
      
 
    “Ready for some action, Professor?” I asked seductively, the idea of fucking a teaching fellow in his own lecture hall was rather appealing. I took a step forward, crossing one foot over the other and I did it with feminine  grace. Zack’s eyes widened slightly as I approached and he realized that I’d inadvertently taken control of things, and that I was no longer the humiliated, naked slut who had to be dominated. I was a lioness, hungry for a meal. 
 
      
 
    And he wasn’t about to let that happen. He held up a hand. 
 
      
 
    “When we get back to the frat house,” he said.  
 
      
 
    I froze and blinked. “What?” 
 
      
 
    He repeated himself slowly. “When we get back to the fraternity house.” 
 
      
 
    For a second, I wondered if he meant for me to walk there buck naked. But that could hardly be the case. I’d be arrested. I gave it a little thought and gave him a confused look. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said in a deadpan voice. “You stripped me naked and don’t want any?” 
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “I know you do. And since this is supposed to be a punishment, you don’t get what you want.” He paused and sighed. “Even if it is what I want.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s all sorts of fucked up,” I said ruefully. “Okay, how about a blowjob then?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Everyone thinks that blowjobs are demeaning for women, but the reality is that I’ve always felt empowered by them. For a moment, you hold a man in your hands. His pleasure, immediate or drawn out, is in your control. I feel it the most when I cup a man’s testicles, stroking and rubbing his scrotum, all while I pleasure him. I may be on my knees, but he is in my control at that moment. So I rarely object to oral sex of any kind.  
 
      
 
    Zack gave me a thoughtful look. “Yes. After you get dressed.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I just got undressed! You want me to put it all back on?” 
 
      
 
    Zack laughed, grabbed the canvas bag and pulled out two bundles of cloth. “Hardly. I’ve got a new outfit for you.” He tossed the clothing to me and I caught it with a gasp of surprise. My hands unfolded the material and it took me an astonished second before I realized what I was holding. 
 
      
 
    A skirt, a simple, white colored skirt, that was way too short. And then, worse - a peasant blouse. 
 
      
 
    Just like my other one. 
 
      
 
    Two or so years before, I was given a particular shirt that I’ve hated since day one. It was called a peasant blouse, except without the blouse part. More a curtain valance than anything else, some folks might have called it a crop top. Elastic along the upper edge, it stretched along my upper arms and across my chest, and provided the absolute minimum in coverage. The material was practically see-thru and covered my tits like a loose, curtain blowing in the wind. My various doms and dommes however, loved the shirt because it left the bottom curve of each breast bare and exposed, and access was as simple as slipping one’s hands up from my bared belly. Practically any kind of clamp that might be attached to my nipples would be visible, and if there were a chain between them, there was no hiding a damn thing. Zack’s personal favorite thing to do was put a pair of clothespins on my breasts, sticking straight out, so that the material couldn’t actually fall down over my tits. This was the absolute most humiliating thing, since the blouse didn’t cover my nipples then. Pain and humiliation. It was no wonder I came so often while wearing that outfit. 
 
      
 
    And yay. Look. Another one. Super.  
 
      
 
    The new “peasant blouse” was not light colored like the original. Instead it was an intriguing flower pattern, with dark reds, oranges, and yellows. I liked it at first, thinking that it would cover me better. But the cut was just as bad as the original, and when I put it on, I found that the material was just as transparent than the other. I could see my nipples easily and the gold glint of my piercings and padlock were so obvious that I blushed the same color as the shirt.  
 
      
 
    “You have got to be fucking kidding me,” I said as I slipped on the shirt. And before you judge me - remember, being half dressed is better than being naked. Even for a nympho humiliation pain slut. It’s not bare skin that is enticing and exciting. It’s bare skin when it’s taboo.  
 
      
 
    I could see the change on Zack’s face as I covered up my breasts - and didn’t. The gauze like blouse didn’t really conceal them. I put my hands on my belly and brought them up, measuring the hem of the shirt. I touched my boobs way before I found material. If anything, this one was even narrower than the original.  
 
      
 
    “Did you buy this?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Zack nodded happily. “Yup. Been waiting for a good time to have you try it on. It looks fantastic!” 
 
      
 
    I glared at him. “It’s indecent! I can’t be seen in public with this on!” 
 
      
 
    Zack rolled his eyes and laughed. “Hardly. You have to be within three or four feet of you to see your tits.” 
 
      
 
    Our eyes locked. “Zack. It’s not the transparency. It’s the cut.” 
 
      
 
    He examined me with a critical eye. “It is a little daring,” he admitted. He wiggled a finger. “Put the skirt on too. It’s tough to judge it properly with your pussy dripping like that.” 
 
      
 
    I muttered a quiet oath and quickly jammed my feet into the skirt. It was pleated and wavy. And short. I felt the cool air on my rump.  
 
      
 
    “There,” I declared. “Happy?” 
 
      
 
    Zack stood up and walked around me carefully. “Hmmm. Yes. Very nice. But clearly you need some accessories.” 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. “Accessories?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded and went back to the canvas bag. “Yup. Here, let’s put this on.” He drew something metal and silver from the bag and my heart gave a little thump when I thought he’d removed a set of clamps. Clamps with this shirt would not be a good thing. But it wasn’t clamps. Instead it was a bracelet, or at least I thought it was a bracelet. It tinkled loudly, ringing even and when Zack turned and went down on one knee, I realized with a sinking feeling that it was an anklet. 
 
      
 
    A slave bell anklet. 
 
      
 
    I lifted the heel of my right foot, feeling a fresh surge of frustration. The bells were there for one purpose, and one only - to attract attention. Every step I made would make people look up, just in case the scarlet hair, and skimpy, revealing outfit hadn’t already done it. The bells would make people look at my legs, which would draw their eyes upward to my ass, which would then go to my bare belly, then to my breasts.  
 
      
 
    “Wonderful,” I said in frustration. I was going to be doing the walk of shame. I got it now. That was the punishment. I had to walk back to the fraternity house, across campus, with thousands of students walking by to ogle me.  
 
      
 
    Zack took the opportunity to run a finger along the arch of my foot, mostly because he knew I loved it, then stood up. He looked down with an appreciative gaze. “Now you look very ‘Carmen’.”  
 
      
 
    I didn’t reply. I was blushing. Not to mention dreading the coming walk. 
 
      
 
    “But I’ve got something else for you!” He said brightly. 
 
      
 
    My frown said it all. Zack went back to the bag and he pulled something else out. My eyes widened in alarm as a full string of silicon anal beads appeared, and then something metal flashed. I heard another tinkle. 
 
      
 
    “Did you attach a bell to those?” I whispered as he drew out a bottle of lubricant to go with the beads. 
 
      
 
    “Yep,” Zack replied, popping open the cap on the oil and quickly applying a generous amount to the beads. “Bend over one of the desks and flip up that skirt.” 
 
      
 
    I tried to comprehend the various aspects of what was about to happen as I found a desk, set my elbows on it, and bent over. I reached behind to lift my skirt, but found that my ass was already hanging out. No need to “flip it up.” I laid there, half on the tabletop, my breasts hanging out below the silly peasant blouse, my nipples actually touching the surface. Zack moved behind me and I felt his finger against my bottom. 
 
      
 
    “Ready?” 
 
      
 
    “If I say no, will you not put those in?” I asked ruefully. 
 
      
 
    Instead of replying, he pressed the first bead into my bottom. It went in easily, mostly because it was less than the width of my pinky. And it was soft and well oiled. Even had I tightened up completely I’m not sure I could have kept it out. Then I felt the second bead go in. And I heard it too. Cool. Ring a ling a ding fluff. Breanne’s ass is completely stuffed. 
 
      
 
    Zack spent at least three minutes getting the entire strand of seven beads in my bottom and when he was finished I felt uncomfortable. My ass kept tightening up and even though I couldn’t expel the beads, I felt like I needed too. Worse, the bell was not wedged up into my crack. It dangled down, hanging from a small chain. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Zack finished up with a slap to my ass, setting both me and the bell ringing. I straightened up, letting the valance like blouse cover my breasts once again. I swung my hips. Ring a ling. I took a step. Ring a ding dong. I bit my lip, on the verge of tears. My ankle jingled. My butt jingled. This was awful. 
 
      
 
    Then… then it got worse. 
 
      
 
    “Now you’ll really appreciate these,” Zack said, his hand back in the bag. My mouth went dry as he pulled out a set of tweezer clamps. These were not connected to a chain, but the tweezers were certainly long enough that, even without the little one inch chains and the brass bells attached, anyone looking at me would have seen the clamps themselves. He turned and stalked over to me as my eyes widened. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I whispered. “Don’t.” 
 
      
 
    Zack grinned. “Rule two, babe. Lift the blouse up.” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, I brought my hands up my torso. I didn’t even realize my fingers were shaking until I lifted the material of the peasant blouse. Both grapefruit sized balls hung like ripe fruit and Zack’s eyes were all over them. He put one tweezer clamp between his teeth to hold onto it, then grabbed my left tit with one hand. I gasped a second later as he pushed the free tweezer onto my nipple from underneath, tightening it simply, letting the chain and bell hanging down well below where the hem of my shirt would lie.  
 
      
 
    Then he did my other breast. 
 
      
 
    I let the peasant blouse fall and the tweezer clamps didn’t even disappear from view. I could still see them! And I’m not talking the general shape here, pressing against the material. This was no outline. I could see the metal through the shirt.  
 
      
 
    And guess what? Those bells? They hung beneath my breasts and rang with every breath. 
 
      
 
    Of course the clamps tingled too and even with the vibrator in my pussy off, my slit was tightening in rhythmic need while my petals became a sodden swamp. I couldn’t keep my hips still, which of course made the bell hanging out of my ass tinkle.  
 
      
 
    “One last thing,” Zack assured me as I stood there, already suffering, acutely aware that my walk of shame had turned into something infinitely worse. He went back to the bag and pulled out another clamp.  
 
      
 
    A horrible, wicked, evil looking thing. It was an alligator, another jumbo alligator clamp. Huge, metal, and half covered in a bright blue rubber sheath, both ends glinted - one with sharp teeth, the other with - you guessed it - another, fucking, ringing, jingling, chiming bell. 
 
      
 
    He turned and I stared at him, face white with near panic. 
 
      
 
    “You alright?” He asked, holding up the clamp. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. It took me a moment to find my voice and for a moment I couldn’t figure out while all the bells attached to my body were ringing. 
 
      
 
    “You’re trembling,” Zack said curiously. 
 
      
 
    “Did…” I gulped again. “Did Mike make that?” 
 
      
 
    Zack held up the clamp? “This one? Yes. The tweezers on your tits I bought. I also attached the bell to the alligator. Why?” 
 
      
 
    I felt a little relief, but not much. New clamps? With bells? Sheesh! 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips as Zack came close and he gave me this look. I reached down, took hold of the skirt , and pulled upward. It wasn’t easy. My mind was racing, mostly with thoughts of how to try to get out of this. Zack finally saw the target; my glistening, sensitive, asking-for-it clitoris. He squeezed the hood and then with certainty, pinched the alligator clamp open and set it on my clit.  
 
      
 
    Pain. 
 
      
 
    It hurt. Quite a bit, and I squealed, my knees buckling slightly as a sharp rush of sweet agony shot up through my pussy and then spiraled up to my tingling, ringing,  almost throbbing nipples, and then smashed into my brain. Aroused, wet, and ready, the normal fucked up mental mechanics of a nympho humiliation pain slut did what everyone; me, you, and Zack expected. 
 
      
 
    I moaned. Pain and pleasure were the same thing. Just supercharged.  
 
      
 
    Zack let my skirt fall down. The new bell rang as my hips slewed back and forth lewdly. He grinned, watching me tremble and shudder from the stimulation, then grabbed my purse from a nearby desk, opened it, and drew the controller to the one other toy inflicted upon me.  
 
      
 
    The vibrating egg.  
 
      
 
    He turned it on to low and I felt the pressure inside me double, then triple. Waves of sweet bliss and crushing pain spiraled up from between my legs, but when processed, I couldn’t tell the difference. 
 
      
 
    Zack unbuckled his pants and drew out a thick, long, hard cock, straining for me. I moaned and took a step forward, not even thinking of it. 
 
      
 
    “Now you can suck my dick,” he said. “And after you’ve made me cum, I’ll turn up the vibrator to full and we’ll walk back to the fraternity house.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed, sinking to my knees. “You’re going to make me walk, like this, across the campus?” I whispered, my hand reaching out grasp his shaft. It felt soft and smooth, but hard underneath. The scent of him hit me and my excitement grew. I realized that he’d prepared me perfectly. I was hyper-aroused, right on the edge, with the pressure building. I wasn’t just going to orgasm. I was going to explode. I was going to burst. I could feel the juices seeping down my thighs. 
 
      
 
    And the bells rang. 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth and with a single push of my head, I engulfed his cock, surrounding it in soft, warm, wetness. He sighed, groaning as I began to bob my head, sucking and slurping and caressing him. My other hand came up and cupped his scrotum, barely touching it with my fingertips, teasing his senses as I overloaded one part and tormented another. I knew that. I understood it in my soul.  
 
      
 
    And in my ass. And at the tips of my breasts. And on my clit. And on my ankle. And inside me.  
 
      
 
    I rang and I burned.  
 
      
 
    I sucked him eagerly, frantically even, but then there was no choice. He wasn’t quite there, but I pulled off him, gasping. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, Zack. I can’t hold it! I’m going to cum!” I whispered in frantic need. 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “That would not be a good idea,” he assured me. 
 
      
 
    It was too late. There was no stopping it. I could feel the orgasm crest. It rose above me like a tsunami, ready to wash everything away. I held it at bay for just a moment longer. 
 
      
 
    “Why?” I whispered, terrified, demanding, wanting, needing. My body trembled from the pressure. 
 
      
 
    He cupped my cheek, his cock bobbing inches from my face, my hand wrapped around the base. “Because, dear one, it will mean a second lap around the campus, and forty strokes of the sap to your sweet, little cunt when we get to the fraternity house.” 
 
      
 
    The idea galvanized the pressure and it dropped like an anvil on a cartoon character. The image of me, paraded a second time through the school grounds, then spread open in the frat’s common room, all the new pledges watching as various young men took a leather paddle to my pussy, all before each of them were given the turn to fuck my brains out… 
 
      
 
    The only reason I didn’t scream in utter ecstasy was because I hurriedly, wisely, forced his cock back into my mouth, muffling the sounds of my utter debasement.  
 
      
 
    And I came. 
 
      
 
    Zack pulled his cock out of my mouth, and as I knelt there, stunned and breathless, he rubbed his shaft with four or five quick strokes. A thick, white stream of spunk shot out of his dick and struck me right between the eyes. I blinked, shocked, still lost in the euphoria of my own release, as cum dripped down my nose, across my lip, and into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Salty. 
 
      
 
    The long sigh of satisfaction made it clear Zack was satisfied. Slowly, with me still on my knees before him, he put away his package and zipped up his trousers. I stayed in place, still too astonished, overwhelmed even. Zack reached out and took my hands, pulling me up. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” He asked me gently. 
 
      
 
    I stared at him. I was covered in his spunk, dressed like a… like a… a strip club dancer or a gypsy whore, ringing with every step, vibrating and aching. And there, just underneath the surface of my sexual satisfaction…  I could feel it lurking. Arousal. I wanted to cum. Again. 
 
      
 
    Oh… oh fuck.  
 
      
 
    “Ready?” I asked stupidly, my brain only barely beginning to process thoughts that were more complicated than “oooohhhhh, fuck yes.” I blinked. Then I laughed. It came out a bit hysterical. 
 
      
 
    “Ready?” I spluttered as I wiped a bit of dripping cum from my cheek. The awful reality loomed in front of me. There was no way to escape it. The walk… the shame, the degradation. “You really expect me to walk across the campus like this?” I said,  eyes wide, tears brimming. 
 
      
 
    Zack gave me a sympathetic look. Then he sighed and I felt like maybe, just maybe, I’d won him over. Maybe this was too much. Maybe he’d let me get dressed in my other clothes again. 
 
      
 
    My heart thudded as he picked up my tee shirt, the one I’d been wearing when I came in. He bunched it up in his hand and held it up. I started to lift my hands to take it, but then, to my horror, he dabbed it against my face, cleaning up the remnants of his cum. He cleaned me off, leaving smears of cum on my old shirt. 
 
      
 
    “There,” he said. “Now, you’re ready.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed my purse and slung it over my shoulder. He picked up the canvas bag and took my hand. I stumbled along as he pulled me to the door. 
 
      
 
    “You look…” he paused and took a deep breath. 
 
      
 
    “Like a slut,” I whispered, dreading the opening of that door. 
 
      
 
    “Like a nympho humiliation pain slut,” he assured me. “Bre - it’s what you are.” His hand let go of me, and opened the door, twisting the knob. A hall stood there before us. “To the left,” he reminded me, as if I hadn’t gone to school here myself.  
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, the bells ringing. I felt stretched and thin, energized and yet exhausted. I wanted to run and hide and I wanted to scream and make everyone look at me. I wanted to wrap my arms around my breasts and I wanted to rip the shirt off and just let everyone see me. And most of all, underneath every other sensation, every other emotion, every other terror and pleasure, through tears and euphoria and debasement, I felt the ripple of one other little thing.  
 
      
 
    I wanted to cum. Again. 
 
      
 
    So I grabbed Zack’s hand and I led him out, ready to face my walk of shame. 
 
      
 
    Just walk, Bre. Just walk.  
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _92hpb449nqy]Whipped and Creaming 
 
    Yesterday morning, it was quick and unsubtle. I was wearing the blue skirt, the one with pleats. It was tad bit too short, just enough that sitting meant pressing bare skin to the leather chair at my desk. The blouse? A pretty, tie-dyed thing, with a plunging V neck, criss crossed with black bars. It actually covered me better than some of the shirts Kari has given me in the past. Of course I was following NHPS Rule #1 as well - one of Kari's favorites; a vibrating egg toy. Thick, large, and controlled remotely, I felt it start up even before she'd made an appearance. I gasped, stiffening at my desk, my pussy tightening in rhythmic pulses around the now buzzing and buried object. 
 
      
 
    She glided past the glass to the door, all golds and reds. Her suit was incredible; a dark, wine colored burgundy. Her hair was curled today, rings of auric beauty , resting on her shoulders. It matched her ears and neck and finger, twenty-four carats glittering. The only other color, besides the pale beauty of her perfect, alabaster skin and the cardinal glistening of her lips, were her piercing, sparkling blue eyes, which locked onto me with a fury of emotion. She opened the door and looked at me trembling in my seat. I gulped. 
 
      
 
    "Good morning, fuckslut." The words that came from her mouth were sweet, despite the vulgarity of her vocabulary. It was meant to demean me, to remind me of the truth of my existence. I AM a fuckslut, a sexual object, a walking, breathing literal fuck doll whose sole purpose is to provide others with an opportunity to sate their base desires. Or more specifically, to provide Kari’s personal, sexual needs. 
 
      
 
    "Go to the conference room and strip," she continued, eyeing me hungrily. "Everything but the shoes." 
 
      
 
    For a second I sat there immobile, just a tad bit surprised, my mind wondering what torment she intended to inflict upon me. Would it be sweet or sour? Would I be forced to lay upon the mahogany table again, my breasts pressed to the spiked, plastic yoga mat, pinpoints of discomfort digging into my bosom as she spanked me? Would I be told to take a seat, legs spread with my knees bent over the arm rests, my exposed sex presented as a target for her sap, my swollen clit and dripping petals hungry for anything she was willing to give me? Or was this just a convenient stopping point before she dragged me to the punishment closet and her new favorite toy - the kneeler, a padded bench that served as both restraint and torture device, a wooden ridge jacked up between my legs, the edge digging hard into my sex? 
 
      
 
    I nodded and rose. I was wearing my black stilettos, not because I liked them, but because she did. I went quietly down the hall, knowing she was behind me, staring at my ass. I turned the corner, passing her office, our little kitchenette, then her art room, turning once more to enter the largest room of our suite. It was a conference room, like most, painted white, a television mounted on one wall, a small bar, and a massive table. Eight leather chairs were positioned around it. But none of this mattered. I stopped, grabbed the bottom of my shirt, and pulled it upward, exposing my breasts. Two piercings went through the nipples, one on each side. They were gold, and because they'd been given to me by the woman who had just come into the room behind me. Kari had piercings too, but while hers were through the earlobes, and meant to adorn and bring glitter to beauty, mine were meant to increase my sexual appeal, to demean me. My piercings were those of an object. A slut. 
 
      
 
    A nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
      
 
    Besides the gold hoops, there was also a padlock. A small one to be sure, more of a charm than an actual functioning device. It dangled from my right tit like a tag, the black emblazoned rose over more gold, glittering. It swung with each breath. 
 
      
 
    I pushed the skirt down over my hips and it fell to the floor. I was bare beneath it, neither panty nor shorts covering my tush. My sex was ripe and slippery and I couldn't help the flood of expectation, of satisfaction, that might be coming. The egg inside me was vibrating too. 
 
      
 
    Naked, I turned to face her and my eyes caught sight of the two objects she was holding. The first, and most obvious, was a whip. It was black, and made of wood and leather, with a narrow handle and about twenty, thick straps. A flogger then. Between her fingers was also a clothespin, a wooden one. 
 
      
 
    "Spread your legs wide apart," Kari said, her face dark and wonderful. "And put your hands behind your head." 
 
      
 
    I took a deep, shuddering breath. I lifted my hands, my lips pressed together in a fine line. She brought the clothespin up to my right breast, pinching it open. I sucked in a gasp as she positioned it over the hot tip of my bosom, but then only let it close for half a second, just enough to send a shard of pain through me, before opening it, lifting it, and bringing it over to my padlocked nipple. Again, she teased me, rubbing my now raised nub higher. She let the clothespin pinch it, lightly, momentarily. Then she removed it. My eyes widened as I understood, her hand moving downward, between my breasts, over my belly. She pressed it into my navel, then drew it down my tummy, over my mound, until she held it, still open and ready to bite, over my clit. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed in anticipation and she did not disappoint. The wooden maw closed hard, crushing the most sensitive and delicate spot on my body. Pain pushed up through my arousal and want, making me grimace. And wetter. 
 
      
 
    But while Kari Anders is a sadist, I am her foil. Yin to her yang. I am a masochist and sexualized pain explodes within me, sending me into ecstatic loops of satisfaction. The clothespin hurt, but the vibrating egg added its own impetus to the mix, and my poor brain couldn't properly sort the signals. In seconds I was panting, yes - because it hurt - but also because now, more than ever, I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. I had to cum. I whimpered softly, letting her know. 
 
      
 
    She stepped back from me, on my right, and raised the flogger. With my fingers interlaced behind my head, I braced myself. She swung the whip, not too hard, nor too soft. The leather slashed the air and stopped upon impact, flattening against my soft, curved breasts, pressing into them. I grit my teeth, a stinging sensation crossing from one nipple to the other and before that feeling had turned to warmth, she struck me again. 
 
      
 
    The sound of the flogger striking me became rhythmic, stroke after stroke. It was a steady beating, the drummer pounding on her instrument in time to some metronome I couldn't hear. Instead, I listened to the oscillations of the vibrator, the crack of the leather striking my breasts, the increasingly ragged pants of breath, and the rapid beat of my heart. My chest felt hot and heavy, as if each breast were swollen and like ripe fruit, hanging from a tree branch. My nipples tingled and at one point I turned away, tears building in my eyes. 
 
      
 
    We must have both been counting because when I said the number "fifty" in the silence of my head, punctuated with another soft gasp, Kari changed the movement of the flogger. Now she spun it in a circle in front of me, going clockwise, only to let the tips of each leather strand strike my right breast from beneath, grazing my ribs, smashing into my bosom and lifting it up. I cried out, teeth clenched, face full of the pain. I didn't even realize that my hips were pumping wildly and the clothespin on my clit jiggled and danced as I trembled. 
 
      
 
    She struck the other breast too, like one of those spinning brushes in a car wash. I withstood that, enduring the fast, sharp, stinging heat until I turned my head away, eyes closed tight, flinching. The flickering strands biting at my breast fell away and then, just as I breathed a sigh of relief, she swung hard again, this time aiming at my bottom. 
 
      
 
    I jumped slightly, yelping as the flogger crossed my rear. Both buttocks were caught by the straps, leaving me a new sensation to endure. A trickle of moisture seeped down my thigh as I endured the heat of the whipping, my breasts throbbing with their own pain, my clit aching between the pincers of the clothespin, my pussy shaking as the vibrating egg danced and jiggled inside me. The lash cut into my bottom, not enough to tear me, or make me bleed, but with enough force to leave my skin red and even raised. The force of Kari's blows were enough to push me forward, forced to take a step in the heels, just to keep from falling over. 
 
      
 
    I took twenty to the ass. 
 
      
 
    "Now," Kari said, her face flushed with excitement. "Face the table. Bend over it. And spread your legs as wide as you can." 
 
      
 
      
 
    Slowly, achingly, wantonly, I turned around. I bent over the conference table, knowing better than to pressed my simmering breasts against the cool surface. She wouldn't like it if I scratched her table with my piercings or lock. It was why she'd bought the spiked mat in the first place. To protect her table. So I used my elbows to prop me up, bending over. I spread my legs wide, three, almost four feet. Was she going to whip my poor bottom more? 
 
      
 
    I should have seen it coming. Instead she stood behind me. I heard the swish of the flogger. Then I felt the first impact. It struck me, not across the bottom, but between my legs, an underhand stroke that landed on my pussy. The straps licked at my petals, pressing and smashing them and Kari wasted no time. The whip spun and crashed against me as I went up on tip toe, desperately trying to get away, all while trying to fuck it all the same. The flogger opened me, spreading my labia, digging into my pink wetness, until she got closer, and the straps encircled me, flying higher up my sex, until they caught the clothespin. 
 
      
 
    I squirmed and panted, pain and pleasure rushing through me. Heat and power pounded through my veins as sensations of violence and sex ate at me, like acid. The pressure I'd been feeling doubled, then did so again, until like a boiler, I was steaming with heat, my sex grasping wetly at the flogger. 
 
      
 
    "Please! Please!" I begged, the words coming from my mouth in a whiny, little voice. "Oh please fuck me!" I cried. 
 
      
 
    The flogger struck harder and I spread my legs even farther. 
 
      
 
    "Kari! PLEASE!" I begged. 
 
      
 
    Then her hand came up. She grabbed me around the waist, the flogger twisting in her hand. The narrow, leather wrapped handle rose and she aimed it at my quivering, sodden depths, and thrust it in deep, penetrating me with a passion and fury that could only come from a woman who wanted to both hurt and pleasure me. 
 
      
 
    The fact that it was only a little thicker than my thumb meant nothing. It was hard and long and she began thrusting it viciously through my sex as I went quietly and completely nuts. I thrust my sore, welted bottom back against it and together we moved, me impaled upon her tool, moaning until my eyes seemed to roll back into my head, the approaching climax overwhelming. I couldn't hold back. 
 
      
 
    "Please Kari! Can I cum?" I whimpered in a pleading tone. Her hand pounded at my cunt, the whip handle driving me into oblivion. I felt her hand against my skin and it was like a caress. Her lips were near my ear and I heard every, little bit of it. 
 
      
 
    "Cum for me, dearheart. Cum hard." 
 
      
 
      
 
    And with that moment's permission, I shuddered. I whimpered. I moaned. Then a burst of heat and light and wetness seemed to explode, both within me, and from me. Stars seemed to shatter and for a glorious moment I was inundated with the drug I need the most, an addiction so powerful, so startling, that I would endure anything for it. 
 
      
 
    I came. 
 
      
 
    Kari slowly pulled the whip handle from my pussy, giving my sex a loving, little, final thrust. I shuddered. Then she laid it on the table, the handle wet with my own juices. 
 
      
 
    "I'll leave you to clean up," she said softly. "When you're done, you may dress. We have clients to visit today." She patted me on the rump as I lay exhausted on her table, thighs wet with my own cream. She turned and started to leave, but stopped when she heard me whisper her name. 
 
      
 
    "Kari?" 
 
      
 
    She turned and looked at me. I looked at her through the euphoria of orgasm, a stupid smile on my face, eyes glazed. "What about the vibrating egg?" I asked slowly, stupidly. "And the clothespin?" 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed. "I think we'll leave those on. And when you've recovered from this last beating, I'll have you sit in one of the chairs, your legs spread, and I'll spank your pussy with the leather sap until you're begging me to cum." She smiled and turned back to the door. She took three steps and almost managed to get to the hall when I called out her name, stopping her. 
 
      
 
    "Kari!" I said eagerly. She turned and looked. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting in one of the leather chairs, my legs spread wide, draped over the arm rests. My feet dangled, the high heels wide and sexy, showing of the arches of my feet. But most importantly, my hot, wet sex was in full view, the clothespin jutting out from my clit. 
 
      
 
    "I'm ready," I whispered. "I'm recovered." 
 
      
 
    And Kari grinned. Her eyes brightened and I saw the manic, hungry, sadistic look coming up from the depths of her soul. I knew what she needed, what she wanted. I am, after all, a fuck slut. Her fuck slut. And this time, it was her voice that was thick with need, and tight with passion. She looked at me with longing as she licked her lips once in contemplation. 
 
      
 
      
 
    "I'll go get the sap." 
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    There is something special about Christmas. I’ve always enjoyed this time of year; the lights and decorations, candles and scents, eggnog and hot chocolate, the wrapped presents and the look of joy on a friend’s face as they open up a gift. The music… oh yes. The music. For me it’s Christina Perri crooning out “Have Yourself A Merry Little Christmas” or listening to the Piano Guys play “Carol of the Bells”. Kenny Rogers’ “Mary Did You Know” and Luka Bloom’s “Ciara”. Add in Pentatonix’s version of “Hallelujah” and Jim Brickman’s “We Three Kings.” These are the songs that envelope me at this time of year. 
 
      
 
    And they were all playing in the background, a perfect soundtrack to the goings on. I know. I was the one who put the music together. 
 
      
 
    Kari’s condo had been trashed during Hurricane Harvey, requiring some impressive repairs after everything below three and a half feet had become waterlogged. Most of the furniture and the bottom third of every wall had needed to be thrown away, but a woman like Kari takes advantage of events of this nature. Gone was the red and gold of her younger years and earliest design, to be replaced by charcoals and grays, steel and blues. All in all, it was a very different look and by that Christmas Eve, the painting had been finished, the carpet laid, new furniture brought in, and the decorating done. 
 
      
 
    In one corner of the living room stood the Christmas Tree, synthetic of course, but modeled after a blue spruce that seemed to match the decor of the room with almost uncanny accuracy. The decorations were all silver, a designer tree, which admittedly looked beautiful, though I felt it was too perfect. My own tree is a mishmash of color and personalized ornaments, given to me and my daughter over the years. Kari had only a few such ornamental knickknacks, (all of them given to her by me), and hung on the backside where they wouldn’t destroy “the look”, but I didn’t mind. There was something about the perfect proportions of her tree. The silver ornaments, the white and blue lights, the luster of it. It was Kari. Beautiful. Cold. Perfect. 
 
      
 
    Candles flames glittered everywhere, and across the room a fire flickered on the hearth. The scent of spiced cider permeated the air, cloves and cinnamon dancing on our tongues. A plate full of cookies, which I’d carefully selected at the cookie bar from the upscale grocery Kari liked, sat near the tree, along with a glittering glass of brandy. There were no children in this home, so it was presumed Santa would prefer something a little more adult. Presents were stacked under the tree, waiting. 
 
      
 
    Along with something else. 
 
      
 
    A quiet, but passionate gasp came from Alissa. She was lying on her back, splayed out on top of the large but low ottoman, which had been pulled out to the very center of the rug, close enough to the tree for the lights to glitter across her well-oiled skin. She wore absolutely nothing, which was perfect, because kneeling beside her was Sara, her lesbian mistress, who pressed a soft headed massager against Alissa’s sex with one hand. While the submissive girl was naked, Mistress Sara wore a short, black negligee that left nothing to the imagination. Her full bosom was impressive, the large pink nipples straining against the black lace. The only other redhead beside me in the Society, Sara’s  auburn locks fell to her shoulders, framing her chin with scarlet. The pale skin of her thighs, as well as the wet pink of her slit, were in full view and I knew she was just as aroused as Alissa. The bound girl moaned again, straining, but Alissa’s ankles were tied with soft, nylon rope, so she had no choice but to accept the caress, her hips rolling as waves of pleasure swirled upward through her body.  
 
      
 
    With her other hand, Sara lifted the guttering candle, tipping it over Alissa’s chest. Crimson paraffin fell, striking the young woman’s left breast, splattering only a little, eliciting a sharp cry. Red was the worst candle color to use on someone, since the red dye requires a hotter melting temperature, than say a white candle. Alissa’s back arched as she pressed herself upward, teeth clenched tightly, and Sara merely moved the candle, targeting the uncovered bits of Alissa’s bosom. Wax fell on Alissa’s right nipple, coating the small, gold padlock that was clipped to the piercing. The girl let out a gurgling moan of ecstasy as her body failed to cope with the dichotomy of sensation. Was she in pain? Or was it pleasure? Not even she could tell. Sara set down the candle, moved the massager down to press against Alissa’s bottom, and pressed her face between the girl’s thighs, licking and sucking Alissa’s clit.  
 
      
 
    A few feet away, another girl, just as naked as Alissa, lay upon the carpet, face up, her legs spread wide, knees high. She was thin, with a pixie cut, that was fluffed out around her head. One hand cupped her right breast, pinching and squeezing her own nipple, where a charm-sized padlock danced due to her fingers. The other hand was between her legs, frantically pumping a thick, rubber dildo in and out of her rose colored slit. Her skin was oiled as well, and her name was Kylie. Above her sat a luscious blonde, dressed in an electric blue shift, holding a black riding crop. The blonde dominatrix’s eyes glittered as she smiled down at Kylie, flicking the leather head against the girl’s left breast, teasing the nipple, only to drag it down her ribs, across her belly, and down to Kylie’s sex. Kylie was panting, working the thick rubber frantically. 
 
      
 
    “Move your hand for a moment, darling.”  
 
      
 
    Kylie’s eyes betrayed her desperation, but she did it, pulling the dildo out of her pussy. The crop flickered lightly, then with heat, striking up and down the length of her slit. Kylie gasped, her bottom coming up off the floor as Mistress Savannah flicked the crop across her clit, back and forth with light, but solid strokes. Her thighs rippled with tension until her bottom was a full six inches off the carpet. Savannah grinned and landed a solid, biting blow, making Kylie yelp and grimace. Then the crop lifted and the girl went back to pumping the dildo in and out through her freshly abused pussy. The soft, wet, slippery sounds of it going in and out seemed to combine with George Winston’s “Carol of the Bells” perfectly. 
 
      
 
    A guttural, more masculine groan came from the couch. Kari herself sat there, a queen among her court. Her golden hair spilled down to her shoulders and she wore a black, leather catsuit that emphasized, rather than concealed her more prurient features. Across her lap lay her husband Robert, naked, face up, his poor cock sticking up like a mast. It was red and purple, a leather harness wrapped around the base and his scrotum. His crotch glistened, his cock covered in the same oil that covered Kylie and Alissa. Kari was watching Sara pour more wax on Alissa with hungry eyes, but at the same time her hand worked the straining shaft of her husband. Not to satisfy him. Oh no. She knew him better than that. She kept him on edge, never quite allowing him to reach climax. He shuddered, another ragged gasp coming from his lips. It was a cruel, but exquisite torment. 
 
      
 
    Lastly, a thin stick of a woman sat on one side of the loveseat. She had started the evening wearing a set of black, leather panties and breast strap, but the bottoms had been lost already, leaving her bony hips and dark, pink, bare gash showing. Her legs were partly spread, one hand idly rubbing at her own sex, as the fingers of her other hand flicked the clothespin attached to my clitoris. I was lying much the same way Robert was with Kari, except my right leg was raised, positioned over the back of the loveseat, my black strap stiletto waving in the air on the other side of Julie’s head. My left leg was down on the floor and my ass was in her lap. My hands were bound with rope above my head, and my breasts sported at least half a dozen, wiggling, jiggling, wooden pegs. I trembled as Julie tormented me, working me into a froth as the clothespin on my clit was twisted, pulled, and turned.  
 
      
 
    Julie checked her watch. “Five minutes,” she announced, looking across the room at Sara. The redhead domme lifted her mouth from Alissa’s pussy and grinned. Sara’s eyes glittered like diamonds and her chin was soaked. 
 
      
 
    “She’ll be done,” she said, lifting the scarlet candle again. Alissa shuddered and then tightened up when she saw what Sara intended. The candle was poised above her sex and the hot, melted paraffin fell. It splattered as it struck, sending out a flurry of little bits, leaving an intriguing pattern radiating out from Alissa’s cooking clit. The girl cried out, lifting her pubis to the heat, as Sara coated the entire area with a thin layer. 
 
      
 
    Julie ran a finger up and down my labia, teasing me as I watched Alissa’s suffering. 
 
      
 
    Sara stood and went to the coffee table. There, positioned in well lined rows, were a number of different instruments. She selected a thin, whippy switch, tested it once, and then brought it back to Alissa. My mouth opened in longing as Sara brought down the branch, tracing a sharp, narrow line across both of poor Alissa’s breasts. I was so distracted by the vision, that when Julie flicked the clothespins clinging to my own nipples, the pain came as a surprise.  
 
      
 
    But for Alissa, the agony was just beginning. Sara brought the stick back down, wax shattering, striking firmly, if not cruelly, at the tips of Alissa’s breasts. The girl began to wail, shaking, her legs jittering from tension. Sara flicked the last of the wax away and I could see the light welts forming already. Then the mistress moved so that she was straddling Alissa’s head. I watched as Sara squatted down, pressing her own wet slit to Alissa’s face. No words were needed. No commands. No encouragement. The second Sara’s pussy was close enough, Alissa was licking and sucking, trying to get as much of her mistress as she could. Then the switch fell again, this time on the thin layer of melt covering Alissa’s covered cunt. The wax broke and the girl went nuts again, even screaming into Sara’s pussy, her muffled cries of pain seemingly distant. Sara whipped her with at least a dozen strokes, and the second the wax was clear of Alissa’s sex, the mistress stood, grabbed the massager again, and then resumed her position over Alissa’s mouth, this time pressing and holding the soft tipped wand, buzzing against Alissa’s petals. 
 
      
 
    Within seconds I watched as Alissa’s overloaded. She achieved her climax. A look of grim satisfaction crossed Sara’s face and she pressed her pussy hard against Alissa’s mouth, until both of them found satisfaction. Then Sara sighed in happiness, slid off to the side, but with more than enough energy to keep her hand between Alissa’s legs, clearly trying to over stimulate her.  
 
      
 
    “Sara,” Kari said softly, almost as a warning. 
 
      
 
    Sara sighed and nodded, then pulled the massager away from her submissive. “You’ve earned your present, Alissa.” The woman got up on her knees, turned toward the Christmas Tree, and pulled out a small, exquisitely wrapped box. She set it on Alissa’s stomach, and then began untying the petite, brown haired girl. Alissa, still dazed with sex, a smile etched across her face, sat up the moment her hands were released, and with legs still obscenely spread, she grabbed the box and tore into it. 
 
      
 
    “I hope it hurts, Mistress.” She said it was affection and a light in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    Sara smiled and began untying Alissa’s legs. Paper flew and a moment later Alissa pulled out a black choker. Two chains hung from a center steel ring, ending with two, vicious looking steel clamps.  
 
      
 
    “Ohhh!” Alissa squealed in excitement, and went to put it on. Sara helped her, then lifted Alissa’s smallish, welted, oiled breast, and set the clamp tight behind the piercing and padlock. Alissa’s other nipple was unpierced and she moaned as her mistress finished clamping her.  
 
      
 
    “There’s more, dear. In the box,” Sara whispered. Alissa nodded and reached back in, only to draw out a silver, plastic pendant, complete with clamp. I knew what that was. I had one. 
 
      
 
    “A vibrator pendant!” Alissa cooed. Sara smiled and without a word, she took it from Alissa, pinched open the clamp, and then let it close right on the already swollen and well used clitoris. Alissa’s eyes almost rolled up into her head. Then Sara turned on the vibrator clamp and I thought Alissa was going to lose it. She moaned, shivered, and then wrapped her arms around herself, already breathing heavily. She looked up at Sara, a pleading look in her eye. 
 
      
 
    Sara laughed. “It’s Christmas. You may orgasm as many times as you can. But it’s not getting turned off until we get home, or you accept another breast whipping.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa swallowed, considering her options. “Yes, Mistress,” she replied softly. Then, as Sara rose, Alissa got on the floor and crawled behind her redheaded goddess. 
 
      
 
    “Our turn,” announced Savannah, who rose out of her chair with fluid grace. Kylie closed her legs and rolled over onto her stomach, as Sara sat down, pulling Alissa up into her lap. Alissa’s long hair got tangled for a moment, but the two of them worked it out. It was a cozy snuggle, though I could see that Alissa was already well on her way to another orgasm. Her eyes sparkled and her welted chest heaved.  
 
      
 
    Savannah led Kylie over to the ottoman, but instead of being laid out and bound to it, Kylie was draped over it. Her breasts dangled off one end, while her amazing bottom stuck up at the other.  
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs, Kylie.”  
 
      
 
    The pixie girl did, which I loved, because it meant that she had to brace herself on tiptoe. The arch of each foot screamed sex and I wanted to crawl down there and lick every part of her. But she wasn’t mine. She was Savannah’s, and Kylie’s mistress picked up a pair of clover clamps from the coffee table. A set of weights dangled from each steel pincer. She knelt down next to the dark haired girl and quickly attached the clamps to Kylie’s teats. Like Alissa, Kylie’s right nipple was pierced and padlocked, so the clamp went behind the metal. Then the other point was crushed and Kylie let out a choked whimper. The one pound weights dangled and rocked with her breathing. 
 
      
 
    I glanced around. Robert was grimacing, Kari’s hand going slowly up and down his cock and the purple, swollen head of his dick seemed to throb between her fingers. She spent quite a bit of time circling the ridge between his shaft and glans. Next to me, Julie’s breath was short and sweet and I could see that she was close to cumming herself, fingers buried in her own sex. She flicked the clothespin on my clit again, leaving me just as breathless as my pussy tightened and pulsed. In the easy chair Alissa was trembling, sprawled in Sara’s lap as the luscious redhead dominatrix caressed and stroked the young submissive.  
 
      
 
    Savannah went back to the table and picked up a set of vibroballs. These were the wired kind and she took them to her splayed submissive. Turning them on, she knelt down between Kylie’s outstretched legs, and began teasing the girl, rubbing the balls through Kylie’s dripping petals, pressing one against her clit while the other was pressed to her ass. For several minutes Savannah worked Kylie into a froth, but eventually she pushed into the girl’s pussy. Kylie moaned in pleasure, and when both vibrating balls were buried in her slit, Savannah stood up, took a flogger from the table, and then stood directly behind Kylie. 
 
      
 
    Savannah drew the rubber strands of the whip through her fingers, and with a flick of her wrist, flung them at Kylie. The ends snapped against Kylie’s sex, a perfect shot at the tenderest of spots, and Kylie gasped, then hissed, eyes closing against the sting of it. Her legs tensed, the muscles tightening, light glimmering off the sheen of oil. It was as if she was standing on tiptoe, the cute little red painted nails digging into the carpet. Savannah wasted no time and did it all again, once more striking the cupped, v shape of Kylie’s sex. Kylie jerked and I watched as the weighted clamps swung back and forth from her nipples.  
 
      
 
    Then the blonde, southern-belle mistress swung the flogger over her head, building up speed. It fell hard, striking the toned and muscular buttocks of the stretched out girl. Kylie yelped as the flogger landed, her ass tightening, but a flurry of blows, each seemingly harder than the one before, fell hard and fast. Kylie let out a keening noise, her teeth clenched, as she endured the hot and heavy whipping of her bottom. Her buttocks began to color, first a light pink, then a more daring hue of rose. Savannah struck Kylie’s sex again, the stinging tips of the flogger biting into the whimpering girl’s folds over and over. Her bottom rotated, grinding hard, but then Savannah began working her way down Kylie’s right leg, striking with less force.. She snapped the whip at Kylie’s arched foot, making sure to hit the delicate instep. It was the first moment of weakness in the submissive girl, as she yelped and drew her foot away. One hard swing to the ass forced Kylie to touch the carpet again and Savannah slashed downward at the upturned sole.  
 
      
 
    Kylie trembled as Savannah worked her way back up her flank with the flogger, leaving Kylie’s outstretched leg and foot tingling. Savannah struck Kylie’s pussy again, with several blows, before going down the other leg. Kylie withstood it, panting heavily, her eyes shut, mouth open, swaying back and forth, setting the weights still hanging from her breasts swinging. Savannah whirled the whip, rubber striking flesh, up and down until once more the strands were biting at the delicate petals of Kylie’s flower.  
 
      
 
    She withstood it for over a minute, but then her legs trembled and I watched as she gave in, closing up. It was what Savannah was waiting for. The moment Kylie’s knees buckled, the blonde dominatrix fell to her knees. One hand grabbed the wire leading to the vibroballs, tugging them free of Kylie’s pussy. They rattled and buzzed as they fell to the carpeted floor, but Kylie didn't seem to  notice. Savannah turned the whip around, pushing the thick handle into the gaping wet, well stung hole. Kylie’s head snapped up, eyes wide, only to let out a cry of utter satisfaction. Savannah pumped the whip in and out of the girl; the wet, sucking sounds of her sex grasping at the whip handle, while the keening moans of satisfaction merged with the music of Bing Crosby’s “I’m Dreaming of a White Christmas.” 
 
      
 
    When Kylie came, it was a dramatic thing, and Savannah pressed herself to the quivering body of the girl beneath her. I watched, still in my own little special sexual hell, wanton and depraved, as Kylie got to cum. Then the vibroballs got shut off and Kylie was pushed into a sitting position on the floor, with Savannah holding out a long tube, wrapped in decorated paper. Kylie, still smiling and stunned, opened it with a flourish, only to pull an eighteen inch long double dildo from the packaging. She stared at it in disbelief, blinking. 
 
      
 
    Savannah laughed. “Come. Make love to me while we watch Julie torment Bre.” She held out her hand and pulled Kylie up, leading her to our loveseat. 
 
      
 
    Julie patted my breast, which hurt since the clothespins were all still on me. “Come on, Breanne. It’s your turn to suffer for Christmas.”  She stood up and my left leg fell, so I rolled onto the floor. It was uncomfortable, since the clothespin on my clit dug into my thigh, but I got things positioned correctly a moment later, and crawled toward the ottoman. Still, I couldn't help watching as Savannah sat down, leaning back, spreading her legs. Kylie sucked once on the end of her new jelly dong and began working eight inches into Savannah’s dripping snatch. 
 
      
 
    “No. I want you flat on your back. On the carpet,” Julie told me as I put a hand on the ottoman, snapping her fingers to get my attention. I glanced at Kari, who sat there, eyes passionate, watching me, her hand going up and down the stiff, purple staff of her husband. He groaned again and Kari nodded at me, encouraging me. I pushed the ottoman out of the way and laid down. I crossed my hands over my belly and brought my legs together. Arching my neck, I saw Kylie climb up almost into the same position I'd been in with Julie,  except that Savannah’s left leg was stretched out aling Kylie’s body.  
 
      
 
    “You know better slut. Spread those legs,” Julie chirped at me as she went to the coffee table. I closed my eyes and spread my legs as wide as I could. With every breath I felt the dozen or so clothespins on my tits wiggle, but then I felt Julie looming over me. I smelled her scent and then she was straddling my head. I opened my eyes and all I could see was her wet pussy, dark and moist in the shadow. 
 
      
 
    “Ten strokes for every clothespins,” she whispered to me. “And you better not close your legs either, or the punishment will be worse.” She wriggled a little bit and I felt her petals against my nose and lips. The scent of her was driving me crazy. “Oh. And lick me,” she said, laughing. I stuck my tongue up and into her slit, tasting her salty tang. She arched her back, rubbing herself on my face, hips grinding, and then reached out with whatever weapon she’d taken from the coffee table, and brought it down hard on my clothespinned clit. 
 
      
 
    Pain burst between my legs and I heard the sharp snap of the clothespin being knocked from my clitoris. As I’d expected, Julie had selected the leather sap, a small paddle with a flexible but firm spread. Even as my heels thumped on the floor and I strained to keep myself open, she slapped the black leather back down between my legs, mashing my labia into paste. My clit stung horribly and it was everything I could do to keep from closing up. Heat blossomed through my groin. I reached up and grabbed her thighs, holding her down as my tongue stabbed at her clitoris and I heard her moan in delight. But it wasn’t enough to distract her from beating my pussy some more. The sap came down with hard, biting strokes, one every second or two, over and over. 
 
      
 
    The pain grew between my legs and my pussy tightened up. I wasn’t counting, but I supposed I should have. It was way more than ten. At one point I pressed my lips into her pussy and screamed, the sound lost in her gushing, sweet wetness as my legs trembled. She gasped and laughed, giving me a slight break, then said loudly, “Twenty!” She reached down and plucked one of the clothespins from my breasts, but not from either nipple. No, the tips of my breasts were not to be spared. 
 
      
 
    “Another ten now,” she said with delight. She flicked the clothespin on my left nipple hard, then twisted the one on my right, and while I was still reeling from that fresh pain, she again brought the sap down hard between my trembling legs. I pointed my toes as the hurt of the pussy spanking forced me to lift my bottom from the carpet, literally raising myself up to meet her strokes. The sting seemed overwhelming, but this time she stopped quicker, after just ten, wet, crackling blows.  
 
      
 
    “This is fun!” She said in delight, watching me quiver. She plucked another clothespin from my bosom, leaving just three more, plus the two clinging to my nipples.  I whimpered, my tongue still swirling deep in Julie’s depths, coming out only when she was pressing her clit to my chin. For a moment I thought she was close to cumming, but then her weight shifted and the sap smacked wetly between my outstretched legs. My heels thumped against the carpet and all I could think of was keeping my legs open. I had to keep my legs open. 
 
      
 
    With my feet planted, and all my focus divided between the burning of my clitoris and holding the position, I couldn't keep my ass still. I lifted and clenched my buttocks as a variety of unique, desperate, and strained noises left my throat and were lost in the soft sex of my mistress. I felt her quiver and the strength of her blows seemed to ebb. There was a breathless pause and this time, when she plucked a clothespins off my breasts, I could hear her own desperation. She was close. 
 
      
 
    So I wriggled, found her clit with my tongue, and suckled it into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Julie managed just three or four more distracted blows between my legs, before she cried out and fell, pressing herself to my body, her own mouth coming down on my heated slit, licking me. I felt her cum, a tremendous shudder that began at the hips, a gush of wetness that almost threatened to drown me, and then a tightening as she gripped me hard. It lasted just a few seconds and I responded by trying to draw even more of her into my mouth. Her own tongue brushed my clit and I admit it felt wonderful, but she was too distracted by her own climax to work me back to the brink of arousal. I held her, the weight of her body so slight that she felt like a blanket on top of me. 
 
      
 
    Slowly she pulled away, moaning softly with pleasure. Air and light came to my face and Julie lifted her leg over me, falling to the side. For a long moment we both lay there, me with my legs still spread wide open, hips rolling softly, four more clothespins wriggling from my chest. She ran a finger up my leg, right to my clit, and rubbed me softly, in just that special way, eliciting a gasp. Pleasure shot up through my body and I crooned out a guttural moan, pressing up to her touch. But I realized I wasn’t the only one moaning. I opened my eyes and looked around the room, arching my neck to see. 
 
      
 
    Robert was in desperate straits, his entire shaft straining upward. Kari still tormented him, caressing his bound scrotum and head with delicate twists. In the love seat, Kylie and Savannah were gyrating against each other, the dark pink jelly dong buried in both their slits, stretched between them. It was slow and sensual and Savannah’s shift was gone, tossed down to the floor so that her amazing full breasts were in view. And over at the easy chair, Alissa was on the floor, face up, while Sara’s bare and glistening foot caressed and penetrated the brown haired girl’s sex, pushing and pulling on the vibrator pendant, jamming it up between her folds. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get those last clothespins off you,” whispered Julie. She straightened up, grabbed the sap, and began smacking me again, right between the legs. 
 
      
 
    My vision tunneled and the torments and pleasures my fellow submissives were enduring became a buzz in my ears as fresh heat bloomed at the apex of my sex. With more focus, Julie was better able to gauge my reactions and she hit me with just the right amount of force. In seconds I was panting, my mixed up, fucked up, sexual psyche once more confusing the stimulation from my dripping cunt. Did it hurt? Yes. Did it feel good? Yes. Did I want it to stop? Yes. Did I want more? Yes. Julie plucked another clothespin off, leaving just the two on my throbbing nipples. The sap slapped downward and my legs shook. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. Let’s beat that little pussy of yours until it’s paste!” She whispered to me between the smacking cracks. My hips rolled violently as I thrust, as if the tool Julie wielded was a cruel and sadistic lover. Each coital impact spread violently through me and with one vicious spank, the pain overwhelmed the desire and I rolled, bringing my hands down with a squeal, my legs slamming together as I clutched at my crotch. 
 
      
 
    “Oooh,” Julie cooed. “Punishment time.” She reached over and I didn’t even realize it through the heat streaming up from my pussy, but she tugged one of the clothespins from my breast, freeing my left nipple. Then she put her hand on my arm. “Bre,” she commanded roughly. “Open up. I have to punish you now.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked, surprised to find my eyes filled with tears. Had that last blow been that bad? I lifted my hands from my pussy, feeling the tingle. Punishment. Yes. I had to be punished. I was a bad, bad little girl. I let out a little hysterical laughter. I could hear Bruce Springsteen singing “oh, you better be good for goodness sake…” 
 
      
 
    And with that, something broke inside me. I loosened. I relaxed. I spread my arms above my head and then unfolded myself, rolling back toward her. I opened my legs, wide, then wider, until I was stretched open even further than before. My pussy dripped and stung, a single clothespin wiggled from my right nipple, and I closed my eyes in sweet and utter acceptance. Punish me. I’m a naughty, bad little girl. 
 
      
 
    Julie moved between my legs, bending over, and I felt her tongue on my pussy. She licked me once, twice, then a third time, sending a flurry of shivers through me, before rising up with the sap, and letting it fall with three, fast, hard blows. The dichotomy of the sensation exploded inside me, heat and cold, ice and fire, and before I could even cry out, her mouth was once more pleasuring me, sucking on my stinging clit. She slid her fingers into my pussy, almost fisting me, but then pushed her pinkie into my ass. I quivered as she forced me toward the metaphorical cliff of orgasm, a yawning chasm where utter bliss waited. But again, as I got closer, she lifted her face from my yearning nub and instead slapped my pussy hard with the sap. Three more strokes. I felt as if I were being pushed four steps forward, and then dragged three back. She worked me until the last clothespin was plucked from my bosom, leaving my nipples throbbing and aching, but free of the crushing sensation. 
 
      
 
    I lay there panting, filled with a desperation so strong that I almost grabbed her and begged for her to beat me. I wanted the sap pounding at my pussy. I needed it. I lay there, toes curled, panting, nipples hard, quivering with desire. She knew it to. I was on the edge, barely clinging to the cliff. Julie stood up and I blinked in shock as she tossed the sap down on the floor. She stepped away and looked over at Kari, who nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Now, my dear,” the blonde queen said to her husband. He rolled off her, his cock reddish purple in the light, his balls almost blue. He kneeled on the floor before her as she rose, and with a single zip, she peeled off the leather catsuit. I watched in astonishment as Kari’s body was revealed, her perfect form, her sweet breasts, her delicate sex. She stepped out of it until she was as naked as I was, as Alissa, as Kylie, as Savannah, Julie and Sara. She padded over to me, and to my astonishment, knelt down over my face, her crotch just a few inches above my mouth. I started to reach for her, but she shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “No Bre,” she said softly. Instead she gestured at her husband. “Now, Robert.” 
 
      
 
    The man wasted no time. He moved quickly, coming up behind her. I was in the perfect position to watch as he thrust himself into her wetness and Kari gasped, eyes widening.  Just an inch or two from my face his cock slid into her delicate slit, moisture softening her folds. She shuddered once as he moved against her and I lay there beneath them, still spread open, watching their union in frustration. I wanted that. I needed that. 
 
      
 
    Kari hummed and I could see the passion in her. Robert had a hold of her hips and she supported herself on both hands, her face above my own wanton pussy. Then something inside her seemed to snap. Her eyes widened and with one hand, she groped along the floor, searching for something. She found it, the sadistic streak in her surging, and without a word of warning, she lifted the leather sap and began spanking my pussy. 
 
      
 
    I almost closed my legs, but managed not to at the last moment. Robert fucked Kari as Kari beat me with the sap, smacking my entire sex with fast, rapid blows. Each was  timed to the coital pushes of her husband. Heat billowed between my legs and where Julie had stopped, Kari took over. Except, I knew this wasn’t for my sake, despite the resurgence of my sexual need. This was for her. My satisfaction wasn’t her goal. I could tell, because I screamed out first, cumming from the sweet, crackling pain bursting from my sex. I thrust up, eager and needy, my neck arching. I couldn’t reach Kari’s clit, but damn it, I could feel Robert’s balls on my forehead. I arched my back and stuck out my tongue, licking his scrotum. My heels thumped on the floor and everything coalesced into a sexual climax so powerful that even the lights on the Christmas tree seemed to dim and fade. 
 
      
 
    And the cliff? I jumped into oblivion. 
 
      
 
    The orgasm was shattered by the sap. Blow after blow continued to rain down on my pussy and now it began to truly hurt, and not in the good way. I grimaced as my sexual euphoria was destroyed and Kari slapped the leather hard. I gasped, then started to close my legs, only to feel a pair of hard fingers encircle my ankles, holding them open. Julie. She pressed down on my legs as I squealed, twisting. The pain increased and I began to wriggle. I let out a panicked cry, thrusting up, trying to get out from under her. But then the beating stopped, suddenly. Kari let out a little scream and then surged off me, away from both her straining husband and myself. Robert let out a frustrated groan, his bound balls still hanging above my face, his cock wet and hard. It throbbed. 
 
      
 
    Kari rolled onto the floor next to me, curling into a fetal ball, twitching. She has never been able to handle orgasm well, and I knew it would be weeks before she could bring herself to try once more. I looked at Robert with pity, but it was Julie who took matters in hand. She stood up and went to the coffee table. There was a small box there with condoms, and she had one out in seconds. She released the cock harness around him  and he let out a groan of relief, and she fit the condom over his cock. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck her,” Julie said to him softly. “Fuck her hard.” 
 
      
 
    For a moment, I had no idea who she was referring to. But Robert knew. He swung around, positioning himself over me, my spread legs, my stretched out body, and before I could say anything, his cock was inside me, pumping madly. My bruised pussy closed around him, grasping and clenching hard. Robert lifted his leg and I knew he wanted to straddle me, so I brought my knees together and our movement became intensified. He needed me. He wanted me. And oh my God… I wanted it too. I wanted to be fucked hard. Forget the fact that I’d just cum. Forget that my pussy had just been paddled. This was… this was…. Oh my god. Oh yes…  
 
      
 
    Robert shuddered, his cock turning to granite inside me. I felt the release, the strangled sigh of relief, and ribbons of cum were shot into my depths, held in stasis by the condom. He collapsed against me, his mouth kissing my breasts, his head on my chest, breathing deeply, as his wife watched with a smile. She reached out to him, taking his hand as he lay on me, and I saw the look they exchanged. It was deep, pure, and loving. 
 
      
 
    It took several more minutes for the two to rise and move back to the couch for cuddles, and Julie set a small box in front of me, then took one silver and blue wrapped package up to Robert. For him? An electrical cock ring which looked cruel. But he was too soft to try it on. Kari set it aside and curled up in his embrace, still naked. 
 
      
 
    I unwrapped my present and found a silver monstrosity - a medieval pear, except lacking the spikes designed to tear your insides. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered in realization. “It’s an anal pear.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed, knelt down beside me, and took it from me. “That’s right dearheart. Let’s try it out!” She pushed me back down as I spread my legs. She slid it into my sore, slippery sex, swirling it through my own cum, wetting it thoroughly before pulling it out and lowering it, just a bit more. 
 
      
 
    “Here we go,” she said, pushing it against my bottom. I groaned and closed my eyes as the thick, hard pear disappeared into my ass. I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Cold,” I hissed. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed as she twisted it, widening it inside me. “Not for long,” she said. “Not for long.” Then she rose up, fell forward, and kissed me on the mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Merry Christmas, Breanne Erickson!” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Here Bre,” my mother said to me with a smile. I sat amid the debris of Christmas morning, paper, ribbons, and bows scattered around the family room. We were at my apartment and my daughter was lying on her stomach, playing her new video game thingy, surrounded by more toys than any ten year old girl really needed. My parents had been unusually generous, perhaps feeling guilty they didn’t spend as much time with her as they used too. But they weren’t the only ones. The video game thingy had been a gift from Kari. Julie had bought her several games to go with it. Mike the Hardware Guy had gotten her a compact, but totally functional tool set, along with several wooden “project kits”. Alex had gotten her a chemistry set. Savannah and Kylie gave her two new dresses, and Sara and Alex had given her an exquisite jewelry box that was well beyond what I’d been able to afford. 
 
      
 
    I’d been fortunate too, not that you could tell. I’d pretty much hidden everything away the moment it was unwrapped. There had been several boxes of new clothes from Kari, none of which I could really bring out and show off, since my mother thought I was a personal assistant and not a stripper. Why disillusion her? There were three pairs of new shoes, none of which were appropriate for wearing anywhere other than in a fancy bedroom, laying horizontal on a mattress. Though I admit, I did sort of like the black, leather knee high boots. Even though the heel was a little extreme. There was a box of lotions, oils, and yes - lubricants, which I’d been forced to sort of set aside, lest my mother begin to wonder. 
 
      
 
    But as Christmas was winding down, eggnog in hand, and my favorite Christmas tunes playing in the background, my mother handed me an envelope. The paper was thick and creamy, and my name was scrawled in elegant penmanship on the front. Kari’s handwriting. I tore it open. 
 
      
 
    “Dearest Bre, 
 
      
 
    I have one more present for you today, but you’ll need to pick it up. Please go to the following address at one o’clock. You’ll need about thirty minutes to get there. Your parents have agreed to watch Rachel for me. I know it’s cold outside, so you may wear your coat, but nothing else, except one of the new pairs of shoes I bought you. And now that I think of it, Julie’s gift would be appropriate too. I love you. Thank you for being part of my life. Merry Christmas.” 
 
      
 
    There was a small piece of paper with directions and an address. I glanced up at my mother, who smiled knowingly at me. “Go,” she said. “Kari loves you.” She said it knowingly. Across the way my dad nodded. I stood up, grabbed the boots, and headed back to the bedroom. I didn’t have a lot of time. Of course, I didn't need to get dressed. Quite the opposite in fact. 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later I climbed into my old, silver, Saturn SL sedan, the knee high leather boots feeling smooth and warm against my calves. The car had seen some years, especially since it had been a hand-me-down from Kari from her college days. My heavy winter coat was more than enough to block out the fifty degree weather, even with nothing else between it and my skin. I squirmed slightly, feeling the uncomfortable bulge of Julie's gift, filling up my ass. As for the toy of the day, well… Kari had told me to go without. An unusual occurrence to be sure, but I’d chalked it up to both her and Julie wanting me to be relaxed for my family Christmas. Tough to open presents in front of your daughter and parents when you’re on the verge of cumming. 
 
      
 
    The Saturn coughed as I turned the key. It hadn’t weathered Hurricane Harvey very well, since it had been sitting in Julie’s apartment complex parking lot, which had flooded. It had taken several trips to the repair shop and still sounded like a ninety year old farmer puffing and coughing on a pipe. Water had seeped into the cabin too, and despite multiple washings, a carpet shampoo, and a ton of Febreeze, I really hadn’t been able to get the smell of bayou out. It was sixteen years old, and I’d joked several times that the car was old enough to get a license and drive itself. 
 
      
 
    The engine chumped and chuttered as I used my phone to navigate to the address. My confusion got deeper as I found myself in a pretty nice area of west Houston. I took the frontage road off of I-10, nostalgia and dismay mixing as I traveled the road back toward Katy, my hometown. So much development, so much change! Yet there was familiarity too. Then my phone chirped again, letting me know that I’d arrived at my destination. 
 
      
 
    Except, that couldn’t be right. It was a car dealership. It would be closed on Christmas. I kept going along the road and to my surprise, the gate leading in was open, with a very nice Jeep Grand Cherokee parked haphazardly nearby. The moment I pulled in, a man jumped out of the car and ran over toward me. I rolled down the window, just a little perplexed as he waved at me. 
 
      
 
    “Good afternoon Breanne!” He said brightly, grinning, obviously knowing either my dilapidated car or my face on sight. Might have been the hair too. “Ms. Anders asked me to meet with you. If you’ll just pull up, I’ll close the gate. Then you can follow me.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked, still totally clueless, but I nodded. My coat was closed tightly about me, but I was a little self-conscious about my nudity just beneath. I pressed the tip of my black, knee high boot against the pedal and eased forward as he went behind my Saturn and shut the gate, effectively locking me in. 
 
      
 
    Oh boy. 
 
      
 
    He waved at me and ran back to his Cherokee, climbing in and shutting the door. His car moved and I followed it, down rows of similar vehicles, all brand new. He drove around the main building, and then back into a parking area near several others. He parked in one open spot, leaving a second one for me. I turned off my car as he got out and came over. He opened my car door for me and even offered me a hand. If my strange “flasher” attire phased him, he didn’t say a word. I double checked to make sure all the buttons were still.done up. 
 
      
 
    “You are absolutely going to love this,” he assured me. 
 
      
 
    “Love what?” I asked, totally clueless. Sometimes I’m not the sharpest knife in the drawer. 
 
      
 
    He opened the door of the building and led me in. We walked through a small lobby, through a second set of doors, and out onto what appeared to be an old showroom floor. It was dark, but there were a few cars parked inside. He flipped a switch on the wall, and a single, bright light flashed on, illuminating a single, white, Jeep Wrangler Sport. There was a big red bow on it. 
 
      
 
    “Merry Christmas,” he said, grinning. 
 
      
 
    Then I got it. 
 
      
 
    My mouth dropped open as I stared at the jeep. It was beautiful. It was a soft top, the kind where you could remove the roof and let the wind blow through your hair. The windows were heavily tinted, but the doors were the kind you could remove with a just a pull of the pin. The wheels seemed huge, but the jeep wasn't oversized. Instead it seemed very… me. The car salesman took my elbow and pulled me forward. It was awkward. The boots had high, high heels and they clicked loudly on the tile. I was just too stunned. 
 
      
 
    “By the way, my name is Anthony,” he said as we got closer. “Ms. Anders asked me to be here and make sure the paperwork was handled appropriately.” 
 
      
 
    “Paperwork,” I repeated dumbly. My God. She’d bought me a car. 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “Oh, it’s all paid for of course. Wouldn’t be much of a Christmas present if it weren’t!” We got to the jeep and he patted the hood affectionately. “Last year’s model of course. It was on sale, but Ms. Anders got a good deal on it. It’s got all the features too. Sirius XM radio, the Garmin navigator, the four thirty N radio, with the 6.5 inch touchscreen.” He smiled fondly at the jeep. “Yep. Got it all. Even an Alpine All-Weather premium sound system.” He opened the driver’s door and plucked a blue cardboard folder from the front seat. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got the paperwork here. Again, everything is paid for, so you don’t have to worry about anything. But you do need to sign the title paperwork, and the warranty.” He laid out a few pieces of paper on the hood and plucked a pen from his pocket. He handed it to me and pointed out a few lines where I was supposed to sign. I did it, not even bothering to read. I was just too flummoxed. She bought me a car. A fucking car! 
 
      
 
    Anthony took the paperwork and neatened it, then put it back into the folder. Then he fished out another envelope, as well as a set of keys. He cleared his throat and gave me a slightly uncomfortable look. 
 
      
 
    “Um… Ms. Anders had some other, more specific, instructions,” he said politely, holding up the envelope. I could see it was already open. “Evidently, as part of the gift, you are required to agree to what she called ‘stipulations’. There is a list of them here.” He fished a piece of paper out of the envelope and handed it to me. I took it, noticing only then that my hand was shaking. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly the impact of Kari’s gift seemed more real. I felt better. There was a catch. I knew there would be. I tore my eyes away from my new jeep and looked down at the paper. 
 
      
 
    “Dearest Bre, 
 
      
 
    Know first of all that I love you. You are precious to me in ways I sometimes have trouble articulating. You are more than just a sex object, despite your desire to be treated as such, and my desire to use, abuse, torment, and pleasure you. 
 
      
 
    The jeep is a gift. It is registered in your name. But in respect to the dominatrix who gave it to you, I ask that you abide by the following ‘stipulations’ while driving it. 
 
      
 
    1.    If the weather allows, and you are alone in the vehicle, or with someone who knows you are a fuckslut, you will drive sans clothing, wearing only shoes, bondage gear, and your choice of nIpple clamps. I left a pair I felt suitable. 
 
    2.    If the weather is not appropriate, and you are alone, or again with someone who knows, or can find out about your slutty nature, you at least must drive with your breasts bared and clamped. 
 
    3.    Every oil change or maintenance visit must be accompanied with a blowjob and nipple clamps. 
 
    4.    At every stop light you should edge yourself as close to orgasm as possible in the allotted time, either using your toy of the day, or the new vibrator that I put in your glove box. 
 
    5.    Lastly, once per month at a minimum, you must be thoroughly fucked and spanked, in or on top of, your new jeep. It's your responsibility to make sure this happens. 
 
      
 
    I love you. Enjoy driving. - Kari” 
 
      
 
    I gulped a little and lowered the paper. Anthony gave me an expectant look. “You don’t seem surprised.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Hardly. It all makes sense. She’s using this as another way to torment me. Pleasure and pain.” I took a deep breath. “Anything else?” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a more hopeful look. “She also told me that I shouldn’t give you the keys until the vehicle has been properly ‘baptized’ with your cum. She’d like you to masturbate in it once, before you go.” He grinned. “I’ve been told to watch, in order to verify that you did it.” 
 
      
 
    The silence was palpable, but after a moment I nodded. I could see Anthony wondering if it were all a joke. I wondered how much Kari had paid him to be here, on Christmas Day, with these oddball instructions. I bit my lip and reached out, opening the door to take a look at the interior. The inside was black and beautiful, but something glinted on the steering wheel. Threaded through it, and wrapped once, was a pair of silver clover clamps on a chain. I checked the pads. Filed into ridges. Of course. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and slid into the jeep. It felt good, but it didn’t smell like a new car. It smelled like strawberries and vanilla, no doubt another personalized touch from my dominatrix boss. Those were her favorite scents on me. Kari has always felt that submissive girls should smell and taste like fruit. She wears lavender. I wriggled around slightly. The steel pear, the cap of which was sticking out of my ass, dug in deep and I couldn’t help letting out a small groan. Anthony hurried around the open door. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” He asked in concern. I nodded just sitting there, feeling it all. I glanced over at him. 
 
      
 
    “I guess you’re wondering what kind of a fucked up girl I am,” I said, my cheeks reddening. My right hand went down to my lap, falling on the lowest button of my coat. Anthony blushed too. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I mean…” he fumbled. “There are always…” He shook his head, then shrugged. “Rich people.”   
 
      
 
    I laughed because I knew exactly what he meant. I was surrounded by rich people all the time, most of them clients who had the strangest ideas of what they wanted in their homes. Kari was constantly having to raise an eyebrow at outlandish requests. “I need a wall that looks like a faceted diamond.” Or “Please make the dining room look like something from an African forest.” Then there were the ones ordering me around, using me, taking me, punishing me, making me do things. Granted, it was all consensual, but the weird shit people with more money than brains come up with. Like that one guy who wanted me to take a bubble bath with him - and then brought out kid’s bath markers and drew all over me.  Or how about that one lady, who tried to hire me full time, away from Kari, to be living, naked furniture in her home. That was a strange one. No sex. No BDSM stuff. Just me… as a lamp. Or a table. 
 
      
 
    I moved my hand a second time, leaving the button above my sex unfastened, though the coat was still closed. Anthony didn’t seem to notice, since he was still staring at my face. I looked at the steering wheel where the clover clamps waited and with my free hand, reached up, touching them. Anthony’s gaze followed as I unthreaded them from the wheel, which is why he missed the third button. 
 
      
 
    But he didn’t miss the fourth. He noticed as I brought the clamps up. His eyes widened as I undid the last of the fasteners, then reached down between my legs. “How do I scoot the seat back?” I asked him, bending over. The coat gaped and his eyes widened in astonishment as he caught sight of my pierced and padlocked breasts. He darted forward, his hand grazing my leg, pressing the button on the side of the seat. Electronic. The motor rolled the seat back and I accidentally on purpose made sure the coat opened with every inch, leaving me naked and exposed from the knee up. Then I lifted my right leg and propped one booted foot up on the dash. I held out the clover clamps as an offering. 
 
      
 
    “I probably should be wearing these,” I told the car salesman. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” he whispered. 
 
      
 
    I shook them. “Do you need an engraved invitation? A contract?” I asked sweetly. 
 
      
 
    Anthony swallowed and took the clamps from my hand. “Really?” He asked again, still uncertain. 
 
      
 
    I nodded and cupped my breasts, then had a better idea. I put my left hand down by the side of the seat and found the button that would let me tilt myself back. In seconds I was almost lying down. 
 
      
 
    “Behind the piercings please,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    He moved close, pinching open the clover clamp, and as he bored in on my left nipple, I reached out and put my hand on the bulge at the front of his pants. He jumped slightly, surprised, but then grinned as I began rubbing and stroking him. Then the clamp closed tightly on my nipple and I hissed, a pained look crossing my face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry! Does it hurt?” He asked worriedly, reaching up to it. I grabbed his hand. 
 
      
 
    “It does,” I panted. “But it’s supposed to,” I told him. “Do the other nipple now.” 
 
      
 
    “But if it hurts…” he stammered. 
 
      
 
    I looked him in the eye. “I’m Breanne Erickson. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. That means the pain turns me on. It’s why Kari wants me to get a spanking.” 
 
      
 
    Anthony licked his lips. “Really?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Really.” 
 
      
 
    He grabbed the other clamp, the chain between them light but strong, and clamped my other breast. Acute discomfort shot through my bosom and I moaned, then slid my hand down between my legs. I was empty, and now I regretted it. I’d wondered why I was spared from following NHPS Rule number one and maybe I was wrong about why they’d spared me. Maybe it was to make it possible for something to happen. Maybe it was for this. 
 
      
 
    “You know, why stop at just a masturbation?” I told Anthony, slipping my fingers through my slit. My petals were already wet and the circumstances were arousing me into full throttle anyway. I moaned loudly, teasing myself. “I think I need some cock.” 
 
      
 
    He blinked, his eyes still glued to my sex. “Oh yes,” he agreed. “Absolutely!” 
 
      
 
    “Know what I think would be a better way to christen this car?” I asked, my voice getting deeper, rougher, more sultry. 
 
      
 
    Anthony grinned. He’d read Kari’s letter too. “To get thoroughly spanked and fucked in it?” 
 
      
 
    I pulled my hand out from between my legs, sat up, and brought my foot down. I rotated out of the seat, shrugging out of the coat. I slid out of the jeep naked and clamped, my ass stuffed with the spread, steel pear, and I violated Anthony’s personal space, my hand on his cock, rubbing him through his trousers. 
 
      
 
    “On it,” I whispered, jerking my head toward the hood. “But first,” I said roughly. “I want your cock in my mouth.” Anthony groaned as I yanked my coat out of the jeep, dumped it on the floor, and went to my knees. I rotated him around until he was leaning against the left front wheel and hood and in seconds his cock was out, hard and supple, all at the same time. I loved the texture of his skin, the feel of his shaft, the heat of his need, and I took it all in my mouth with soft wetness. I bobbed my head, licked him in circles, and worked his trousers and boxers down lower so I could get to his scrotum. I used both hands and if ever a porn starlet did a job better than the one I did, I’ve not seen it. Except I stopped before the glorious ending. 
 
      
 
    Anthony was panting, hard and trembling, and I stood up, tugging him forward with one hand as I moved to the front of the jeep. It brought back memories of me stripping in front of my dad’s Ford F-150 on the farm to market road by our old ranch home. Of being humiliated in Kari’s convertible, legs spread, breasts bared, as truckers leered down at me. Of the time I was tied open, completely naked, in the bed of Mike’s pickup, covered in clothespins. Or the ride in that one limousine, where I stood naked, my top half up through the open sun roof, while the girls tormented me below. 
 
      
 
    “Turn my ass red,” I said softly. “Then fuck me hard.” 
 
      
 
    Anthony nodded, just a bit unsure, but as I bent over and braced myself, he slapped my bottom with enough strength to leave a little sting. I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Oh god, yes!” I said. “Harder!” 
 
      
 
    He spanked me harder. I wriggled my cute little ass, practically kissing the hood of the jeep, and let Anthony put maybe a dozen more spanks on my derriere. It wasn’t enough to bring me to tears, or even put real heat in me, but I wanted him to fuck me. 
 
      
 
    “Now. Please!” I begged, probably way sooner than Kari would have approved of. “Fuck me hard!” 
 
      
 
    Anthony didn’t waste time. He kicked off his shoes, pants, and boxers, and even without me touching him, slid his still rock hard dick into my dripping cunt like a fuel pump going into the gas tank aperture. I gasped, thrilled, as he took my hips and began driving himself in with abandon. I bounced on the hood of the jeep, my breasts pressed to it, the rattle of the steel clamps on my nipples loud. 
 
      
 
    I felt him shudder, then gasp, and I realized that he was about to cum. I pulled away from him and squatted down in front of my new car, grabbing his cock, getting on my knees, and pumped him the last few inches until a stream of white jism shot out of his hose, splattered me across the face, into my open, waiting mouth, and dripped down my chin onto my bare breasts. Anthony let out a quiet groan as I took it. Then I sucked on him hard, drawing every last bit of cream from him until he softened in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    When he was done, he pulled out, despite my every intent to continue pleasuring him into another erection. I still hadn’t cum. I wiped my face and ended up with a handful of his spunk. I looked down at my hand, then turned and smeared it across the hood of the car. He looked shocked. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” He asked incredulously. “Don’t do that.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “It’s just cum. And this car is going to get bathed in it,” I said quietly. I glanced at my reflection in the window. My tits were pretty well sluiced too. I sighed. How appropriate. I grabbed my coat, threw it into the jeep and climbed in. I couldn’t wear it. Not like this. I needed a fucking shower, or at least time to let the spunk dry. Thank God the seats were vinyl. Kari knew me so well. Anthony finished getting dressed as I leaned over and opened the glove box. Inside was a brand new vibrator - white, to match the jeep. I raised the seat so I could sit upright, propped my right foot up on the dash, and brought the shaking tip of the toy to my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” Anthony asked, coming around the door. “Wait? You didn’t cum?” 
 
      
 
    I let out a soft groan, my hips rolling. “No,” I said softly. “Besides, you said I had to masturbate in it,” I told him. Then, unwilling to wait, I pushed the phallus into me. It felt amazing. Anthony suddenly pulled out his phone. 
 
      
 
    “Can I take a picture?” He asked me softly. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, then nodded. “Yes. But only for you.” He stepped back as I posed and snapped the shot. I pumped the vibrator in and out and a few minutes later shuddered in sweet, sexual glory. A spray of girl goo came from my sex and soaked the seat and splattered the floor mat. I turned off the vibrator, but left it in, sighing in satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    Anthony smiled and before I knew it, he was dangling the keys in front of my nose. I took them, my hand wet. There was a key tag on it, a custom one, and on it, I saw Kari’s “Car Rules.” 
 
      
 
    
    	 Drive naked if it’s warm. 
 
    	 Drive bare breasted if it’s cold. 
 
    	 Wear the clamps. 
 
    	 Blowjob and clamps every maintenance visit. 
 
    	 Edge at every stoplight. 
 
    	 Once per month get fucked and spanked in or on top. 
 
   
 
      
 
    No way to forget them. I sighed, imagining my daughter reading the keychain. Great. Wonderful conversation that will be. I took them from Anthony. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” I said wryly. I stuck the key into the ignition and Anthony walked me through the startup. He had me unroll the window, adjust my mirrors, and then even showed me all the controls. 
 
      
 
    “Salute!” I said with a giggle as I made the windshield wipers swish back and forth once. 
 
      
 
    Anthony sighed. “I think you’re ready.” He shook his head. “This has been the most amazing car sale I’ve ever made.” Then he bit his lip. “You’re really going to drive like that?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged and looked at him. “It’s in the rules. She’ll punish me if I’m not following them.” 
 
      
 
    He winced. “Bad?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “No. I like it. In fact, I imagine I’ll break those ‘car rules’ of hers often enough.” I winked. “It will give her a good reason to punish me.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “Good.” Then he stuck out his hand, obviously wanting to shake. I did. 
 
      
 
    “Oh!” I exclaimed. “What about my Saturn?” I grabbed my coat and got my old keys out. 
 
      
 
    “Leave it here for today. You can come by tomorrow and pick it up.” Then he grinned. “Or you can give me the key and I’ll bring it to you.” 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. “Yeah? And what will that cost me?” I asked with a sensuous, teasing smile. “Another spanking and a tryst on the hood?” 
 
      
 
    This time he laughed. “You are utterly amazing, Breanne Erickson. I wish more women were like you.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged, my bare breasts dangling like ripe fruit in front of his eyes. My nipples were only an inch or two from the steering wheel. “Then I wouldn’t be as special,” I replied. Then I unclipped one of the clover clamps. He stared, curious, as I threaded it through the steering wheel, looping the chain twice. 
 
      
 
    “Um...” he observed. “When you turn the wheel...” he pointed out, making pulling gestures and pointing at my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “Exactly,” I said. I pulled the key to my Saturn off the ring and handed it to him. 
 
      
 
    He pulled a business card out of his pocket and held it out. “Call me when you’d like me to bring over the car.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you need my address?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s on the paperwork,” he assured me. Then he tapped the hood. “Be careful,” he said softly, with admiration. “The world needs people like you.” 
 
      
 
    I put a hand on his cheek. He stepped back and I rolled up the window. I was encapsulated, warm, stuffed, wet, and very happy. He walked to the far wall, pressed a button, and a large garage door opened. I turned the key and the engine hummed perfectly. Then I put my new jeep into gear and drove. 
 
      
 
    I took the long way. There were fourteen traffic lights and I edged at each one. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Forty minutes later I parked the new jeep in front of a beautiful condo. I was mad with sexual need, my pussy was brimming with sensation, and the vinyl seat was wet. I pulled the vibrator out and turned it off, then quickly sucked it clean before tossing it into the center console box. Then I unclipped my breasts from the steering wheel. Two, dark, imprints were crushed into the sides of each areola and I groaned as the blood rushed back into the tips of my breasts. I grabbed my coat, but didn’t put it on. Then I jumped from my new jeep, hurried up to the front door, my coat clutched to my front, with my naked, pear plugged ass wiggling behind me. I knocked hard and fast, shivering in the cold, and the door opened a moment later with Kari standing there. Her eyes widened and she grabbed me. 
 
      
 
    “Get in here before you freeze! Imbecile.” 
 
      
 
    She wrapped her arms around me, warming me up as I let the coat fall, bearing my breasts and sex to her. For a long moment she held me, but then pulled back enough to see my face. Tears streamed down my cheeks and she frowned. “Hey! Don’t cry!” Kari admonished me. “I’ll have to punish you!” She joked. 
 
      
 
    My lower lip quivered. “You are…” I tried to say, now crying for real. “The most amazing…” but that was about as far as I could go. Kari hugged me again. I shuddered against her, the scent of her intoxicating. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, you are precious to me,” I heard her whisper into my ear. “You are a light in my life. Don’t ever leave.” Then she tipped my chin up and she kissed me passionately. It left me breathless and light headed. Then her hand came up between my legs, finding me wet, open, and wanting. 
 
      
 
    “Was Anthony not enough?” She asked with a chuckle, her finger slipping into my depths, swirling and teasing, leaving me trembling, and not from the cold. I shook my head, spreading my legs wider as I put my hands back behind my head, pushing my breasts forward. 
 
      
 
    “He isn’t you,” I said softly. “Thank you Kari, for everything. You let me be me.” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “Letting you be you, allows me be me.” She pulled her finger out of my slit and stuck it in her mouth, humming. “Now, let’s go get you stretched out, tied up, and begging for release.” She put a soft kiss on my cheek. “And then I’ll whip that cute little pussy of yours.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes please,” I moaned. She pushed me toward the hall and I hurried forward, expectantly, wantonly, happily. Even merrily. 
 
      
 
    Merry Christmas. 
 
     



  
 

 [bookmark: _luetpmx2328g]I Need You 
 
      
 
    “Breanne! I need you!”  
 
      
 
    My head snapped up from my computer at her words. It wasn’t a cry for help. No, the tone wasn’t right. It sounded relaxed, as if Kari merely needed me to render judgement on her latest design, or comment on the color of a particular textile. It didn’t sound sexual either. There was no lust or seduction in her plea, merely a simple command. 
 
      
 
    I need you.  
 
      
 
    Carefully I stood up. This was partly because I’d been hunched behind my open laptop computer in a desperate, but ultimately useless attempt to conceal my attire from anyone walking through the building’s atrium. My desk was positioned in the small lobby of Kari’s interior design firm, just a few short feet from her office door, but in full view of the building’s central core. A glass wall separated me from the other denizens of the office complex and I’d become something of a well known commodity at the building; the personal assistant who looked and dressed like the star of Secretary Sluts III.  
 
      
 
    Kari had bought the latest outfit, a gauze mesh blouse that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. My bare breasts were completely visible through the material, leaving only a black haze to mute the whiteness of my skin, or the dark pink tips of my breasts. If you looked closely enough, you could see the fading welts of a caning I’d received a week before.  
 
      
 
    The skirt wasn’t much better. Kari had eschewed the tight, Spandex like minis she usually liked to dress me in, and instead had purchased a black, pleated number that barely covered my ass while standing and did nothing of the sort while sitting. This left me in quite the state since the front of my desk lacked a solid partition to keep passersby from getting a glimpse of my thighs. And since Kari’s de facto rule was that I should never let my knees touch, my only remedy was keeping my stuffed slit in shadow. 
 
      
 
    And stuffed it was, which was why I rose carefully.  
 
      
 
    The feel of the well-oiled, rubber dildo almost made me swoon, but that’s the kind of girl I am. Thick, nine inches long, and buried deep in my sex, the “toy of the day” neither vibrated or corkscrewed, instead spurring me toward desires of bouncing delight. Constantly wet and wanting, do you have any idea what it’s like, sitting there at a desk, knowing that people are walking by to see your body, your sexual antics, all while you’re torn between the desire to run and hide and to give in and just bounce your way to orgasm? 
 
      
 
    It’s torture. 
 
      
 
    My knees touched as I stood, wrapping one arm across my bosom. There was no help for it. The dildo would have slid out, falling wetly to the carpeted floor. I blushed, just thinking about such a thing. The atrium was empty, but the thought of being seen mortified me. With small steps, I waddled down the hall, my feet encased in six inch stilettos, and looked into Kari’s office. 
 
      
 
    It was empty. 
 
      
 
    The dildo seemed to move inside me, wriggling as I took a few more steps and glanced into the kitchenette. The coffee machine was quiet and my boss was nowhere to be found. I looked to my left, into her art room. Her drawing desk was empty, her pens and papers and texture books all set in place, ordered and quiet. I gulped. There were just two more doors; the conference room and the punishment closet. A fifty - fifty chance. Not that it made a difference. Kari could punish me in either room.  
 
      
 
    She had done it before.  
 
      
 
    With more hesitation, wondering if I were about to be forced onto the kneeler, a thick angled rod pressing up into my pussy, strapped down so she could beat out her frustrations on my breasts, bottom, and feet, I caught the scent of cinnamon. I love the flavor, the taste of cinnamon and I followed it to the conference room, where Kari stood, waiting patiently. 
 
      
 
    She was blonde, tall, gorgeous, and queenly. Her very poise screamed confidence and her sparkling blue eyes took me in, burrowing into my soul, exposing once more, the dark secret inside me. I am a masochist, a sexual hedonist, a quivering soul whose body is addicted to the rush of orgasm, to the chemical imbalance of arousal. I’m damaged psychologically, both hating and loving the inflicted torments, the sexual abuses, the constant forced cumming. Each climax, in my mind, is a game, enhanced by the humiliation, the discomfort, the baudry usage of my body. And I am Kari’s toy.  
 
      
 
    Dressed in scarlet, she stood next to the mahogany table of the conference room, the leather chairs along the near side pushed away toward the wall. My eyes darted to a flicker of light, an open flame, the source of the cinnamon musk. It was a thick pillar candle and I smelled the flavor of candied red hots.  
 
      
 
    “You needed me?” I asked meekly. 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded, businesslike and brisk. “Yes please,” she said, gesturing me closer. “Come here.” 
 
      
 
    I waddled over, my pussy quivering around the rubber shaft. God… I wanted to sit down and masturbate. Or better yet, beg her to do it to me. 
 
      
 
    “Stand here,” she said, pointing right near the edge of the table. I did, looking at her expectantly. What did she need me for? She lifted a hand and set it on my chest, between my breasts, and pushed. 
 
      
 
    I had nowhere to go, my ass the fulcrum. I tipped back with a gasp, falling backward as I was forced up onto the mahogany surface. I felt the smooth wood against the back of my legs and then she was pushing me across the table, centering me. I shot a glance at the candle, worried about catching the gauze of my blouse on fire, but it was far enough away. Kari was watching out for me. 
 
      
 
    “Um... “ I stammered as her hands came up to my throat. Her long fingers, tipped with blue sparkling nails, found the first button of the shirt and unfastened it. “So… um… what did you need me for?” I asked, excited and terrified. Was she going to use me? Was I going to get to cum at last? My body quivered with tension, my pussy throttling the dildo. It threatened to slip out and I squeezed my thighs even tighter together. 
 
      
 
    Kari worked her way down my torso in silence, unbuttoning my shirt and baring my already visible breasts. She smiled as she parted the blouse and cupped my bosom. Her fingers tweaked my pierced nipples, playing with the gold rings and even the small, charm-sized padlock that dangled down from the right breast. I moaned with pleasure, shaking with need. Oh yes. Oh god yes! 
 
      
 
    For several long seconds I wondered what she’d do next. Would she bring her mouth down upon my flesh, leaving hot, wet kisses? Would she slip her hand between my legs, prying my thighs open to take the dildo in hand, thrusting it in and with slow, torturous thrusts? Would she tease my clit with her nail until I cried out, squirming in desperation? 
 
      
 
    She picked up the candle. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t expecting it. Under normal circumstances, Kari would have oiled my skin before allowing the hot wax to fall. It adds resiliency to the flesh, and makes removal easy. And red wax, especially scented, is not a good choice for sexual play. The crimson colored dye changes the melting temperature, raising it so that in order to liquify, the paraffin must be hot, hotter than any other color. Add in the cinnamon scent? You could literally burn someone. 
 
      
 
    She held the candle several feet above me and my eyes widened. I gasped in alarm as she tipped it, and a splash of scorching fury fell from the burning candle down to my right breast. Her aim, as in all things, was perfect, striking the very center of my nipple, coating the raised tip perfectly. Lines of melt splashed outward, radiating down the slopes. I let out a choked scream, the pain of it rushing through my chest, the heat of it searing my soul. My pussy tightened around the rubber dildo, trying to crush it. My fingers balled into fists and all I could do was fight the urge to roll away, to curl up. My chest heaved, ragged breaths fighting to escape my lungs, and one, then two, then three hot spots struck my sternum. I opened my eyes, not even realizing that I’d closed them, just in time to see her pour again, this time aiming for my left breast. I flinched, and the splash of paraffin struck the upper slope of my bosom, runs circling down around the underside as I whimpered in agony. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my. That was disappointing,” she said mechanically. “Hold still.”  
 
      
 
    She moved the candle and tipped it again. This time I froze and felt the smoldering heat engulf my nipple. My teeth clenched tightly as I screeched, eyes shut, tears streaming from the corner of my eyes. In my head, alarm klaxons were screaming and I braced myself for more. More pain. More torment. And maybe, if I was lucky, an orgasm. 
 
      
 
    But that was all. Kari put down the candle. As I panted and struggled to hold still, she took hold of my shirt and brought it together, over my wax doused bosom. With my skin unoiled, the paraffin clung, hot and heavy, darkening my areolas, hardening around my raised nipples. She buttoned the shirt back up, carefully. I looked down. My breathing was insufficient to crack the melts, the wax coating, and the color only intensified and emphasized my nudity beneath the shirt. I whimpered, appalled at the garishness of her decor. How could I hide myself now? Every eye would be drawn toward the scarlet spots that adorned my bosom. 
 
      
 
    Kari straightened up, a smirk on her face. She nodded in satisfaction. “There. I needed that,” she said simply, as if I were some project completed. I lay there, twitching, the dildo inside me still torturing me with need. 
 
      
 
    “Kari?” I whispered. “Can I please cum? Please?” Our eyes met and she saw my need. 
 
      
 
    She paused deliciously, tormenting me with just the illusion of her indecision. It was her needs that had to be satisfied. Her needs that must be met. Her needs that required fulfillment. “Maybe,” she replied with a shrug of her shoulders. “After we go to lunch. And only if you keep your hands down at your sides.” She smiled. “I want people to see your waxing.” 
 
      
 
    I trembled, closing my eyes. A knot in my stomach came from nowhere as I imagined me paraded in public, my tits in full view, under the shirt, the wax drawing stares. I bit my lip. Oh god, I didn’t want that! I didn’t want to be humiliated like that! Why? Why did she want to do this to me? Then she leaned over me, her mouth kissing me wetly, and I felt her hand between my legs. I gasped and stiffened as she grabbed hold of the dildo, drawing it halfway out of my pussy as I hurriedly spread my legs. 
 
      
 
    “Would you be willing to spread yourself open for me?” She asked cruelly, even as she teased me. “Even knowing that I still had that candle? Knowing where I was going to drip the hot wax next?” She asked, drawing the dildo almost out of me once more. I groaned, nodding mindlessly, lust and heat flowing through me. And I even spread my legs, wide, then wider. I wanted it. With excruciating slowness, she pushed the dildo  back in. “Good,” she whispered, her tongue dancing along my lips. “I like your willingness to suffer for me.” 
 
      
 
    Then she let the dildo go, straightened up, looking down at me with loving, vicious eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Afterall, I might need you again.” 
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _ai5lvqncq28g]A Drive to Torment 
 
    The scent of spring filled my nose as I walked across the wet pavement back to my new jeep. A late afternoon shower had drenched the west side, leaving a clean, earthy scent to Houston, washing away the sour odors of car exhaust and baking asphalt. My flip-flops smacked against the bottoms of my bare feet and I climbed up into my car with a satisfied sigh. A gift from Kari, the Wrangler was everything I could have ever dreamed of, so I sat there, just marveling at my good fortune. 
 
      
 
    So of course, that's when my phone rang. 
 
      
 
    I tugged the device out of back pocket and glanced at the screen. Julie. I sighed again, this time in exasperation. I swiped my finger across the screen, lifted it to my ear, and said, “Hello?” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, princess! What's up?” 
 
      
 
    I paused for a moment, already glancing around the parking lot of my parents’ assisted living complex. No one was around, which was a damned good thing. “Are you being figurative or literal?” I asked in a hawkish tone. 
 
      
 
    “Well, considering you're supposed to be here right now...” she complained. 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “Sorry. I got detained. Mom wanted to chitchat when I dropped off Rachel.” 
 
      
 
    Julie grunted into the phone. “Literal then,” she said with a chuckle. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “Vibroballs,” I said honestly, thinking about the two plastic spheres that were currently nestled in the wet crevasse between my thighs. They were off of course. I’m not crazy. But Julie didn’t really need to know that. 
 
      
 
    I could practically hear her eyes roll. “You aren't even in your jeep yet?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I was just getting in when you called!” I shut the door and dumped my purse onto the seat beside me, getting out the key in the process. Still, I could hear her exasperation. 
 
      
 
    “Well, you know the rules. Get started. I want to hear it.” The undercurrent of excitement in her voice was palpable. I made my “Kermit the Frog” frown, but I knew better than to object. Instead, I reached down and with a flick of my fingers, unsnapped the button of my shorts. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, come on!” Urged Julie. “I want to hear the moan when it goes in.” 
 
      
 
    I unzipped the fly, revealing a pair of pink, bikini style panties. “Okay, okay. I'm working on it. Jeeze. Okay?” 
 
      
 
    Julie hummed warmly as I wriggled my hips, working both the denim shorts and the panties down. I felt the vinyl covering of the seat on my bare bottom and finished pushing my shorts over my knees. I kicked off the flip-flop on my right foot and pulled it free, leaving my shorts and panties wrapped around my left ankle. That was a calculated measure of course. What if a cop pulled me over or something? 
 
      
 
    “Are you naked yet or not?” Demanded Julie impatiently. 
 
      
 
    I let out a frustrated grunt. “No. Not yet! I'm doing this sitting down, in a confined space!” 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, naked means naked. And you better not have your pants wrapped around an ankle so you can get into them quickly.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. How the fuck… I checked my phone just to make sure I wasn't accidentally snapchatting or something, but no… she was just being astute. Or I was predictable. I pulled my left foot out of the shorts, muttering under my breath. Then I glanced around. I had parked in a lonely section of the parking lot for just this reason. I dropped the phone and tugged my shirt over my head, a wave of goosebumps going up both arms and straight to both pierced nipples. My areolas tightened, and not from cold, but from risk, the threat of discovery, of being seen. I inadvertently whimpered as I brought the phone back up to my ear. 
 
      
 
    “If that was the sound of it sliding in, I'm seriously disappointed,” Julie was saying. 
 
      
 
    I gulped. “No. I just took off my shirt. That's all.” 
 
      
 
    There was a long pause. “Oh. You weren't kidding when you said you'd just gotten in the car, were you?” 
 
      
 
    “I was not,” I said firmly. 
 
      
 
    “Well, fuck. You really are late, aren't you?” 
 
      
 
    Before I had a chance to respond, she plowed right over my protestations. “Clamps then please. I want to hear you gasp when they bite down.” 
 
      
 
    “Julie! We agreed I wouldn't have to wear the clamps!” I spluttered. It had been too distracting and I'd almost ended up in both a ditch and intensive care when I’d been forced to spin the wheel on a drive a few weeks before. 
 
      
 
    “Pfffff,” Julie said, practically blowing a raspberry. “It's punishment for being late. Drive carefully.” 
 
      
 
    I made a face that would have resulted in an immediate spanking, or worse, had Julie been standing in front of me. Still, I knew there wasn't a choice. I flipped open the console compartment and pushed my fingers past the thick, white vibrator sitting near the bottom. Underneath it was a chain and I pulled it out, the heavy clover clamps rattling against plastic. 
 
      
 
    I put down the phone, setting it on hands free, and pinched open the first, steel maw. The grips were smooth, meaning that there was at least a chance of them slipping off under duress. But as I positioned the first one behind the gold hoop piercing of my left nipple, I also knew that the additional hardware would probably prevent it. My overactive imagination pictured me lying naked in an emergency room, doctors looking down at my injuries perplexed. 
 
      
 
    “You said she was in a car accident? How did her nipples get ripped off?” 
 
      
 
    The sound I made as the first clamp tightened down on my breast must have pleased Julie. “Good. Now the other tit,” she said with encouragement. I grimaced and clenched my teeth. The other clover clamp came up, nudged aside the small, gold padlock that hung from my right nipple, and I gasped as it bit down hard. 
 
      
 
    “You remembered to string it through the steering wheel, right?” Julie asked. 
 
      
 
    Fuck! I swore out loud too and my mistress let out a peal of sadistic laughter. I quickly unclipped the pincer on my right breast and threaded it through the steering wheel of the jeep. I ignored the flashes of pain radiating up from the tip of my other breast and repositioned the clover clamp over my right nipple and let it close. 
 
      
 
    “Shit,” I hissed, more theatrically than in true pain. Julie wanted to hear me, so why not give her what she wanted? 
 
      
 
    “I love the sound of you hurting,” she said. “But now I want to hear the sound of you wanting. Put it in. On high” 
 
      
 
    I choked back the groan I felt threatening to emerge from my throat and instead jammed my hand back into the console compartment. This time my fingers encircled the thick, ivory colored rod and pulled it out. The tapered end beckoned and I set it against my leg. Then with a desperate whimper, I slipped my hand between my thighs, finding the warm, wet, slippery folds of my sex. 
 
      
 
    It was the sound Julie had been waiting for. “That's it. I figure that's the sound of you pulling out the vibroballs. They're off, aren't they? Just a heavyweight inside that tight, little pussy of yours.” She let out a wanton hum, her growl of desire matching the fluttering movements of my fingers as I snagged the two connected beads and pulled them from the depths of my own sex. I realized I was panting and I dumped the two spheres in the plastic tumbler I'd permanently positioned in one of the many cup holders. It wasn't the first time, or even the fiftieth, that cup had been subjected to my slick, used toys. 
 
      
 
    “I'm putting it in,” I said roughly, picking up the silent vibrator and twisting the base. It rumbled to life, intense and strong. 
 
      
 
    “Yes!” Julie cheered. “And remember no cumming. And you have to turn it back on at every stop light.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll… remember…” I moaned, pressing the tip against my tingling clitoris. For one moment I was lost in the sensation, the pinching of my nipples fading into a swirl of need. My pussy gushed with fresh moisture and I took advantage of the tide to slip the full length of the vibrator deep. I groaned now, pumping the plastic cock in and out, my toes curling. I leaned back, the chain connecting the aching tips of my breasts to the steering wheel pulled taut. Screw being seen, this felt too good. My toes curled and a wave of utter bliss made me shudder. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! No cumming,” warned Julie. “Shut it off.” 
 
      
 
    I moaned again, my wrist moving with rhythmic thrusts. 
 
      
 
    “Princess?” 
 
      
 
    My breathing picked up and I let out another whimper. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne?” 
 
      
 
    I could feel the orgasm approaching. Just a few more thrusts. Oh god yes! I so fucking needed to… 
 
      
 
    “Yo! Fuck slut!” Julie screamed through the phone angrily. “Turn the vibrator off!” 
 
      
 
    I jerked myself upright, which sent a searing blast of hurt down through my tits as the clover clamps tugged hard on my bosom. My fingers scrambled at the base of the vibrator and managed to end the violent oscillations threatening my sexual equilibrium. I let out a shuddering breath, fully aware of just how close that was. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm,” she muttered. “I think maybe the vibe on low, instead of high, at stop lights might be appropriate. And you better not cum.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a slightly hysterical laugh at the thought. “Yeah? And how are you going to punish me? Whip me between the legs? More orgasm?” 
 
      
 
    There was a stone cold silence. “No,” Julie said darkly. “I will take you out and demonstrate for a crowd, just how accepting your ass is.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Holy shit. Not good. “No orgasms. Got it,” I whispered. I hate things going up my ass. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now get your unstuffed bottom over here as quickly as you can.” She hung up without waiting for an answer. 
 
      
 
    I sat there for another minute, naked, humiliated, breathless and hurting. Underneath it all was the hungry need, the overwhelming desire, the wet, swirling temptation. I took a deep breath and let it out explosively. She'd know. She always knew. So instead I started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot, plotting the most direct route… 
 
      
 
    …with traffic lights. 
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _xkjppzut063r]A Drive to Torment - Part Two 
 
      
 
    I pulled up to the single story bungalow just a few minutes after the street lights came on and put my jeep into park. It had been a long drive, or maybe it just seemed that way, but I'd managed to find a number of lingering, vibrating stops that had left me both trembling and dripping. Each one had been a breathless, stressful challenge as I’d taken the vibrator out of the cup, pressed it to my clit, and edged myself with one foot on the brake. The stimulation I’d inflicted upon my body threatened to push me over the edge and only the fear of being hauled out and about on the town by Julie, in order for her to demonstrate the largest anal plug I could take in front of a crowd, had kept me from blowing a gasket and cumming all over my Jeep. Now, in front of the house, I breathed a sigh of relief as I pulled the white vibrator out from between my wanton little mouth for the last time, at least on this drive. I dumped it into the cup as I swapped out my vibroballs for the phallus. 
 
      
 
    Putting in the vibroballs was physically easy, but sexually difficult. My body loved the sensation of the two rounded spheres once more sinking into the hot pink pit of ecstasy between my thighs. I picked up my shorts, feeling the weight of the controller in the pocket, but opted not to turn the two little spheres on. I wasn’t sure I’d make it up the walk and cumming on Julie’s toes the second I stepped into the house wasn’t the sort of oppositional statement I wanted to make. So I sat there breathing for a minute, arguing with my libido, which definitely wanted me to take the more daring route. Full speed ahead! And damn the consequences! 
 
      
 
    The argument left me trembling for just a moment, leaving me time to consider the twenty feet of open walkway between the side of the road and the door. The idea of humiliating myself with a slut’s walk of shame, padding nude from street to welcome mat lost its appeal. I ignored the pulsing throb from my pussy, which seemed to think going naked was brilliant, and instead looked down at my breasts. Both nipples were dark red, the points compressed between the silver jaws of the clover clamps. I reached up, realizing that I could have removed them the moment I parked, and hissed as I released my poor, abused nipples from the steering wheel. I didn’t bother putting them away, figuring any passersby could look in and just wonder about the vibrator in the cup, and the clamps dangling from the steering wheel. It would shock them. They’d have thoughts. Jeeze… I need an @breannenhps bumper sticker to advertise! 
 
      
 
    I jammed my bare feet back into my shorts and panties. The tee shirt came down, covering my delicate and still hurting areolas and I wriggled, pulling my shorts up as I resisted the fresh waves of pleasure as the vibroballs, motors silent, moved with my hips. When I was dressed, I put my flip-flops back on, climbed out of my jeep, and looked up at the house of Mike the Hardware Guy. The residence itself was well maintained, which figures for a guy who manages a hardware store. It had been freshly painted and some new landscaping had been added, which I had to admit did improve the curb appeal. 
 
      
 
    Mike's truck wasn't in view, but that meant little, since he usually parked in the back. But right in front of my jeep was Julie's car. I walked past the red coupe and casually touched the hood. Cool. She’d been here all day. But that didn’t surprise me. I walked up at a leisurely pace, rang the bell, and stuck my hands in the pockets of my jean shorts. 
 
      
 
    It took a minute, but then I heard the snap of the locks. The woman who answered the door was stick thin, practically anorexic, and glared at me with hungry eyes. Her dark, chocolate-colored hair bobbed in curls along her bare shoulders and she placed both hands on her exposed hips, giving me a look both exciting and furious. 
 
      
 
    “Why the fucking hell are you wearing more clothing than me?” Julie demanded with a mock fury. The corners of her mouth were curling up and I could see that she was pleased. I admit to being taken somewhat aback. Julie was attractively, gloriously, naked. I stared at her. I mean sure, it was great to see her like this. I loved the woman. But naked? Why the hell was she hanging around Mike’s place naked? 
 
      
 
    “Damn,” I said with sincere appreciation for her courage. “Were you expecting the pizza guy or something?” 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned in reply. “Do you want to strip here on the doorstep and have to put your clothes back in the jeep? Or shut your mouth and do it inside?” 
 
      
 
    I flashed her a big smile. “Inside is fine. It’s not like I care how you answer the door.” 
 
      
 
    Julie stepped back and I crossed the threshold of her home. 
 
      
 
    Her home. 
 
      
 
    When someone moves in, or out of, a new place a number of changes happen. When I got my new apartment after Rachel and I moved out of my parents’ place, I wanted some particular art. Mike’s place was a bit different. He was a widower and his wife had died several years before I’d even met him. Mike had converted the master bedroom into a workshop, complete with a door into the garage. The front bedroom became his sleeping space and the plants in the house withered, died, and got tossed. Now there was greenery again. Fresh art. Even a few pieces of new furniture. Some of Julie’s stuff. The two of them were living together and the fusion was both happy and bizarre. I'd heard that Mike had even gone to remove the picture of his deceased spouse, only for Julie to stop him, saying that she would always have a place near his heart. 
 
      
 
    Some changes are good for the soul. And sometimes things should stay the same.  
 
      
 
    I shut the door behind me and turned to see Julie tapping her bare foot on the tile. Her toe nails were painted this dark shade of purple that faded into black and there were literally white dots, meant to be stars, splattering them. Her arms were crossed over her depressingly flat chest and she looked cross. 
 
      
 
    “Why aren't you naked?” She demanded. “It's almost dark, the porch light is off, and it's twenty feet between here and your jeep.” It was an accusation. I looked at her frowning. 
 
      
 
    “Because kids live in this neighborhood?” I retorted. I grabbed my shirt and pulled it up over my head, baring my breasts. “There. See?” I tossed the shirt aside and pushed down my shorts and panties, letting them fall to my ankles. The controller to the vibroballs clicked as the bottoms hit the tile. “Naked.” I stepped out of my shorts and panties, leaving my flip-flops under them. Then I struck a pose, which might have been just a little over the top. 
 
      
 
    Little Miss Grumpy Pants didn't seem to like that. She stared at me for a moment, then nodded. “Hands behind your head.” 
 
      
 
    I grimaced, giving her a dark stare. I knew what was coming. With a sigh of acceptance I braced myself, widening my stance as I wove my fingers together at the nape of my neck. Julie's eyes were on my breasts and she closed the distance between us with just two steps. I watched as both her hands came up and prepared myself for the vicious, double spank. Aimed at my boobs. 
 
      
 
    Instead, she grabbed me, cupping both breasts, and brought her hot mouth down on my left nipple, sucking the tip and the piercing into her mouth. Pleasure shot through me, especially since two minutes before that nipple had been pinched tightly in a clover clamp. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh wow. 
 
      
 
    As she suckled me, her left hand tweaked my right nipple, then slid teasingly down my side, tickling that little spot where the leg and torso meet, only to slip between my legs. Her knuckles tightened around my clit and for a breathless second I fought the urge to drag her to the ground and sit on her face. Or beg her to fuck me. Or whip me between the legs. Anything. The veneer of calm I’d displayed was just that - a veneer - and beneath the sweet, redheaded exterior of snarky tease was a dripping fuck slut begging to be abused. I quivered as her fingers dug in, tapping the vibroballs in their little love nest. Tension built, the same tension I'd narrowly avoided on the drive. Shit. Was I about to cum? 
 
      
 
    “Julie!” I gasped. “Please! Can I cum?” My hips wriggled on either side of her hand. 
 
      
 
    She lifted her mouth from the slope of my breast, leaving the tip moist and supple. “So you were good,” she replied. “You're still on edge.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. Her fingers were curling inside me! She watched my flushed face for a moment longer, tormenting me horribly, when she suddenly said “no,” tore her hand out of my sex, and slapped my right breast hard with her goo covered fingers. Pussy juice flew and I gasped as the sting blossomed across my breast. 
 
      
 
    She didn't pause to let me recover either. Her right hand swung next, striking my left side with the same amount of force. Then she slapped upward, hands flying, whacking my poor chest up and down, until I was keening under my breath. I struggled to stay in position as she slapped my bosom back and forth, heat and pain forcing my eyes closed as she beat the orgasm back by the simple expediency of giving me something else to think about. I drew in a ragged breath that was almost a sob when... 
 
      
 
    The doorbell rang. 
 
      
 
    Julie's eyes widened and she stopped spanking my bosom. I opened my eyes, looked at the surprise on her face, and through the still stinging heat coming from my tits, opened my mouth to say something stupid. 
 
      
 
    “Pizza?” I wheezed. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked at the door with uncertainty, then backed out of the foyer, folding herself so that her prurient parts were hidden behind the corner of the wall. She waved her hand. “Go on!” She urged. “Answer it!” 
 
      
 
    Yay me. 
 
      
 
    Answering the door nude is always a gamble. Doing it when you don’t actually own the place, right after someone has just spanked your breasts so they’re pink and inflamed is just asking for trouble. So I looked through the peephole Mike the Hardware Guy had installed, just to make sure I didn't traumatize a Girl Scout selling Thin Mints. After a quick peek, I placed my naked self squarely in the frame and opened the door wide. 
 
      
 
    The man standing on Mike's front stoop was young, handsome, muscular, and dressed more like a ranch hand than the Assistant Manager of a hardware store. His sandy blond hair was cut short and he grinned pleasantly as his eyes took in the pleasant rondure of my hips and chest. 
 
      
 
    “Ms. Breanne,” he drawled. “Well aren't you a sight to behold.” His eyes flitted down to my chest again and he grinned. “That’s a lovely shade of pink.” 
 
      
 
    I grinned. “Hi, Alex. Come on in.” I heard a squeak from behind me and the sound of tiny footfalls running away. Alex stepped in, wrapped an arm around me, and drew me to him. My nipples rubbed against the cotton of his button down shirt and I let out a sound that was both purr and whimper, which was something he seemed to like. 
 
      
 
    “There's something right about being greeted by a naked, sexy girl when you walk through the door,” he said, hugging me tightly. 
 
      
 
    “Alex,” I said brightly. “What are you doing here?” 
 
      
 
    “You. Hopefully,” he replied jovially, moving his hands down from the small of my back to grasp both of my buttocks. His fingers squeezed, kneading my ass. I was about to reply to that when Julie rounded the corner, this time dressed in shorts and a red Polo shirt. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Alex,” she said in a breathless voice. “Isn't this an unexpected surprise?” 
 
      
 
    Alex blinked and gave her an uncertain look. “Well, Mike called me and asked me to come over and give him a hand with his latest project.” His fingers tightened on my flank. Julie's face went suspiciously blank. 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Okay,” she said. She cleared her throat and I realized she was just a bit off center. Alex might have sensed it, but he gave her a hungry look and wiggled his eyebrows. 
 
      
 
    “So where are the leather pants and whip?” He asked. “You almost look wholesome.” 
 
      
 
    Julie flushed the same color as the shirt. “I… uh…” She floundered and then cleared her throat. “Mike likes me in bright colors,” she said defensively. “Anyway, bring your fuck toy back to the workshop.” She turned tail and disappeared down the hall. 
 
      
 
    “My fuck toy? Uh… does she mean you?” Alex asked, finally letting me go. I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I think so, but she's been a little weird tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Alex shrugged and gave me a little push. “All of you are a little weird, but I suppose it’s a subjective thing.” He patted my bottom. “Off you go, fuck toy. I’m right behind you.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes but padded on bare feet down the hall, past the bathroom, and into Mike's workshop. 
 
      
 
    Track lighting illuminated wooden and metal benches against each wall. Plastic bins, drawers, and organizers kept the bric-a-brac neat and half a dozen half-finished projects lay in various stages of completion, unfathomable in their unfulfilled purpose. Except Mike wasn’t a model hobbyist. There were no trains or radio controlled cars, dioramas or electronics. The main focus of most of Mike’s projects were sexual in nature, and leaned heavily toward the BDSM side of things. There were different kinds of whips. There was a bench with leather working materials. He was making hand crafted bondage cuffs and collars. My eyes were drawn to the entirely too creepy, rubber manikin standing in the back corner. Her face was a smooth, featureless oval, but the red wig and disturbingly familiar bust left little doubt about whom she was modeled to represent. The truly bizarre and frightening thing was the fifty or so medical needles jammed into the manikin’s chest, evenly spaced around her bust, making her bosom into a pair of pincushions. I’d only dared ask about it once and even Mike had paled, refusing to answer. 
 
      
 
    Positioned in the open space between the various benches, was a metal frame, and considering the fact I'd never seen it before, I had my suspicions that this was Mike's latest creation. The metal frame looked solid and came up to my waist, welded to a large, metal base. Mostly it consisted of two platforms, both four inches wide and covered in neoprene rubber. The platforms weren't long either, maybe twenty inches in length, but my eyes were drawn to the steel U bolts positioned near the same ends on both forms. 
 
      
 
    Frankly, I’d seen something like this before, in a video. It was a kneeler. The kind that left a disturbingly large amount of usable space between the victim’s legs. You know, space to swing a whip. Underhand. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, Bre. Climb on up,” Julie said, gesturing at the metal frame. 
 
      
 
    “How?” I said in a bewildered tone. 
 
      
 
    She patted the rubber. “Kneel. One leg here, the other over there.” Her hands grabbed hold of the steel hoops and pulled upward. They swung outward and I saw that they were actually more J shaped. A pin and a spring was wrapped around one side, underneath the platforms. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a dubious look. “Those are awfully far apart,” I replied, looking at the frame. A two foot spread on a kneeler can be uncomfortable. This? This was going to be worse. 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. “So?” 
 
      
 
    Alex sighed dramatically. “Here,” he said simply, grabbing me around the waist. I squealed as he picked me up, and I struggled to spread my legs far enough so that my knees found the platforms. I clung to Alex as I was perched precariously above the awfully large open space and I felt the cold touch of metal pressing against the back of each heel. 
 
      
 
    “Give me a moment to secure these,” Julie said eagerly. Alex nodded and I looked back to see Julie bending down near each of my bare feet. She moved from one side to the other and I tried lifting my foot. No joy. The metal hoops had me trapped. I had an option of breaking an ankle or staying right where I was. My fingers tightened harder around Alex’s shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Julie finished securing my ankles and then found a pair of Velcro straps that she tightened around my upper calves, just under my knees. “There,” she said in satisfaction. “Alex, will you put this on while I push the beads up her ass?” 
 
      
 
    My head twisted backward to see her pulling a black leather collar off of one of the nearby workbenches, along with a set of black anal beads. A wire and battery pack trailed from the toy and I shuddered. Julie handed over the thick collar. 
 
      
 
    “The ring should be at the back,” Julie added. There was a bright steel ring attached to the collar, over an inch in diameter. Alex nodded and twisted, forcing me to let go. For a second I thought I would fall, toppling the frame over, but evidently Mike had constructed it with an insanely low center of gravity. The metal frame creaked, but that was it. Alex stood directly in front of me and held up the collar. 
 
      
 
    “Put your hands on my shoulders,” He said with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “And bend over,” Julie added with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    Cautiously I put my palms down on Alex but it quickly became apparent that there was sufficient counterweight to keep me from tipping over the frame. So as long as I didn't do anything monumentally stupid, I didn't technically need Alex. His hands came up with the collar and he pushed my scarlet colored hair out of the way. 
 
      
 
    The collar was unusually deep. I'm accustomed to thinner ones, so the sturdy leather wrapped tightly around my throat felt a bit more threatening than usual. It felt like it was squeezing my windpipe. As I adjusted to that sensation I felt something wet touch my bottom. Julie's greased finger slid down the crack of my ass, and then pushed in at just the wrong spot. I gasped and stiffened as she slipped an inch of finger up my colon. Then she wiggled it around with a laugh and drew it out. 
 
      
 
    I had enough time to take a breath and tighten up once before Julie pressed the first, smallest bead in the exact same spot. With my butt lubricated with oil, there was no way for me to prevent something, just the size of a marble, from going in. I felt her push and the second bead was pulled tight against my ass. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh,” I moaned. Alex finished buckling the collar, positioning the steel ring at the back of my neck. 
 
      
 
    “I love putting things up your ass,” Julie said dramatically, pushing on the second bead. I felt it pop in, the next larger bead pressing on my backside. I groaned, trying to relax, just as Alex moved his hands and began fondling my breasts. I’ll admit it - what Julie was doing didn’t hurt. In fact, combined with Alex’s fingers kneading my chest… holy fuck. 
 
      
 
    “Here comes the next one princess,” Julie warned. I took as deep a breath as the collar would allow and focused on the unnatural act of allowing something the size of a walnut to get pushed up my ass. 
 
      
 
    Julie took advantage of my forced relaxation and mashed the next three beads into me before I couldn't take it. I tightened up. Alex’s fingers had found my nipples and were pinching them lightly, twisting them gently back and forth. I let out a sharp gasp, my pussy clenching around the vibroballs, and Julie laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Want me to leave this one out?” She teased, tapping the ball so I could feel the tremors going up through my butt. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No!” I blurted. I knew what that would feel like and I was too sensitive there.  It wouldn't quite tickle, at least at first, but I'd get over sensitized fast, with no way to handle the overload. It wouldn't force me to cum. It would just drive me fucking insane. “You can put it in now,” I said hurriedly. I closed my eyes, breathed slow, and willed my bottom to open. 
 
      
 
    The last bead, a black plastic sphere the size of a fucking golf ball, slid into my hole and disappeared. I let out a ragged breath. I had to count. Inside my ass were eight plastic beads, each filled with a motor. Oh. And I needed to count the vibroballs too. Ten, motor filled spheres. None of them were on yet, but I knew it wouldn't be long before both stuffed holes were trembling in concert. I straightened up, hands still on Alex’s shoulders. 
 
      
 
    “Alex, I can't quite reach, but we need to attach this bungee cord to that eye hook in the ceiling.” Julie held up a rubber line, complete with plastic end. Alex, at over six feet, didn't even need to step up on something. 
 
      
 
    “Now clip it to the back of her collar,” ordered Julie. 
 
      
 
    “What?” I exclaimed in alarm, but it was too late. Alex hooked the other end to the steel ring and the leather around my neck tightened. 
 
      
 
    “Gluurghk!” I said dramatically and I felt the collar choke me, but as I straightened up, the pressure lessened. I sucked in a sweet breath of air. This was intolerable. I couldn’t slump or really even bend at the waist now. I had about eight or nine inches of allowable movement. 
 
      
 
    “Posture, Bre. Be mindful of it,” Julie taunted me. “Now to keep her from leaning backward.” She went back to one of the benches and I heard a familiar rasp. Steel chain. She came around to my front and I gulped as she handed the clover clamps to Alex. He pinched one of the clamps open and I sucked in a sharp breath. Unlike the smooth maw of my clover clamps in the jeep, someone had taken a file to these, carving sharp ridges into the metal. They looked like pliers. 
 
      
 
    “Nice,” commented Alex. “This chain is pretty short though.” He held it up in front of me. It was about ten inches long. 
 
      
 
    “Put it on her while I start up the anal beads,” Julie replied. Alex nodded and lifted the clamps. I brought my hands forward and grabbed his wrists. 
 
      
 
    It was purely defensive. Instinctive. My body, stressed sexually and placed precariously, recognized what was about to happen and moved to stop it. I regretted it instantly, my brain recognizing it was wrong of me, even before Alex’s eyes hardened. I let go as he spoke, cupping my breasts for him, but it was too late. 
 
      
 
    “Julie,” he said with a hardened tone. “She needs her hands restrained first.” 
 
      
 
    Julie looked over at me, then frowned. “Oh. Okay.” She went back to Mike's workbench and produced a pair of black, leather bondage cuffs. “Hands behind your back, princess. Let the man work.” 
 
      
 
    Alex looked me in the eyes and he smiled. I nodded, ever so slightly, and let go of my breasts. I swung my arms down and back, letting Julie grab a wrist. In seconds the leather manacle was tight and Julie started putting on the second one. 
 
      
 
    Alex waited until Julie clipped the cuffs together, leaving me helpless. Then, unable to flinch for fear of choking, and restrained with my hands cuffed at the small of my back, Alex brought the cruel plier-like clamps up.to my delicate nipples, and let them close simultaneously, sending a sharp pulse of discomfort deep into my chest. He ran his finger down to the center of the chain and gave it a decently cruel tug. I yelped as the clamps tightened and my nipples began to throb as my heart labored to push blood into the crushed points. 
 
      
 
    “Perfect,” Julie cooed. She dangled a piece of string between my clamped, abused tits and Alex. “Now if you'll just tie her titties to the eye hook above you, I’ve got to go get the vibroballs remote out of her shorts.” Alex gave her a nod as she stepped out of the room, clearly going for my dropped outfit in the foyer. 
 
      
 
    Alex gave me a knowing grin and looked up, still holding the chain to the clamps. But while I whimpered, he just snagged a nearby stool with his boot, stepped up, and threaded the line through the metal fastener embedded in the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think, Bre? Clove or half hitch?” He asked with a chuckle. 
 
      
 
    I didn't answer. I felt breathless and strained. I watched with increasing concern as he pushed the string through the center link of the chain between my nipples, then tied a clove hitch in the line. Then… well… then he tightened it. I had nowhere to go. Both breasts were pulled up and outward and with the bungee cord at the back of my neck, I was effectively immobilized. My breasts throbbed painfully now and my entire body was tight with strain. I shifted my weight from one knee to the other, but I was literally fixed in place. 
 
      
 
    Then the vibrations started. Julie came back into the room, holding the small, wireless controller for the vibroballs in my pussy. I gasped, loudly, my hips already moving in tiny, circular motions. For a moment, my two tormentors watched as I wriggled. Then Alex moved behind me and my ass tightened dramatically as all eight of the anal beads began shaking too. I groaned as the gentle but incessant buzz slid up and down my nerves. It wasn't enough to negate the pain at the tips of my breasts, or the stifling sensation of the collar around my neck. But it changed the nature of my torment. I suddenly became aware of the vast, empty space between my knees, the awful exposure, and the wetness of my sex. The vibroballs were quivering inside me, rattling at a different rate from the beads in my bottom. I moaned in understanding. 
 
      
 
    This wasn’t just about the punishment, or the pain. It was about screwing with me. Mixing up the sensations so I didn’t know left from right, up from down, or agony from ecstasy. 
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _m78vk9rcwoir]A Drive to Torment - Part Three 
 
      
 
    Julie stood in front of me, staring at my straining body, hands on her hips. She looked hungry, almost feral, and I suddenly felt a prickling sensation of fear as my vulnerability was assessed and catalogued. Then she abruptly turned, marched to the door leading to the garage, and knocked loudly. 
 
      
 
    I knelt there as Mike the Hardware Guy stuck his head out and looked at Julie. He studied her for a moment. Then he cocked his head to the side. “Why are you wearing clothes?” He asked her. 
 
      
 
    Julie let out an exasperated huff. Then she pointed. Mike looked over toward me and Alex. He smiled, in deep appreciation. 
 
      
 
    “Wow. Perfect. Oh. Hey Alex. Glad you could make it. Come on back and give me a hand.” 
 
      
 
    Alex shrugged, reached out, and ran his fingers through my dripping, buzzing slit. I hissed, but not in displeasure. Oh god no. It was amazing. His hand just casually caressed my sex, fingers fluttering against my petals. 
 
      
 
    And there had been nothing I could do to stop him. 
 
      
 
    You know, if I'd wanted to. 
 
      
 
    “We'll be just a minute, darling.” Mike smiled, not at me, but at Julie. “Would you keep Bre company?” Julie nodded as Alex brushed past her, disappearing into the garage, leaving me bound and helpless with a warped, sadistic, sexually charged woman. 
 
      
 
    Julie went to one of the nearby work tables and pulled out a bottle of oil. It was clear, but she still sniffed it once before pouring a fair amount into her palm. She pressed her oil filled hand to my leg, right against my inner thigh, her fingers brushing my sex. Oil streamed down toward my knee, coating my skin, right before she slid her hand across my flesh. Make no mistake, this was a caress, meant to excite me, and it didn't fail. She poured another handful of oil into her glistening hand and did the other leg. 
 
      
 
    “I love you like this,” Julie said softly. “Even knowing what Mike and I are about to do to you, I love it.” She slid her hand across soaked skin, making me hum as her oiled fingers delved into my vibrating sex. 
 
      
 
    “Wha… what are you… what is Mike going to do to me?” My voice shook, but from the strain of my bondage, the pain inflicted upon me, or from the waves of pleasure streaming up from where she rubbed me, I know not. 
 
      
 
    Julie bit her lip. “He did it to me. Last night. Not bound like this. I was able to pull away. And with a different wheel of course. Not the one he’s going to use on you.” She pushed her fingers into me and I groaned, hips rolling. “But I know what you're about to suffer.” She leaned forward and kissed my belly. “And it excites me.” Another hot kiss, her fingers against the vibroballs. “I can't wait until you're screaming with need, this sweet little clit mashed into paste.” Her thumb pressed hard on my clit. 
 
      
 
    I gasped. I trembled. I couldn't move forward or back as she pleasured me. So instead I asked a question. 
 
      
 
    “Julie? Why were you naked when I got here?” I asked softly. “And why weren't you expecting Alex?” 
 
      
 
    Julie pulled back, taking her fingers from my sweet spot. A strange expression flashed across her face. For a moment she wrestled with the question. Then she looked around the room. “You need a gag,” she said softly, almost to herself. 
 
      
 
    “Julie?” I winced as I shifted, my muscles beginning to ache from being forced into a single position. She twisted away as if I'd slapped her. She grabbed a leather crop, and took up a position behind me. For a moment, I had no idea what she was going to do. Then she snapped the little leather end hard against my right foot, smacking the upturned sole. I squealed, toes curling, as my pussy tightened hard around the vibroballs. She hit me again, this time on the other foot, taking her time to target me. I clenched my teeth, not because it hurt, though it did. I bit down because the pain was shooting up my legs straight to my loins and I was closer to cumming than I’d been in the fucking Jeep! I gasped, twitching madly as she swung a third time, except my bottom was the target and instead of using just the end, she whipped the entire cane-like tool across my buttocks. 
 
      
 
    “Aaarrrgggghhh!” I cried out, jerking my top half back and forth, far enough to both choke myself and make it feel like my nipples were being torn off my body. I flinched backward, my nipples burning as the ridged clover clamps tightened. For a moment I thought she was going to hit me again, but instead she came around, lifted the crop, and pushed the shaft against my lips. I had no choice but to open up. 
 
      
 
    “Bite it,” she whispered. “Don't let it fall. Or while your pussy is getting beaten I will burn the soles of your feet with it.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, leaving me helpless. She let go of the stick and I held it between my teeth. She ran both hands down my front, and then began patting my sex, driving a finger into the dripping folds with each fresh blow. The pace and force picked up and I wheezed around the crop. Her hand kept slapping my unprotected slit, splattering the juices, her palm both hurting and exciting me. 
 
      
 
    I tried to say her name but couldn't form the word. I was contemplating letting go, allowing the crop to drop, when the door to the garage opened and Mike and Alex entered, carrying a heavy, sheet-covered object into the room. 
 
      
 
    Julie stepped back away from me, startled. Then she adopted a casual pose and leaned against one of the workbenches as Mike and Alex moved their burden up to me, pushing it between my outstretched legs. With the crop still between my teeth, I stared down at it. One thing immediately concerned me. The part closest to my open crotch was large and rounded. Mike was a man with a fetish for automatic torment devices and a circular form played a large role in his imagination. (Get it? Roll?) 
 
      
 
    Mike pushed it all closer to me and pulled back half the sheet, revealing what looked like a bicycle wheel. The tire and tube had been removed however, replaced with thin strips of leather attached to the aluminum rim with screws. They were spaced every few inches. There were a lot of them. I gulped, knowing now what was coming. A beating, of my pussy. As the wheel turned the straps would fly out, striking my clit and petals, sliding through my sex, and then coming back to repeat the process over and over. 
 
      
 
    In the past, Mike the Hardware Guy had preferred electric motors to do the dirty. This time, it seemed he had something more personal in mind. Behind the wheel, a few feet further down the metal frame, was a set of bike pedals. I could see instantly that anyone pushing, or cranking for that matter, those pedals, would set the wheel of straps between my thighs spinning. The faster the wheel went, the more likely centrifugal force would draw out the leather, which would then encounter something soft, sweet, wet, and sensitive. 
 
      
 
    Yay me. 
 
      
 
    But then I noticed something odd. There was another chain, going backward, toward the part of Mike’s machine that was still covered with the cloth. I wasn’t really in a position to consider the obvious ramifications. Mike pushed his device under me, the wheel only a few inches away from my sex. I glanced down to see him lift one of the straps, measuring it to see if it would impact where he wanted. He seemed satisfied that it would nail my clit with the top inch of each strap, and turned and gave Alex a thumbs up. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready Bre?” He asked wickedly, giving me a quick smile. I squealed something unintelligible through the crop in my teeth and squirmed. He nodded, as if he’d understood, or as if I’d said, “sure. I’m ready for you to whip me between the legs. Go for it.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve made this for the Society,” he said then, gesturing at the machine. “The wheel is adjustable in height, so even that little waif Amanda can be whipped. I’ve also got a couple of different wheels. There’s a feathered one I used on Julie last night which made her cum like three times,” he explained. Julie blushed and looked away. 
 
      
 
    I tried to say “oh, can I try that one instead?” Of course no one could understand me. 
 
      
 
    “You get to try the extreme version,” he patted the wheel affectionately. “The problem we face though, is timing. How much of this can you take? Or should you take? So I decided to add a mechanism that would help with that.” With a flourish, he yanked the sheet back. 
 
      
 
    There was a seat, and not a bicycle seat, but something that looked more suitable for a go-kart. It was black, tilted backward an impressive degree, and had an adjustment bar so you could move it forward and back. More importantly, the second chain from the pedals went under it. In the very center, tilted up at an angle and pointing upward through a custom hole, right in the center of the seat, was a thick, black phallus, already lubricated and wet. My eyes widened as I added everything up. 
 
      
 
    Mike turned to look at Julie. “I told you, I wanted you naked,” his voice firm. “There was a reason for it.” 
 
      
 
    Julie’s mouth dropped. 
 
      
 
    “You’re the timer,” he explained, gesturing at her lower half. “You’ll sit here and pedal. That will spin the wheel smacking Breanne’s pussy, while at the same time it will pump that thick dildo in and out of your cunt. When you cum, she’s done.” 
 
      
 
    Alex crossed his arms expectantly, looking at Julie. 
 
      
 
    “But Mike!” She exclaimed, glancing at Alex. “Please!” 
 
      
 
    Mike just smiled. He walked around his machine and put his big, meaty hands on my mistress’ shoulders. “Sweetheart, I want you naked. You’re beautiful. I want you cumming. And I want Breanne to both suffer and cum too. You know how she gets when someone belts her pussy. Please?” 
 
      
 
    Julie glanced at Alex uncomfortably, but then nodded in agreement. She straightened up and Mike helped pull her polo shirt off. She wasn’t wearing a bra beneath, but she didn’t bother to conceal herself either. The tiny points of her breasts were cute and barbell piercings went through both. Then she pushed the shorts off herself, leaving her bony hips exposed, as well as the dark pink, incredibly wet slit that was about to get stuffed stupid. Mike held out his hand as she stepped out of her clothes, and helped her over to the machine. Alex watched from nearby, arms crossed, admiring the second naked woman in the room. She straddled the seat and lowered herself down, groaning softly as she worked herself onto the phallus. I’m not sure if it was fully extended, but it took her a minute, and more than a little wiggle, to get herself comfortable. 
 
      
 
    I got a good view as she put her bare little feet on the plastic pedals. The phallus spread her folds wide and the angle of the chair made it easy for me to look between my pulled up breasts and see Julie's sex. She was already panting. 
 
      
 
    Or maybe hyperventilating. 
 
      
 
    I, on the other hand, seemed calm by comparison, especially considering the fact that both the vibroballs in my pussy and the beads in my ass were all vibrating, my breasts were throbbing, clamped and bound to the ceiling, and I was literally kneeling over a space now occupied with a wheel full of leather straps, meant to strike me repeatedly between the legs. 
 
      
 
    Julie pushed and the gear between her ankles rotated. But while the rubber cock between her legs drove deeper by a few inches, there wasn't enough force, or speed, to make the wheel beneath me turn more than 180 degrees. I felt a breeze on my skin. Nothing else. 
 
      
 
    But Julie clearly enjoyed the sensation. She gasped, stiffening, and pumped her feet again, intent on drawing the probe embedded in her pussy out. This time she kept pedaling, pushing the cock back in. I glanced down, chest heaving as the wheel between my legs picked up speed. 
 
      
 
    “That's it, sweetheart. Fuck yourself. Hard and fast. Look up at her. Breanne needs a good pussy whipping!” Mike put his hand on Julie's breast, squeezing her nipple gently. 
 
      
 
    “Oh!” She cried out and her knees bent, pedal turning. I braced myself and then felt the first stroke, the smack of the leather against my sex. The strap was drawn away and a new tongue lapped at my pussy. I whimpered, then moaned, and as the speed increased, I cried out. Blow after blow kissed my slit and in moments I was feeling the stinging heat. As Mike intended, it combined with the arousal created by the vibroballs and anal beads. My hips began to churn, involuntarily, thrusting to meet the straps as Julie peddled herself toward orgasm, dragging me along with her. 
 
      
 
    “Out of curiosity,” asked Alex through the wet sound of the leather slapping at my pussy. “What happens if the girl pedaling tries to go easy on the girl kneeling?” 
 
      
 
    I bit down on the crop, my entire body shuddering. Pain and pleasure, both sensations, totally mixed and fucked up, streamed up from between my legs. My body shook with need and I could feel the splatter of sex juice all over my thighs. The leather was becoming wet too, licking softer and with more sting. Julie, pumped her feet fast, moaning, her body trembling as the thick dick went up and through her, clearly sending her into orbit just as efficiently as my ride was doing to me. My god I was close. I could feel it! Just around the corner. 
 
      
 
    “I installed a timer switch,” Mike replied. “It gets depressed every time a full revolution of the main gear is turned. But it has got a five second timeout, then it operates a solenoid that closes a circuit compatible with the mobile TENS units the Society has.” 
 
      
 
    Alex nodded. “So pedal or fry?” Mike grinned. 
 
      
 
    Julie's face was turning red and her hips were flung forward. I could see the juices leaking from her well pummeled sex, but whatever she was experiencing was nothing compared to the snapping fury of heat between my legs. I shook my head and began pulling on the leg bindings. Then my jaw slipped, the crop fell, striking the wheel, and it launched sideways like missile. I didn't see where it landed. I didn't care. It gave me another avenue of protest and I let out a blubbering cry. I squeezed the anal beads and vibroballs tight and felt it. I was going to cum. Finally! Oh my god. I thrust my hips forward. SNAP * SNAP * SNAP * SNAP * SNAP. My clit, engorged and burning, couldn’t take it anymore. I clenched my teeth as my climax built, rushing toward a pinnacle that would leave me weeping. 
 
      
 
    But Julie got there first. 
 
      
 
    Her feet jerked to a stop as her over sensitized pussy smarted and the wheel of straps came to a halt. For one long, bewildered second, I tried to figure out what had happened. Why did the straps stop? I looked down in horror. Juice wasn’t dripping from my cunt. It was practically pouring. 
 
      
 
    “No!” I blubbered. “No! PLEASE! PEDAL! PLEASE! OH GOD NO!” I cried out, half mad with desire. My hips shook and I thrust them lewdly. 
 
      
 
    Julie, her face red, shook her head. “I...I can’t” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    I looked down at her in panicked disbelief. “Julie! Pedal! Don’t leave me like this! Hurt me! Whip me! Please! I’m so close!” I let out a choked sob and tried kicking my feet, but bound as I was… impossible. 
 
      
 
    Her foot moved and the pedal rotated maybe a hundred and eighty degrees before it stopped, her hands going down to where the massive dildo was still impaled in her pink crevasse. She looked up at me in frustration. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t!” She wheezed. Then, as I let out another furious cry, making the frame of the kneeler shake, she pushed herself up and off the dildo, and literally fell into Mike’s waiting arms. He held her as she shook and I didn’t know if she was crying or still just feeling the effects of her orgasm. The orgasm denied me. 
 
      
 
    My own climax, just inches away, began to recede and I groaned, tears pouring down my cheeks. Alex came up and quickly removed the clover clamps from my tits, adding in a whole new dimension for my agony. Blood rushed back into the tips of my crushed breasts. I tried to fall into his arms, but the fucking bungee cord choked me and kept me upright. Alex quickly reached up and pulled the hook out of the collar’s ring. Then he held me. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me,” I sobbed into his ear. “Please, fuck me?” I felt Alex’s chuckle, rather than heard it and I could barely believe the words that came out of my mouth. “Or whip me. Between the legs. With your belt. Or spank my pussy! Anything! I just need to cum!” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Julie spoke. She was looking at me. “Her feet. I told her if she dropped the crop we’d cane the bottoms of her feet.” 
 
      
 
    Alex looked at me. “Is that true?” He asked softly. I nodded, still trembling. Alex sighed and let me go, picking up the cane. He moved around behind me, and whipped it down, just once, on my left foot. I squealed, bucked, curled my toes, but that meant nothing thanks to the straps and steel holding me down. He moved to the other side and did the exact same damn thing. 
 
      
 
    “There,” he said, tossing the crop away. His fingers went to the steel hoops, loosening them, freeing my legs. Then, much to my chagrin, he turned off both the vibroballs and anal beads. The rumbling in my lower half stopped, and I let out a wail of frustration, slumping into Alex’s arms. I was still horny as hell. Still hurting at my breasts and groin and now even the bottoms of my feet. But the strain of being up on the machine… my god… it was a relief to come down. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it?” Julie asked, more energy in her voice now that she'd recovered from the euphoria of orgasm. “Two strokes? She's earned twenty! To each foot!” 
 
      
 
    Alex shrugged. “She took like two hundred to her cunt, Julie. Look at it,” he pointed at my loins. “She’s all swollen and red.” 
 
      
 
    “Please?” I whimpered. “Will someone please make me cum?” 
 
      
 
    “Julie,” Mike said reprovingly. “Hasn't she suffered enough?” 
 
      
 
    “Enough?” Julie asked incredulously. “It's Breanne for God's sake! When is it ever enough?” She stamped her bare little foot. “She is my submissive and I will punish her for going against my wishes. Twenty strokes!” 
 
      
 
    I let my hand drop down between my legs, gasping as my nails found my brutalized clit. A surge of energy shot up through me, eliciting a gasp as I worked a finger deep into my sex. Alex looked down at me with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “She's got a point, Mike. This is Bre we're talking about.” 
 
      
 
    Mike sighed. “Well, I'm too horny right now to wait. So I'm going to take Julie back to our bedroom and fuck her brains out. Looks like Bre needs something similar. We will do the girls, then bring that back here so that Julie can cane Bre's feet.” 
 
      
 
    Julie seemed like she was about to protest but then she nodded. Mike grabbed her hand and pulled her out of the room. I heard the bedroom door shut. I looked over at Alex. 
 
      
 
    “Will you please fuck me now?” I begged. 
 
      
 
    He grinned. “Is your pussy up for that?” 
 
      
 
    I groaned. “Oh god yes.” 
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    Alex took the simple route. He picked me up. I gasped, but clung to him as he carried me out of Mike’s workshop, past the closed door of the bedroom, where a number of interesting noises were already being made, and into the living room. He set me down on the easy chair and looked at me. 
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs,” he said, his voice thick with need as he kicked off his boots and began unbuckling his belt. I quickly opened myself up, my bright red slit gaping wetly as I swung my legs up over the armrests of the chair. I watched hungrily as Alex's jeans came down, revealing a set of tight shorts. His cock was a thick bulge beneath the material. 
 
      
 
    “Just how desperate for cock are you?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    “Insanely,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    “So you need to cum.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. He shrugged. “There's a cost.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “Haven't I paid it already?” 
 
      
 
    “You might have a claim on Mike for an orgasm. But not from me. So it will cost you.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a strained look. I just wanted cock goddammit. Was that so fucking hard? “Don't you want to cum too?” I wheedled. 
 
      
 
    Alex grinned. “Of course, but my orgasm doesn't cost anything. I don't have to pay you anything to stick my dick in your hole. That's just my right. And honestly, if I'm going to fuck you, I want it to be after you suffered.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I felt exposed. “What do you want?” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    He pulled his leather belt out of his jeans. “Twenty strokes,” he said. “With my belt, interspersed with twenty licks of my tongue.” He pointed at my open slit. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “Alex, I was just whipped there.” He nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I know. But a moment ago, you asked me to whip you. So I'm going too.” He knelt down, lifting the end of the belt. I gasped as he gently stroked the folds of my sex with the leather. Then, eyes glittering, he raised his hand six inches up and swung down hard. 
 
      
 
    I cried out sharply and jerked my legs closed, only to have Alex's hands stop me, holding me open. At the same time his face dropped down and his mouth surrounded my clit, licking eagerly. My stuffed ass came up off the seat and I put my hands on his head, pushing against him. He was too strong for me though, and besides, the sting became heat and the soft swirl of his tongue and the gentle sucking sent ripples of exquisite ecstasy through my entire body. My toes curled and I moaned. 
 
      
 
    “The beads,” I gasped. “Turn them on.” 
 
      
 
    Alex, his mouth still plastered to my clitoris, groped around, found the controller, and pushed the wheel. The anal beads started shaking in my ass and I went rigid, pushing up against the suction of Alex's mouth. Waves of pressure overwhelmed me. 
 
      
 
    “Alex!” I blubbered. He let go of my clit and glanced up at my flushed face. Then he swung his hand again, the belt slapping sharply against my petals. I squealed and jerked, only to find I was still held in place. His mouth came down, tongue stabbing at my clit. I quivered, my entire body surging with orgasmic energy. I clenched my teeth, eyes shut. 
 
      
 
    “Alex! I'm … I'm … going to cum!” I managed to hiss. 
 
      
 
    I felt his mouth lift and the belt flashed. A hard, fiery sting flared across my mound and I clenched my fists as I thrust my loins up into the air. The belt struck again and I kicked my feet wildly, too many sensations hitting me for my brain to comprehend them all. Pain and pleasure both mixed, became amplified, and with one more vicious cut of Alex's belt across my vulva, I let loose. 
 
      
 
    Only part of me was aware of being dragged out of the chair, but I sure as hell felt it when he jammed his fingers in me and yanked out the vibroballs. His body loomed up above me and I cried out in utter satisfaction as he drove his cock into my cunt. He spread me open, but then straddled my legs, forcing my knees together. His shaft worked through the remnants of my climax and I shuddered, flinching as he pounded into my pussy with strong thrusts. Fluids erupted around his cock as I came, filled to the brim with his manhood. 
 
      
 
    Alex slowed down, taking his time as the energy left me. While his hips continued to grind, my body lost any resemblance of rigidity and my consciousness seemed to float above us. I felt the coarseness of his pubic hair on my sex, but while irritating, I couldn't seem to affect it. Alex's breathing deepened as I slipped into the sexual euphoria I craved. A minute later Alex was straining and he yanked himself out of my pussy, his hand grabbing his wet cock. He lunged to the side, pumping his fist. 
 
      
 
    “Open up, Bre!” He gasped. I turned my head and opened my mouth as he rammed himself between my lips. I barely had a second to suck on him when he groaned, white cream shooting from his cock. I swallowed the first shot, but he pulled back and let the next three squirts splatter my face and chest. I licked my lips, tasting his cum, but most of it landed on my cheek and nose. 
 
      
 
    Alex sighed and sat back, his dick going limp in his hand. Slowly I sat up, his jizz dripping from my face, down my neck. I groped around, found the controller to the anal beads, and turned them off. Alex didn't say anything, but he had a stupid, vacant smile on his face. I rolled onto my knees, ignored the dripping goo, and gently took hold of his cock. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he groaned as I suckled him. He was soft and I tasted both our flavors for a moment before I finished cleaning him off. Alex lay back and I kept sucking, caressing his balls until he sighed and spoke. 
 
      
 
    “Keep doing that and I'll have to fuck you again.” 
 
      
 
    So I kept doing that. His hand found my shoulder and gently pushed me away from groin. He looked at me, at my cum covered face, and shook his head. “Don't you ever get enough?” He asked with a grin. I shook my head. 
 
      
 
    “Never,” I said. “You only gave me four strokes.” 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up. “It was all you needed.” 
 
      
 
    I leaned back, sat on my bottom, and spread my legs. My pussy was bright red, but the petals opened. I was soaked. “You owe me sixteen more strokes,” I told him. “Not to mention your tongue.” 
 
      
 
    “Bre, you just came. You can’t honestly tell me that you’re in any kind of condition to take that kind of stimulation.” Alex shook his head. “You might as well just ask Julie to cane your feet while you’re straddling the wheel again.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Julie was going to cane my feet. And where better to do it, then with me kneeling over that awful, amazing, perfect, spinning wheel? I closed my legs. “I’m uh… I’m going to go get cleaned up.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded, still smiling. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    I walked away, dripping, and already thinking about my next orgasm. 
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    I took my time cleaning up and when I returned to Mike's workroom my face was clean, my teeth brushed, the cum scrubbed from my chest and legs, and the vibroballs nestled gently in the well-used depths of my pussy. They were silent though, since the remote had been left on a bench. 
 
      
 
    The anal beads however were lightly humming, already setting my lower half up for what I hoped would be another mind blowing climax, presuming Julie went for it. I walked in with the anal bead remote in my hand, the wire stretching up to my butt. Mike and Alex were tinkering with the machine and I saw that the wheel with the leather straps was still connected. Julie was dressed, back in the shorts and polo shirt, looking at me with a surly expression as she leaned against one of the nearby benches. I felt a little awkward as the only naked person around. 
 
      
 
    I went right up to Julie and knelt down at her feet. It was a classic pose; knees wide apart so that she could see the abraded, swollen state of my clit, hands resting on my thighs, palms up to indicate willingness, breasts thrust forward, presenting the softest parts of me for her pleasure. I kept my eyes down. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress, I am ready for my punishment,” I said simply. 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. “Good. I'm going to whip your feet. Twenty strokes.” She gave me a steely-eyed look. “Each.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes mistress, but might this submissive offer more?” 
 
      
 
    Mike's head popped up and he gave me a curious look. Alex studiously ignored me and continued working on the machine. It looked like he was removing the seat Julie had gotten fucked in. 
 
      
 
    “I'm listening,” Julie said. She swung her foot forward and her big toe touched my slit. I gasped slightly at the unexpected touch. She wiggled the digit and it slid up between my petals easily. I struggled to remain still. “My goodness, Bre. So wet?” Julie teased me. 
 
      
 
    “I would like to trade strokes for minutes,” I said breathlessly, trying to ignore her toe wiggling in my sex. 
 
      
 
    “Minutes?” She asked curiously, still foot fucking me. “Minutes of what?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “Minutes on the machine. Ten minutes in exchange for ten fewer strokes.” 
 
      
 
    Mike stood up and hurried over. “Bre, you need to think about this. You weren't able to take six minutes the first time.” 
 
      
 
    That wasn’t quite true, not from my perspective. Julie was the one who couldn’t handle six minutes. Six simple minutes of a damned dildo being driven into her pussy. I could have handled that. And I didn’t even get a chance to cum while straddling the wheel the first time. I didn't look up at him. “Julie can pedal if she wants, or ask someone else to do it,” I replied with a shrug. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but ten minutes? What if you cum before the time limit is up?” Mike looked really concerned. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “Then I endure the punishment like a good little fuck slut.” 
 
      
 
    Mike looked at Julie, who shrugged. Then she pulled her toe away from my sex. She lifted her foot up. “Suck it clean,” Julie demanded, posing like a perverted ballerina. I lifted my chin and opened my mouth, letting her stick her toe back in me. Different hole. 
 
      
 
    “She'll need a safe word,” insisted Mike to his girlfriend. 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned, her leg lifted, her toe in my mouth. “Big toe,” she said wickedly, pulling her foot away from me. She bent over at the waist. “And if you use it, the punishment you get tomorrow will make what I'm going to do to you next look like a walk in the park.” She waved her hand. “Well go on. Climb up there.” 
 
      
 
    I stood up quickly and went to the platform. The two kneelers beckoned, the steel hoops open and waiting for my ankles. Alex was there, again, able to lift me up. I spread my legs, over the leather strapped wheel and my heart suddenly began to pound. I knew what this would feel like now. It would sting. There would be heat. And I’d be driven into madness with desire. 
 
      
 
    What the fuck is wrong with me? How could I want something like this? 
 
      
 
    “I have to strap your legs down,” Alex told me softly. “We can’t have you falling.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “You guys might consider some sort of waist bar or something too,” I said wryly. Alex grinned. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Mike and I already discussed it.”  His fingers moved the steel hoops and secured my ankles down. The Velcro straps came next. Mike came over, holding the clover clamps. 
 
      
 
    “Do we really need those?” I asked plaintively. 
 
      
 
    “Damn right we do,” Julie said. She was at the bench where the various canes and crops were laid out and she picked up a thin, plastic number that had a lot of flexibility. It would cut and sting like the dickens. I gulped. 
 
      
 
    Mike gave me a sympathetic smile, then let the clover clamps bite down on my nipples. Pain rushed through my bosom again and I gasped, taking it all in. For a long moment I wondered if I was being incredibly stupid. 
 
      
 
    “Alex pedals,” Julie declared as Mike strung up my tits for the second time. I groaned, my fingers clenching into fists. I didn’t know what to do with my hands. Then Mike grabbed my wrists and clipped the bondage cuffs together, behind my back. I watched as Alex brought over a folding chair and set it down just in front of the gear. Then Mike hooked the bungee cord to the collar and I was pulled upright. 
 
      
 
    Oh my god. Was I really going to do this? Again? 
 
      
 
    Julie moved behind me, cane raised, and she waved it at Alex. “Well. Go on. Pedal. Start.” 
 
      
 
    Alex gave me a direct look. “Big Toe. That’s the safe word,” he reminded me. I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “She knows, damn it!” Julie said. “She asked for this.” 
 
      
 
    Alex checked his watch. “Ten minutes.” He put his feet on the pedals. I sucked in a breath as the wheel started to turn. It spun up. Faster and then faster, the leather straps swinging out. I felt the first graze, then the first true smack striking my vulva. I gasped as the wheel spun and it bit into me, snap snap snap snap. A harsh stinging sensation bloomed between my legs. Then the vibroballs roared to life and I cried out, slinging my hips forward, thrusting into the wheel. Pain shot through my loins, but I’d been right. It didn't just hurt. It felt good too. 
 
      
 
    Then a sharp line of fire was drawn across the sole of my left foot. It burned like hell and I cried out, toes curling. I tried kicking, but my ankle pulled against the metal hoop and had nowhere to go. The burn became a sting, which began to fade into heat, all as the leather straps whacked at my sex. I felt the arousal, the buzz of the vibroballs, the shaking of the anal beads, and the cruel, steady impact of the leather strap striking my clit. I grit my teeth. What had I been thinking? Ten minutes? I wasn’t going to last five! 
 
      
 
    Then a fresh cut of the cane bit into me, but it wasn’t across my foot. It slashed across my bottom and I jerked forward, choking as the collar cut off my air. I let out a muted scream, but the sting of Julie’s stroke surged into the other pains and pleasures. For a second I thought of my safe word, but then struggled through the moment. 
 
      
 
    Julie appeared in front of me with a grin. “I said I’d space out the strokes to your feet. One per minute.” She wiggled the cane. “I never agreed to hold off on beating the rest of you.” She lifted the whippy little stick and began striking the undersides of my boobs. Not slashing mind you, just hard taps. But from my position, it was awful. And she was catching the nipples too. I squealed and twisted, but that just made the clover clamps tighten down. The collar pulled at my throat and Julie stood up on tiptoe, just to make sure the tops of my breasts weren’t feeling left out. I squealed, grimacing through the pain. Then she moved back around me, and I felt a fresh stroke cross my ass. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it!” Julie cried. “Pump those hips!” 
 
      
 
    Between my legs the sound of the leather striking changed. It became heavier and I knew that the straps were soaking up my juices. I was gushing. I was pumping. I was… 
 
      
 
    Oh god. No. Not yet. We were just a minute or two in! I couldn’t! Oh shit! Oh fuck no! 
 
      
 
    I threw my head back and cried out, “Oh my god! I’m cumming!” just as Julie left a fresh welt across my right foot. Mike, Alex, and Julie all looked up at me in shock. Alex kept pumping. Julie just stood there, eyes wide. Mike’s mouth hung open. 
 
      
 
    Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap * Snap 
 
      
 
    The adrenaline that surged through me burned up and the euphoria faded. My vision, which had darkened as my heart pounded, cleared. My brain, unable to differentiate between the myriad sensations streaming in from all parts of my body for so long, suddenly separated them. I felt the throbbing ache of the clover clamps, clinging tightly to my nipples. I felt the lack of oxygen from my tightly bound throat. I felt the residual sting of where Julie had hit me, fresh welts that I knew would remain visible for days. I’d be limping on the way home. And worst of all was the burning, smacking, heat of the sodden straps, spanking my swollen, abraded, tenderized, poor clit. I shuddered, only then realizing that tears were pouring down my cheeks. I shuddered, at the end of my limits. So I whispered my safe word. 
 
      
 
    “Big toe.” 
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _gy3xod3avodw]Worship - Prelude 
 
      
 
    It was late in the evening when I pulled up in front of the condominium. Lush tropical plants covered every corner and a massive oleander guarded the doorway. The porch light was on, which glittered through the leaves of the foliage, casting a flickering illumination on the path I was just about to tread. As the engine of my jeep rumbled to a stop, the sound of a different motor seemed unusually loud. With a groan, I reached down between my legs and pulled the purple colored, six inch long vibrator out of my shaved, wet slit. 
 
      
 
    It came out with a slurping, sucking sound; mostly because my pussy was loathe to give it up. I’d spent most of the day empty, and before you get all indignant at my failure to follow nympho humiliation pain slut rule number one, the rule requiring me to be constantly stuffed with cock or a sex toy, it was because I was doing an assignment. And Master Brandon said I should be cock hungry for this one. 
 
      
 
    And oh God… was I ever. Sigh… 
 
      
 
    I held up the toy. It was slippery, gooey, and tingled between my fingers as I twisted the base, turning off the motor. It went silent and I quickly popped it into my mouth, sucking on it like a man’s cock, giving that little toy a blowjob good enough to have made it pop. You know, if it could actually cum, much less give a damn. It took me only half a minute to clean it off though, and only one gagging reflex. Still, I managed to exchange one body fluid for another and I dried it off with my car towel, rubbed some unscented hand sanitizer on it, then tucked it safely into the plastic cup I kept in the door. It would wait there, at least until I was done inside. Hopefully I would be able to slide it back in without wincing, but I doubted it. 
 
      
 
    The next challenge was the thirty feet from curb to door. While the path was straight, litter free, and would pose little challenge to my high heel clad feet, the fact that I was buck naked, wearing absolutely nothing but a set of duckbill clamps on my nipples, connected with a chain between them, made for a daring walk. Granted, it was around eight in the evening, but on a Saturday night people were still coming and going, even in a luxury gated community like this one. I’d already been well illuminated by the passing headlights of a few cars, just as I’d parked. 
 
      
 
    Still, there was really nothing to do but go for it. Running was out of the question when wearing a pair of acrylic stripper shoes, so I took a deep breath, opened the door, and thanked my lucky stars that Kari’s condo was on the left side of the road and I’d been able to pull up so that the driver’s side of the car let out on the sidewalk leading up to her front door. I ignored the soft, overly-warm, south Texas summer breeze, and began my walk of shame up to the front of the condo. 
 
      
 
    Which is of course when the headlights flashed across the yard, forcing me to prove that yes, you can trot in high heels. 
 
      
 
    I made it to the porch just in time to keep my cute little ass from being a lawn ornament, either by being seen or falling down, and I sighed in relief as I ducked behind the oleander as the approaching card went past at a decent clip. If it had slowed down, I’d have known they’d seen me, but drivers tend not to pay attention to anything but the obvious. Hell, I’d probably need to be standing in full view, masturbating or something, just to get noticed. 
 
      
 
    Or not. 
 
      
 
    I turned toward the door and rang the bell. It wasn’t a long wait and when the door opened I was presented with a vision of sexual masculinity that almost defies the definition. Robert, Kari’s husband, stood there in the buff, just as naked as I was, his cock locked into a steel cage and bent downward. It glistened with oil, as did the rest of him, and holy mackerel he looked good. For a guy in his mid-thirties, his stomach was toned and washboarded, his calves were thick and muscular, and his biceps were so large that I’d need both hands (and then some) to encircle them with my fingers.   
 
      
 
    “Hello, Bre. Come on in,” he said pleasantly, especially for a man with his cock locked up in a cage, confronted by a naked girl.  
 
      
 
    “Robert,” I said with a grin. “You look fantastic,” I told him seriously as he stepped aside, letting me into the condo.  
 
      
 
    He smiled, but there was a touch of frustration in his eyes. I could tell. Robert is a submissive, like me, except he lives with the wicked queen herself. I just work for her.  
 
      
 
    “Rough day?” I asked as he shut the door and I bent down to take off my heels. He nodded and gave a grunt. 
 
      
 
    “She’s been playing denial games with me since this morning,” Robert admitted. “I’m so desperate I’d gladly pay the penalty for the chance to cum.” 
 
      
 
    I chuckled. That sounded similar to the things Kari liked to do to me at work. “Well, maybe since I’m here now, she’ll let you fuck me.” 
 
      
 
    Robert nodded. “Or her,” he said wistfully. I didn’t take offense. I know that Robert was devoted to his wife and mistress. If Kari said “fuck Breanne stupid,” then Robert would fuck me until I was unable to think. And he would enjoy doing it. But he would also very much prefer to slide his dick into the woman he loved. Even if she could barely tolerate it. Robert once confided to me that giving Kari an orgasm was the greatest pleasure he could have. 
 
      
 
    I could relate to that. 
 
      
 
    As I finished tucking my heels under the small table by the door, Kari came out from the hallway. Her mouth was curled up into a smile, her golden hair was caught up in a loose ponytail, and she was wearing black lace lingerie, the kind that concealed everything but nothing. I could see through most of it; the luscious curve of her breast, the tiny, pink points of her nipples, even the hidden depths of her slit. She came straight at me, one arm up to embrace me, the other down low. I let out a soft gasp as she both hugged and penetrated me at the same time. My hungry pussy, just denied a climax via vibrator, quivered around the two fingers she slid in deep and I shuddered. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, my darling. Are you desperate?” She asked me. I nodded, my lips pressed into her lace covered shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Kari.” It came out in a rough whisper. Her fingers pumped, then came out of me. She let me go and held the goo covered digits out to Robert. He obediently opened his mouth, sucking her hand clean of Bre flavor. 
 
      
 
    She gave me a deep, hard look, then smiled. “And how many strokes of punishment were you able to eliminate?” She asked, getting to the crux of the issue, as she always does. I looked down, my cheeks turning scarlet. It was why I was so horny, despite having literally held almost a dozen cocks in my hand over the course of the day. How to admit that I'd failed not just once, but all eleven times? 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, my lack of explanation was admission in and of itself, and Kari gave me a pitying look and shook her head, clicking her tongue in gleeful disappointment. “Oh dear, Breanne. So many chances.” She sighed, pulling her fingers out of Robert’s mouth. He licked his lips and glanced at me with a soft smile. “Well, I suppose if anyone can handle a hundred and ten strokes, it would be you.” She took a step back and gestured toward the hallway. “So when did you start this morning?” 
 
      
 
    I knew she wanted me to head toward the master bedroom. My old “room”, which had actually been a modern sexual torture chamber, had been converted after Hurricane Harvey into a office for Robert, who worked as a day trader and financial advisor. Both Kari and Robert followed behind me, but Kari’s inquisitive look made it clear she wanted an answer. 
 
      
 
    Now. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. Right. 
 
      
 
    “Well,” I said, remembering that very morning. “It all started…” 
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _wb94h3rkwyzl]Worship - Part One 
 
      
 
    “Bye!” I said to my mother, waving as she and Rachel climbed into my mother’s car. My daughter smiled at me, then waved back. I stood there in my bathrobe and flip flops, the keys to my apartment in the pocket, until they left the lot. Then I turned around and headed back to my apartment building, but not my apartment. Instead I padded down the concrete path to the residence next to mine, my fingers already untying the sash of my robe. By the time I knocked on the door, my attire was barely hanging on my shoulders and I took a deep breath, hoping I wasn't about to utterly humiliate myself. What if Tim, my congenial next door neighbor, didn't answer the door? 
 
      
 
    I braced myself, prepared to cover up, but the grinning face of Tim the IT guy appeared, his eyes roaming over my naked body with sincere appreciation.  
 
      
 
    “Morning, Bre,” he said with a soft drawl. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”  
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, knowing the pierced tips of each breast were in full view. “I need a cock to worship and yours was the closest,” I replied nonchalantly. “Can you spare me an hour to lick, suck, and rub your cock?”  
 
      
 
    Tim’s eyebrow went up. “Lick, suck, and rub? That’s it?” He asked, reaching out and snagging the open sides of my robe. He pulled me in. “What if I want to fuck your brains out?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “I’d like that too, but this is an assignment,” I told him. “But if you can hold off cumming for the whole hour, then you can stick it in me and pop, okay?” 
 
      
 
    Tim gave me a suspicious look as the door shut behind us and I twisted, coming out of the robe to stand naked in his foyer. “And during this hour of cock worship? What are you trying to accomplish?” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a smile. “To make you feel.good, and make you cum, obviously.” 
 
      
 
    “So I win, either way,” he observed. “Though I have to wonder what's in it for you.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “If you can withstand my cock worship, you get to fuck me and I at least have a chance to cum too.” 
 
      
 
    Tim’s face brightened. “Oh! So that's it! You don't get to cum! But what's to keep you from doing a poor job worshipping my cock, just so you have a chance to cum?” He began to pull down the shorts he was wearing, along with his boxers, and an already stiff penis practically popped up. He sank down onto one end of his couch as I sat down on the other side. He swung his right leg up along the back so that I was between his thighs, and with a delicate touch I grasped his manhood and began stroking him. Tim the IT guy let out a soft moan and closed his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Because,” I said gently. “I risk letting you go soft. And not only is there a punishment for that, but it starts your hour over.”  
 
      
 
    His eyes widened, but as I bent over and took his shaft into my mouth, all I heard was his groan of pleasure. I swirled my tongue around the tip of his cock, reveling in the feel and taste of him. My other hand drifted down to my own clit, rubbing the wetness around and sending shivers of delight through me. But that was another no no. Me cumming in any way but with cock inside me. I resisted the urge to just mount him, or to work myself into a tizzy, and focused on the task at hand. 
 
      
 
    Cock worshiping a guy for an hour is not easy. I rubbed his manhood, tickled and caressed his scrotum, licked from the tip of his cock to his perineum, and sucked on his length in a variety of ways, changing angles and pressures. The intensity was more than enough to keep him hard and with glazed eyes Tim the IT guy slumped in the couch corner while the red headed suck slut did her thing.  
 
      
 
    But thirty-two minutes in, his hips began pumping, his cock strained, and his hand came down on the back of my head. I let an exasperated sigh escape out around his shaft, but that didn't stop the blowjob. I let him guide my bobbing head as I slurped and sucked until he pushed up, gasping, his cock throbbing in my mouth. A salty spurt of his essence shot outward, hitting the roof of my mouth. I gagged slightly, but swallowed as Tim unloaded, unable to contain himself. Two, then three, then four squirting pulses, leaving him satisfied and me frustrated. I licked my lips, kissing his cock and then suckling it until he softened with a sigh of utter bliss. Finally he pushed my head away and I looked up at him. He was grinning. 
 
      
 
    “You are an amazing cocksucker,” he declared.  
 
      
 
    I sat up, breasts hanging like ripe fruit, pussy wet and wanting, his soft and now worthless cock between my fingers. I wanted to get him hard again, to charge him for my own use, to rise up and mount him in a fit of coital need, satisfying the itch between my own thighs. “No,” I said, sighing as I resisted all those things and let him go. “If I were amazing, I'd have managed to get you to the hour time limit,” I said sourly. Tim laughed. As I sat up he lifted his leg over me. 
 
      
 
    “So now what?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I reached down and picked up one of my flip flops. “Well, I've got a hundred strokes of either the sap or the whip coming tonight and unless I manage to correctly cock worship ten guys, Kari is going to beat my pussy into paste.”  
 
      
 
    Tim leaned forward and put his hand on my leg, dangerously close to my wet slit. In fact, his pinkie was against my labia, wiggling slightly. “And what is the punishment for cumming?” He asked. I shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “Hell if I know,” I muttered. “No doubt Kari will have something cruel and inventive planned.” 
 
      
 
    Tim’s pinkie slipped into my pussy and I gasped. With his other hand he plucked the flip flop away from me. “Well I certainly want to know,” he declared. “So spread your legs wide.” He raised my shoe threateningly.  
 
      
 
    “Are you going to hit me with that?” I spluttered, looking at the foam flip flop in his hand. But yes, I spread my legs wide. He slid to the floor, kneeling before me, sliding more fingers into my pussy. I gasped, trembling, my body finally getting what it wanted. 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” he replied. “Right on your clit. Afterall, you are a nympho humiliation pain slut.” He grinned wickedly. “So I'm going to make you cum.” He pulled his fingers out of me. “Enjoy the punishment.” Then the flip flop swung downward at my sweet, soaked, wanton slit. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _py6v1q49owl7]Interlude 1 
 
      
 
    “Did you cum?” Kari asked darkly as she buckled the leather collar around my throat. Then, before I could answer, she snorted. “Of course you did. He spanked your cunt with a shoe.” She sighed in faux disappointment. “Any other gross lapses of judgement?” I started to reply, but she snorted again. “Of course there were. This is you we’re talking about.” She shook her head. “Lie down on the bed, face up,” she told me. “And spread your legs like you did for Tim.” 
 
      
 
    Robert stood near the foot of the bed, watching as I climbed up into it. Softness encapsulated me and I sank into the multi layers of form fitting foam with a sigh. But then I spread my legs. Kari produced a pair of thick, black leather bondage cuffs, tossed one of them to Robert, while she began securing its sister on my ankle. Robert came around to the other side of the bed and I felt his fingers press into my instep. 
 
      
 
    “So, a wanton little fuck slut like you couldn't even hold off that first hour,” Kari chided, wrapping the leather tight around my leg. She finished with the cuff on my ankle and got out two skeins of red nylon cord. She gave one to Robert, who didn't seem to need instruction. The husband and wife bondage team tied the rope to the cuffs, then drew my legs outward and upward, tying them to the overhead bars of their master bed frame. It was a king sized bed so the spread was, shall we say, impressive? 
 
      
 
    What I didn't understand, was why they left my hands free. 
 
      
 
    Kari ran her hand down the inside of my leg, straight to my sex. I was wet and she dipped her fingers in me again, teasing me until I squirmed. It drove me crazy, but now that my legs were tied apart, there wasn't really anything I could do about it. I lifted my hands above my head and moaned. Kari found my clit with her thumb and began to rub it in soft circles. My hips thrust upward and I quivered in sweet delight. 
 
      
 
    “Come here darling,” Kari said, but not to me. I opened my eyes as she looked at Robert and he went to her. Once again she pulled her fingers out of my dripping slit, only to feed the sauced digits to her husband a second time. I had to wonder about Breanne flavored Kari, but Robert obediently sucked my goo off Kari’s hand. When he was done the two of them shared a passionate kiss at the end of the bed, both of them kneeling on it. I watched as she reached down to the cock cage, and with a deft twist, freed Robert's manhood. 
 
      
 
    “Release the Kraken!” I giggled, in my best Charlton Heston slash Zeus voice. Kari looked over at me, frowned in annoyance at my proclamation. But then she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Oil the kraken,” she amended. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “What?” 
 
      
 
    But Robert seemed to understand. He got down off the bed, only to open the nightstand drawer. A bottle of my favorite flavored oil came out, and he climbed back onto the bed, this time on my side of my legs. He swung a knee over, with Kari positioning some rather firm pillows beneath his shins. Then he was straddling my chest, his testicles dangling in my cleavage, an inch away from the nipple clamp chain. He gave me a grin as his cock wiggled above my head and I suddenly realized why they hadn't bound my hands. I held up a palm, and Robert obliged, pouring a copious amount of oil into it.  
 
      
 
    So I rubbed it into his cock.  
 
      
 
    Plenty dripped onto me and Kari found it necessary to remove the nipple clamps and set my skin glistening. It felt amazing. I was in my element, cock in hand, oli on my breasts, about to get… 
 
      
 
    “I suppose we had better get to your punishment,” observed Kari, giving my still tender nipples a tweak.  
 
      
 
    “Which one?” I asked. “The hundred strokes for not getting a single guy over the hour mark? Or the one for cumming?” Then I muttered softly “twice.” Kari pushed herself up away from my chest and outstretched arms, and opened her nightstand drawer. Two different tools were drawn from the depths; a rubber stranded flogger and a small, black leather sap. She held up the first one. 
 
      
 
    “This is for the hundred strokes,” she informed me politely. Then she lifted the sap. “And this, this is for unauthorized orgasms.” She moved around to the end of the bed, disappearing from my view, blocked by the muscular body of Robert. I felt the bed shift slightly as she climbed up and I tightened in expectation. Would she whip me first? Or spank me? My chest rose and fell in expectation. 
 
      
 
    “So, after Tim, how did the rest go?” Kari asked. Her weight shifted and I sucked in a breath, expecting the flogger or sap to bite into my pussy. My toes curled in anticipation. 
 
      
 
    I didn't reply for a second, but then… oh my God… her tongue began licking my clitoris,  up and down the petals, and she dipped a finger into my pussy. I gasped.  
 
      
 
    “Oohh.  Uhhhh… It… I… “ My mind blanked with pleasure. Kari suckled my clit into her mouth, then pulled her pinkie finger out of my pussy, and stuck it in my ass. I squealed, trying to focus on rubbing Robert's cock at the same time Kari was pushing her finger up my rear end. 
 
      
 
    “Well?” demanded Kari, wiggling her pinkie in totally the wrong hole. 
 
      
 
    I rubbed Robert's cock with both hands, trying to concentrate through the intense stimulation Kari was inflicting upon me. “It was… it was…” I began 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _vatnl6ldaoz1]Worship - Part Two 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and glanced around the apartment complex. It was four in the afternoon and the humid, Texas summer heat weighed heavily on my shoulders. The morning had not been a success, at least if success was measured by successfully completing a round of cock worship. Three more guys besides Tim the IT Guy had succumbed to my mouth and hands, none of them managing to stay the course for the full hour. I’d swallowed two loads of cum, but the third had shot off like a geyser, splattering my face and chest. Feeling somewhat defeated, I’d gone home, showered, then hurried back out, hoping I could at least reduce the coming whip strokes between my legs. The two guys I’d done after lunch hadn’t responded any better, with one cumming in around fifteen minutes. 
 
      
 
    Disappointing to say the least.  
 
      
 
    Of course there were other issues. Part of my problem was the nature of cock worship. It required, first and foremost, a willing male, which admittedly had been easy to find, especially earlier that morning. But second, it required a minimum of an hour, with said male on his back, in a cool, private spot. My earlier antics had all been relatively easy. But after lunch my luck seemed to change.  
 
      
 
    For safety’s sake, I’d hopped in my Jeep and driven five or six miles away from my own residence, which left me sans location, hoping that my intended victim (*ahem* subject) would be able to provide a comfortable place. The first guy I’d approached had made it clear that he had no objections to me spending an hour massaging and sucking cock. He just didn’t know where we could do it.  
 
      
 
    The second guy felt that I was being unreasonable with my demands. Why couldn’t we just have a quickie? Just to show him there was no hard feelings, I gave him one, on my knees, behind an air conditioning compressor. He bubbled up and spurted his cum down my throat in about ten minutes of concerted cock worship. It made him feel good, but left me hot, sweaty, and feeling more like a whore than a nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
      
 
    After sending that one on my way, I wandered around, looking for my next conquest when I saw a man looking at me as I walked up. His appraising eye caressed me, taking in what appeared to be a short summer dress. As I neared though, I think he realized that it was a swimsuit coverup, made of a thin, white mesh. And since I happened to have forgotten to put on a swimsuit, it wasn’t covering up very much at all. His eyes widened and he gaped a little as the hem danced around my thighs, teasing a wet, pink, shaved slit.. 
 
      
 
    “Hi!” I said, bending down to pet his dog. It was a little white terrier, and very friendly. His dog licked my fingers and I smiled. 
 
      
 
    “He likes you,” the man said with a grin, though I think he might have been enjoying the fact that my pierced and padlock decorated nipple was plainly visible through the front of the cover-up material. I laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Is he a good judge of character?” I asked wistfully, giving the man a sultry and questioning smile. 
 
      
 
    The man nodded. “Generally, but only if the person isn’t carrying food. Then his brain wilts to mush and he’s a love puppy.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my eyes. The guy was in his forties, with a little pudge around the middle, but not bad, wearing an old, cheap polo shirt and paint stained khaki shorts. His sandals were Wal-Mart brand, not that I cared. I shop there too. But what I really wanted to see was a noticeable bulge. Yep. He had it. Excellent. 
 
      
 
    “This is going to sound unusually forward,” I began, still petting his dog. (That was literal. Not a metaphor by the way.) “But I was wondering if you’d be interested in letting me worship your cock.” 
 
      
 
    He blinked. I have that effect on people sometimes. 
 
      
 
    His smile got bigger. “Excuse me?” 
 
      
 
    I straightened up, moving my attention away from the doggie to him. “Well, basically I’d like to spend an hour sucking and rubbing your cock. I’m really good at it,” I assured him. I widened my eyes slightly, tried looking demure, and changed the angle of my mouth so that it looked a little more wicked. I also took a big breath. 
 
      
 
    His expression changed to surprise. “Damn. You’re forward. Seriously?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. He bit his lip and looked around and I could see he was thinking. Then he seemed to come to a decision. “Your place?” He asked hopefully. 
 
      
 
    My heart fell and that’s when I checked what I should have been looking for in the first place. Yep. Damn it. He was wearing a fucking wedding ring. I sighed in frustration and shook my head. “Sorry. I don’t live here,” I said, gesturing at the surrounding apartments.  
 
      
 
    He frowned. “Well, my place is… uh… not in a state to entertain,” he said.  
 
      
 
    There was a thousand responses to that, but I knew what he was trying to say. He couldn’t bring me back to his place. There was another woman there and she would not appreciate my hour cock worshiping session on what she, rightfully, would consider her possession. 
 
      
 
    Damn. It wasn’t like I wanted to marry the guy. I just wanted to suck his cock! 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” I replied, the disappointment in my voice clear as a bell. “Is there somewhere else we could go?” 
 
      
 
    He glanced around, his mind obviously racing. “How about a quickie in the laundry room instead?” He asked hopefully. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No, I’m sorry. I’m a thorough girl and for a proper session of cock worship, it will take me at least an hour.” I gave him a smile as I shrugged my shoulders. “If the guy lasts of course.” I sighed and looked around. “Well, have a good day,” I told him sadly. “Bye love puppy.” I said this last little bit to the dog as I turned around. I managed two steps before he lunged forward and caught my hand, tugging me to a stop. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! Please! I mean, don’t go yet!” He blurted out. I turned back to face him and felt his eyes shredding my cover-up. He gulped. “What if we went somewhere?” 
 
      
 
    I tilted my head to the side and waited patiently. Nothing more came, so I nodded. “Like a hotel room?” 
 
      
 
    He bit his lip. I cursed my luck. Another check to checker. Like me. He couldn’t afford even a crappy hotel room. Not with the stupid fees in this city. The advertised price of $59.99 was bullshit after the city’s “hotel fee” was added on. And honestly, I’m not a whore. I’ve got no idea which hotels would be open minded about an hour and a half rental. So I tried another option. 
 
      
 
    “Got a friend who wouldn’t mind sharing some space in exchange for his own set of cock worship?” I asked. Okay. Okay. I know that was me being crafty. But come on… the whole part of this exercise that meant anything was the finding new men to suck and lick and two for the price of one? So all I had to hope for was this guy had a single friend who had a place.  
 
      
 
    For a moment he looked thoughtful. Then I could see the light of realization in his eyes. He broke out into a smile and lifted his hand. “Will you wait for me?” The little terrier yapped excitedly. I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “As long as I don’t get a better offer,” I said wickedly. 
 
      
 
    He grinned. “Be back in a few minutes.” He turned and hurried away, pulling the dog after him. 
 
      
 
    It was longer than he’d probably planned, but I stood there under a tree, amusing myself by edging, which was probably not the smartest thing I’ve ever done. But when he came back he found me panting, fingers wet, eyes glazed, and a lustful look in my eye. He’d changed clothes and looked lots more presentable. For a moment he was speechless, but I fixed that for him. 
 
      
 
    “So where’s your car?” I asked, pushing the hem of my coverup back down. He blinked again, but then grinned and pointed.  
 
      
 
    “Just over there,” he said. I nodded and headed that way, expecting him to follow and he did. A few more directions led me to an older model pickup truck - a Ford F-150, which I was intimately familiar with. I sighed with the memories and climbed into the passenger seat. The center console was down, so I lifted it up as he got in, getting a questioning look from my new paramour. 
 
      
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked as he started the engine and a cool, refreshing blast of air struck me. It went right through the coverup and made my nipples harden. 
 
      
 
    “Paul,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Paul,” I replied. “I’m Breanne. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    He blinked again. “Uh. Wow. Really?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and put my left hand in his lap. On the bulge. Yep. Still there. Perfect. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. And I’d like to start, providing you promise not to kill us in a car accident,” I told him. 
 
      
 
    He blinked. “Start?” 
 
      
 
    So I unzipped his shorts. He gasped as my fingers pulled his cock out of his boxers and in seconds he was hard as a rock. I rubbed him lightly, caressing him. He groaned. “Go on,” I urged him. “We need to find a place. If you can stand me doing this, and much more, to you for an hour, you get to fuck my brains out.” Paul put the truck into gear and I kept a hand on the stick. 
 
      
 
    There is an art to dry rubbing a man’s cock. First, you start of lightly, a sort of gentle caress. You also try to avoid the tip for this part. Paul hardened immediately, but the pleasure I inflicted upon him wasn’t enough to push him near the edge, or threaten to overwhelm his capacity to drive. For a little while I sat there, playing with him, teasing his length, but then something came over me. I opened my bag, pulled out the bottle of flavored oil, put a little on my fingers, and started rubbing in earnest. 
 
      
 
    “Oh. Oh god,” he moaned. “So uh… ohhhh… do you… do you do this kind of thing often?” He managed to splutter.  
 
      
 
    My slippery hand went up and down, this time tightening on his glans. I formed a circle with thumb and fingers and tightened them so that pushing through them was like a penetrative event. “Absolutely. I get these assignments from my masters or mistresses and I have to do them. Then I write about them.” 
 
      
 
    “Write about them?” He asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I nodded and pushed my circle of fingers down to the base of his cock. I wondered what it felt like from his perspective, since he gasped and thrust upward. “Yes. I write books. It’s all BDSM erotica.” I drew my hand back up his length. 
 
      
 
    He swallowed hard. “So you said you’re a nympho pain slut?” 
 
      
 
    I curved my fingers into a sheath shape and came down on him from the top, surrounding his shaft until my palm touched the tip of his cock. “Nympho humiliation pain slut,” I corrected. “It means that I’m desperate. I like being publicly embarrassed and humiliated, and that a little bit of sexually charged pain, like a spanking or getting whipped lightly between the legs, turns me on. And the slut part means that I do it for free.” I tightened my grip and twisted around his cock. He groaned again. 
 
      
 
    For a moment we just sat there, me with my hand in his lap, stroking away, him focused on not wrapping his truck around a tree. I realized I might have been going overboard. He needed something less intense.  
 
      
 
    So I leaned over and took him into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Now, you might think “what the fuck girl? That’s not LESS intense!” But in reality, it is. Men are simple creatures and in my experience hand jobs create a much more concentrated sensorial experience. My mouth is softer than my hands. I can only create suction, air flow, and a warm, wet feeling. Granted, my tongue can caress, but not with the same dexterity or pressure my fingers can. Trust me, hand jobs are the way to push men to the brink. Sure, I can do it with my mouth too, but not as fast.  
 
      
 
    The oil tasted of strawberries and I slurped and bobbed my head on Paul’s shaft with deliberate slowness. It helped him calm down, even if it did keep him rock hard. I hoped we were almost to our destination though, because even though I was now sucking on him, and the pressure was growing less quickly than it had with the massage, it was still increasing. He was going to pop eventually and I just didn’t have the control I wanted, twisted and bent in half on the bench seat of a pickup truck. I needed him laying down, or relaxing in a recliner, or better yet, on a bed. I needed to be comfortable so I could focus on keeping him rock hard, wallowing in pleasure, for the full sixty minutes. 
 
      
 
    My fingernails traced circles on his testicles and then I felt the truck bump as we entered a parking lot. There were some tight turns and then we came to a stop. 
 
      
 
    “Bre,” Paul choked out. “We’re… we’re here.” 
 
      
 
    I came up for air and looked around. We were at another apartment complex, but where it was located in relation to everything I might have been familiar with was a complete mystery. The landscaping was sparse and the place had seen better days. But I once was a small town cowgirl and such places don’t frighten me. I looked over at Paul, who was struggling to put his cock back into his pants.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t get comfortable,” I said wickedly. “I’ll want more of that in a moment.” 
 
      
 
    He patted his crotch. “Oh, don’t you worry baby.” 
 
      
 
    We got out and I took his hand, letting him lead me through the lot and into the complex. We passed one couple, Hispanic, who both leered and glared at us. But then we came to a door marked “154” and Paul knocked. 
 
      
 
    A man opened it. He was in his late forties, thinning hair, beer gut, and a walrus mustache. That said, he was clean and the apartment smelled fine. He looked at me, eyes widening in shock, but then delight, and he stepped back, waving his arm in invitation. “Come in, come in!” 
 
      
 
    Paul let me enter first and the two men hugged in a brotherly fashion. “Dude,” said the other guy. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me. Is this real?” His eyes roamed over my body, taking in my see through dress and my canvas bag.  
 
      
 
    Paul took a deep breath, gestured at me, and said, “Greg, this is Breanne. Breanne, Greg.” 
 
      
 
    I held out my hand. “Hi Greg. I’m Breanne. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.” His eyes blinked at the pronouncement, but he took my hand and shook it. I held on. “Would you mind helping me out of my dress?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    He blinked again, but then grinned. I let go and held my hands up in the air. Greg grabbed the cover up and pulled. In less than two seconds I was buck naked, standing in front of two guys I had every intention of working into a desperate hardness so that I could finally fuck them properly. Presuming I could keep them both hard as rocks and not make them cum. I hadn’t been successful at it even once that day. 
 
      
 
    “So, uh… how does this work?” Greg asked. I pointed at Paul. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I already started on Paul. The idea is to let me cock worship you for an hour, with my hands and my mouth. If I manage to keep you hard, but not push you over the edge, then I get to fuck you and cum. But if you cum, then I’ve failed, and I get punished tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “Punished?” Greg asked. Even Paul looked concerned.  
 
      
 
    I nodded. “A hundred strokes of a rubber whip to my pussy. If I can get you past the hour mark, I get ten less.” 
 
      
 
    Paul looked perturbed. “Oh. You didn’t tell me this.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I repeated. “So I’ll continue with Paul. I’ve only got about thirty minutes left to keep him hard. Then I can work you into a tizzy!” I said, eyeing Greg. 
 
      
 
    The two guys glanced at each other and there seemed to be an unspoken agreement between them. They nodded at me in unison and I took Paul’s hand and led him to the living room couch. He sank down as I began freeing his cock, but there was something wrong. As my hand moved over his groin, I felt his member. I’d expected it to be thick, turgid, and swollen. Instead… 
 
      
 
    “What… what happened?” I blurted, looking up at him in a panic. Paul looked down and grinned.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry Breanne, but guys at my age can’t keep it stiff without constant attention,” he explained. “Don’t worry. I’m still horny. I’ll be up again in seconds, especially with your mouth wrapped around me.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a frustrated sound. “No. You don’t get it. I let you go soft!” I whined. 
 
      
 
    Paul glanced at Greg, then back at me, confused. “It’s not a problem baby. Just blow me.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, my hand on his cock. Sure enough, he was stiffening, but I looked him in the eye. “But the hour has to start over now,” I said softly.  
 
      
 
    Greg snorted and Paul laughed. “How’s that a bad thing?”  
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “And you have to spank me.” 
 
    For a moment, neither of them spoke. But it was Greg who said it first. “Spank you? Seriously?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, my fingers already working Paul, gliding up his cock and then coming back down. He needed more oil. “Um… you’re already hard,” I said, one hand going for the oil. “So if you don’t mind, I’d like you to spank me when I’m working on Greg.” The bottle of flavored oil came up and as I poured a little bit on his glans he nodded amicably. 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing,” he said, almost in a groan as I spread the oil up and down his manhood. 
 
      
 
    “I want to spank you,” Greg said, almost petulantly. I gave him a dark look.  
 
      
 
    “The idea is not  to let the cock I worship go soft,” I said. “This was an accident,” I told him, giving Paul’s shaft a nice squeeze. From the way his hips were moving, I knew that he was a lost cause. He’d been energized far too long. He was going to blow. I had maybe ten, fifteen minutes at most. I sighed in frustration. There was no way to back down the stimulation either. Even if I used my mouth. I bent down and began sucking on him softly, trying my best to slow his now raging hard on. 
 
      
 
    But Paul looked over at Greg. “Dude, you want to spank her for me, you go right ahead,” he told his friend. 
 
      
 
    Greg’s eyes widened in surprise and he grinned. “Really?” Paul nodded. I came up for air, and to set some rules. 
 
      
 
    “I’m supposed to get twenty swats, okay? Ten to each cheek,” I said.  
 
      
 
    Greg was already moving, coming over to us. He knelt down beside me and put his hand on my ass. His fingers gripped my buttock, but then his hand shifted and I felt him rubbing something softer, wetter, much more sensitive. 
 
      
 
    “And please, please, please don’t make me cum?” I begged him, my hand still rubbing Paul. 
 
      
 
    “Why not?” Greg asked, dipping the tips of his fingers into my pussy. I groaned. 
 
      
 
    “Because there will be more punishment at the end of the day,” I whispered. “I’m only allowed to cum with cock inside me.” 
 
      
 
    Greg laughed, but his fingers came out of my slit, and he slapped his hand wetly against my ass. “Oh sweetie, I can guarantee we can do that to you.” Then his right hand slid up my naked side, up my shoulder, and to the back of my head. He pushed me down on Paul. “Now suck.” 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _e9qvfqqvb1cl]Interlude 
 
      
 
    Robert’s cock stood straight out in front of my nose, both of my my hands slick and shiny with the oil that I was rubbing into his rod. He had an admirable piece of equipment, and I’d ridden it often enough over the years that I was familiar with his sensitive spots. So I avoided them, knowing that Kari would want her husband to last as long as possible under the circumstances. 
 
      
 
    “So what you’re telling me,” Kari said, lifting her mouth from my pussy. “Is that you managed to get yourself into a bind.” 
 
      
 
    Robert grinned down at me and I stuck my tongue out at him. 
 
      
 
    “Sort of,” I admitted. “I hadn’t expected the walk from the truck to Greg’s apartment to be long enough for him to lose the hard-on.” 
 
      
 
    Kari sighed. “Men are like that. The moment you aren’t paying attention to them…” I looked up at Robert’s face to see if he rolled his eyes, but he was a good submissive. I rewarded him with by running my nails along the bottom of his scrotum. Now that made him roll his eyes! Of course Kari was doing similar things to me, with her pinkie in my ass, a forefinger in my pussy, and her other hand making soft circles over my clit. It was daringly intense. I was already strumming with need. Did she know? 
 
      
 
    “So, punishment for letting poor Paul go soft,” she said with a click of her tongue. “And Greg seemed so eager.” She pulled her hand away from me and I felt the sudden absence of her fingers. My bottom quivered in anticipation. Was she going to lick me again? 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t see her of course. I was looking at Robert’s cock. Which is why I didn’t see what was coming. 
 
      
 
    “Poor, poor Breanne. Always getting punished.” 
 
      
 
    I felt the shift of her weight on the bed and the sound of the whip only a second before I felt the sting. My entire loin tightened up and my thighs, even bound in a spread position, managed to close halfway, strained by both instinct and pain to protect the soft, wet, desperate, and vulnerable bits between them. I gasped, heat flaring up, but Kari didn’t stop to let me consider things. She swung again, the rubber strands of the flogger striking the petals of my sex. The stinging heat swelled, burst, then swelled again as three, four, five more strokes fell on my body. By the time she reached ten I was twisting under Robert, holding on to him, teeth clenched, straining against his weight and my bonds. Kari put down the whip and I felt her nail on my labia, checking me for damage, for arousal, for fun. She slid down, opened her mouth, and suckled my clit, sending a flurry of sweet bliss straight into the maelstrom of my discomfort. Oh. My. Fucking. God. 
 
      
 
    I quivered, realized that Robert’s manhood was pressed tightly against against my cheek, and did what any nympho humiliation pain slut would do. 
 
      
 
    I sucked cock. 
 
      
 
    Kari didn’t let the fact that her man’s dick was in my mouth stop her. For almost a full minute she made love to me with her tongue, lapping at my clitoris, driving it into my depths, licking my labia. Her hands came up again, playing and rubbing my perineum, caressing my bottom, then finally driving into me, thrusting with short, swift movements. It sent me into a tizzy and I held onto Robert greedily, trying to focus on him. He put his hands down on my shoulders, helping to keep my head in place, wrapped around his cock.  
 
      
 
    Then Kari pulled back. Again. 
 
      
 
    The whip fell swiftly, sharply, and accurately, slashing at my gash with cruel bites. I had to let go of Robert as the pain burst between my legs and long, undulating wail, escaped through my clenched teeth as ten more strokes burned at my sex. In hindsight, I know that these weren’t full strength. She wasn’t trying to damage me. She was trying to keep my own orgasm from building to a point. And after the second set of ten strokes had fallen on my sex, stinging and making my flesh swell, she jabbed her tongue into me again, bringing sweet glory to follow the pain. I went back to sucking on Robert, my hands clenching his buttocks as the three of us worked each other crazy. My head bobbed, taking in as much of him as I could, deeper and faster and Kari’s mouth sucked and nibbled on my clit. My brain seemed to shut down in a swirl of exquisite sensation, my body trembling. I could feel the rush, the heat, the power of it. I felt like I needed to suck Robert’s heart out through his cock. He groaned and I couldn’t help joining him, which of course caused Kari to look up from her tasty munching on my nether parts, and pick up the whip. Again. 
 
      
 
    She hit me hard. Too hard in fact, at least if her goal was to blast me into orgasmic orbit. The fiery sting seared my petals, tore at my clit, and made me release her husband’s cock in fear that I might accidentally bite him. Instead I threw my head back, keening out, eyes squeezed shut, thrusting upward to meet the slashing strokes of the rubber flogger as it struck my sex, my hands frantically rubbing Robert’s wet and oiled shaft. I couldn’t move. His weight kept me in place for the most part, my bound legs spread wide and open. My knees buckled, but it wasn’t enough to keep the whip from striking the delicate spot between them. And then, just when I felt as if I couldn’t take anymore, the heat and pain overwhelming me, a longing cry of agony ready to burst from my lips, Kari put down the whip and once more brought her sweet, loving, sensuous mouth down upon my clit. 
 
      
 
    “Go on,” she murmured, her words vibrating against my stung and sensitized flesh. I gasped as she licked, shocks of pure rapture shooting up my spine.  
 
      
 
   
  
 


 [bookmark: _e3fm4vpxpbyx]Worship - Part Three 
 
      
 
    Greg was an enthusiastic spanker. Admittedly he was good at it too.  
 
      
 
    “Please! Please don’t do that!” I begged him, squirming around as I yanked my head off Paul’s cock. Greg’s fingers wiggled in my pussy, sending me into a tizzy. “Just… just spank me please!” I asked breathlessly. 
 
      
 
    “What’s a matter girl,” Greg asked wickedly. “Can’t stand a finger fuck?” Instead of complying with my request, he doubled up, pushing another digit into my sopping wet pussy. I groaned, sending a plethora of vibrations down into Paul’s cock as I struggled to find a happy medium that wouldn’t make me quite so happy. 
 
      
 
    Paul was close and he put a hand on my head, directing my movements. I adjusted my tempo to deal with his needs as I struggled to think through my predicament. The nature of my being wanted exactly what Greg was doing to me. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. My purpose is to serve as receptacle, a sex object, ready for the pleasure of others. The fact that I got turned on and frequently orgasmed through that process just encouraged me. I wanted to cum and I was getting close, especially as Greg worked finger number three into my pussy, bobbing my head rapidly. His other hand slapped at my ass and if that was his idea of a spanking, I was really, really, enjoying it. 
 
      
 
    My God. What was I thinking? I knew what Kari would do to me if I had another orgasm! I blinked, trying to put my brain into gear. Greg groaned again thrusting into my mouth. I hesitated. We were only ten minutes in. How the fuck was I supposed to get him to an hour? 
 
      
 
    Wait. Wait just a damn minute. Maybe the way to keep Greg from pushing me into another punishment was by finishing Paul off as quickly as possible. He was pretty much a lost cause anyway. Then it would be Greg’s turn to suffer the hour of cock worship. I looked up at Paul. His eyes were closed and he had a look of rapture on his face. I knew that I could never get him to an hour. But I also knew that I could be sucking down his cream in minutes. 
 
      
 
    Finger four went into my pussy, wiggling, squirming, pumping. Oh fuck. It would be a race. 
 
      
 
    My right hand was already wrapped around Paul’s cock, down at the base, and I changed my grip so that most of the palm was on his balls, while I formed a tight ring with my thumb and forefinger. I moved this up and down about an inch, all in time with the bobbing of my head, letting my lips, pulled over my teeth, serve as the primary sensorial source. When I got deep, rather than try to jam him down my esophagus, I used my tongue on his glans, circling the tip in fast licks, stimulating the tip. Paul’s eyes widened and then closed as he surged up, trembling.  
 
      
 
    People say I’m a good little cocksucker. This is why. 
 
      
 
    Of course Greg wasn’t giving up either. We’d gone way past the twenty required spanks to my ass, but his primary focus was now on my dripping snatch. He changed his angle and removed one finger, evidently changing his mind on fisting me. He rose up behind me, his thumb and pinkie extended outward, curling his middle three fingers into my pussy, cupping me. He pumped rapidly, the wet, sucking sound loud and clear. I shook, waves of pleasure hitting me like a hurricane against Galveston’s seawall.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly Paul moaned, a teeth clenching grunt that I recognized, even as I felt the spasms of his cock translate into my jaw. His shaft hardened into granite as he thrust upward into my mouth. His hands became stronger, holding me as steady as he skull fucked me. There was a spurt of salty sweetness, and I swallowed it fast, gulping in air. Then it hit. Paul cried out in ecstasy, just as my own fucking orgasm swelled up, engulfing me, swamping me, burying me deep and hard.  
 
      
 
    Jism shot into my mouth. Tons of it. White, salty sea foam. I swallowed. And swallowed. And swallowed more. The fingers in my pussy pounded, falling rain from storm laden clouds. I was lost at sea, swirling in a maelstrom of sublime bliss, uncaring, only knowing that I was serving my purpose and it was glorious. 
 
      
 
    It took a minute for Paul to soften, for his body to relax, and I kept my mouth on him even after he’d sighed in sexual euphoria. I lapped and suckled his cock until he pushed me away and I rolled over onto my side, lying on the floor, my own bliss like a warm blanket. Greg pulled his hand out of me, pushed my legs open, and yanked down his shorts. His cock sprang free, raging hard and sticking straight out. For a second I blinked. He couldn’t be serious. Right? I put my hand down between my legs just as he jammed himself forward. 
 
      
 
    “No!” I gasped. “I’m supposed to cock worship you!” I blubbered. 
 
      
 
    “Baby, I don’t want that. I want to fuck you. Hard,” Greg said commandingly.  
 
      
 
    Paul let out a sound of protestation. Sort of. “Dude. She is an amazing cock sucker.” 
 
      
 
    Greg shook his head. He held his cock now and it was truly impressive. Pre cum was dripping from the tip. I knew it was a lost cause. I reached for my bag, just a few feet away. 
 
      
 
    “No. I want pussy,” he declared. He misunderstood what I was doing, grabbed my foot, and pulled me back toward him.  
 
      
 
    “Wait! Wait! Okay! Just… let me get you a condom!” I squealed. 
 
      
 
    Greg let go then and I managed to get a hold of my bag. I got out an appropriate prophylactic and sat up. He let me put it on him, then roughly shoved me back down. His face loomed over me and he held his weight up. I felt his shaft at my slit, probing once, then twice. Then he rammed himself deep into my body. My pussy was soaked already, a perfect receptacle for his manhood, and I tightened around him, pulsing and squirming as he fucked me. It was not an unpleasant experience and his movements pushed me back up the mountain. Had he been able to hold off longer than five minutes, I might have cum. Again. 
 
      
 
    His orgasm was solid, manly, and I felt him shudder and tremble above and inside me. Then he pulled off with a sigh of satisfaction, stripped off the condom, and jacked his cock with his hand. The last remnants of his orgasm splattered my belly, sprinkling me with moisture. I lay there, legs splayed, my gash red and wet, a dazed look on my face, while inside me a mixture of lust, satisfaction, and worry over what Kari was going to do to me for this, spun in circles.  
 
      
 
    So much for cockworship. 
 
      
 
    Afterward, both men were sweet to me. I was helped up, offered paper towels, allowed to dress, and even offered food and drink. I used the time to get my head straight, to plan out a new strategy. Paul and Greg were lost causes. And me? I still needed to cock worship ten guys if I wanted to avoid the hundred strokes of that flogger. Shit. Who was I kidding? It was three in the afternoon for God’s sake! I was supposed to be at Kari’s around eight! Even if I had them lined up and was successful with each one, which wasn’t likely, I’d only reduce the coming strokes to forty.  
 
      
 
    And then there were the punishments for cumming. 
 
      
 
    Much to Paul’s consternation, I declined a ride back to his apartment complex. Both men watched in amazement as I picked up my bag, checked my makeup in the mirror, gave them both a kiss on the cheek, and quietly left. The door shut behind me and I stepped out into the afternoon heat with no clue where I was, or where I was going next. But that was okay. I’d done that before. And after all, I knew what I needed to do. 
 
      
 
    Figuring out where I was standing was as simple as pulling out my phone. Thank God for Google, right? I aimed myself in the right direction and started looking for a ride, which came just a few minutes later, right there in the parking lot. I saw a nice looking man in a pickup truck (a Toyota Tundra, but I’m not complaining,) and I waved him down with a grin. He rolled his window down and gave me a look that said “whatever the hell you want lady, I’d be happy to give you.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I help you miss?” He drawled in a south Texas accent. I loved it. His eyes found my breasts, visible through the dress/swimsuit cover-up. His mouth curled up into a grin. “Got to warn you though, I’m not buying.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. It wasn’t the first time I’ve been mistaken for a hooker. “Not selling. I’m the one who is buying,” I explained. His eyebrow went up. “I need a ride. In exchange I’d like to suck your cock.” I saw the look on his face and I changed my mind. “Actually, I’d like to just suck your dick. Forget the ride.” I stepped closer and put my hand on his arm. “Gotta place I can spend an hour worshiping your cock?” 
 
      
 
    “Uh… I was going out for some beer,” he muttered. I shrugged.  
 
      
 
    “I won’t stop you. Get the beer, then you can have some while I kneel between your legs and drive you crazy.” 
 
      
 
    He chuckled. “Girlie, you’re already driving me crazy.” Then he nodded. “Get in.” 
 
      
 
    I circled around and climbed into the truck. Call me crazy. 
 
      
 
    Then next hour and a half went perfect. His name was Matt, short for Matthew, and he bought his beer at the corner store after politely asking me what kind I liked. Then we went back to his apartment, which was coincidentally, just three doors down from Greg’s place. Matthew’s place wasn’t exactly dirty, but it wasn’t picked up and he sort of rushed around for a minute, picking up trash and tidying up. I didn’t care. I let him do it, watching him. Finally I reached out, snagged his hand, and looked him in the eye. 
 
      
 
    “Matt. Stop. I just want cock. Take off your pants and sit down.” 
 
      
 
    And that was that. 
 
      
 
    Matt didn’t make it the full hour, but he went forty minutes, which was damned impressive in my book. He groaned, squirting three impressive jets of frothy cum at the back of my throat while I sucked and swallowed. He collapsed backward, eyes dazed as I continued to pleasure him, his softening cock sweet to the taste. 
 
      
 
    “That was better than beer,” he admitted. 
 
      
 
    Damn right. 
 
      
 
    He gave me a ride back to my jeep and I gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you,” I told him. He grinned and waved at me, then drove off, merging into the mass of humanity, just one more person to have experienced the cockworshiping tongue of Breanne Erickson. I sighed, glanced down at the time, and realized that I still had a few more hours left if I really wanted to try to reduce the number of strokes heading toward my pussy. I climbed into my jeep and went looking for more cock. 
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 [bookmark: _hjxyg0a07252]Worship - Conclusion 
 
      
 
    Kari lifted her mouth from my pussy and picked up the whip again. “I see,” she purred. “I’m glad you didn’t give up. I know it must have been hard for you.” She moved off the bed and came around the side, climbing up next to her husband. She looked down at me as I fondled Robert’s cock, rubbing my oil slick hands up and down his straining shaft. “How many more men did you suck?” She asked me. 
 
      
 
    “Just three,” I replied sourly. “None of them lasted.” 
 
      
 
    She chuckled. “You’re just too good, darling. No one can resist your soft mouth. Isn’t that right, Robert?” She put a hand on his chest, her nails flicking at his pectoral. His entire body shuddered. “Now suck on him, Bre. But we’ve only been doing this thirty minutes. Don’t push him over the edge,” she warned me. “This will be the last opportunity you get to reduce the number of strokes I’m going to give to the sweet, little pussy of yours.” 
 
      
 
    I could see the labored expression on Robert’s face and I knew we weren’t going to make it to an hour. Not a chance in hell. Still, I tried to follow her orders. I opened my mouth, filling it with Robert’s shaft. I felt Kari’s hand underneath my head, holding me in place. And then her body twisted and tensed. I felt a breath of air pass my outstretched thigh and the rubber strands of whip struck my pussy from above, curling downward. 
 
      
 
    “MMMpppphhgghhhhh!” I squealed from around Robert’s cock as she held my head in place. I worried about biting him and struggled to make sure that didn’t happen. The whip fell again, stinging my clitoris and labia.  
 
      
 
    “Bad little girls like you, who can’t time their cockworship, deserve punishment, don’t they?” Kari asked, her breathing strenuous. The whip smacked down on me again, biting into my folds, splattering the wetness. The angle she was at also meant that her flogger caught a portion of my thighs, as she struck crosswise over my slit. I answered with another gargling cough and she let go of my head. I spat out Robert’s cock, just in time too, because the next stroke was twice as hard. My hips shot upward as I grimaced and twisted, held down by Robert’s weight, my legs bound apart.  
 
      
 
    “If you aren’t going to suck on him, then rub him,” snarled Kari, punctuating her command with another stroke to my quim. I brought my hands up, grabbing the man’s cock, oil and saliva mixing. My world shrank to just two things, what I was doing to Robert, and what Kari was doing to me. I jumped as she smacked me again, lighter this time. My pussy clenched and I couldn’t keep my lower half still. She circled around the bed, moving to the end so that she could beat me properly and I gritted my teeth as the whip fell. 
 
      
 
    “All you could think about was filling this little gash. Wasn’t it?” Kari demanded, the flogger snapping at my clit. Heat filled my lower half and had my legs not been tied open I would have curled up into a little ball. 
 
      
 
    Robert let out a groan.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t just lay there!” Kari practically yelled. “Suck on him! Worship that cock!” The whip dug in between my labia, flaying me open. “Spread your legs! Open up for your punishment!” Kari continued as my hips twisted and danced, trying to escape the force of her strokes. My heart pounded and I leaned up again as Robert fell forward, his hands braced on the head board. Now I didn’t need to strain. He began fucking my mouth as my fingers gripped his buttocks. The whip continued to snap at my sex, but not quite as hard as before.  
 
      
 
    I was beyond counting. Who cared how many strokes I was supposed to get? Or how many I’d received. Kari turned my loins a deep shade of pink. I sucked and licked and lay there, pummeled by the husband and wife team, until Robert croaked out, “Kari? May I cum?” 
 
      
 
    Everything froze. I’d failed. Failed again. I wondered if Kari was going to give him permission. I reached under him and with my nails, stroked his scrotum once. I felt him jerk, his cock squirting, thick cream shooting into my mouth, once, twice, then… 
 
      
 
    “Yes, dearheart. You may cum,” Kari said. “But it’s too bad,” she added. “That Breanne gets the last ten strokes.” And as the third pulse of hot jism hit the back of my throat, Kari brought the whip down on my pussy ten more times. Not hard. Not fast. Exactly what I needed. What I wanted. What I craved. And when they were both done, Robert’s limp cock stayed in my mouth while Kari tossed the flogger aside, lay down between my legs, and pressed her lips to my pussy. She kissed my clit, sucking it up, sending me from startling agony to expressive ecstasy. As usual, my body had no fucking idea which side of the fence was which and her tongue hurt as it stabbed at my slit. She slid two fingers into my pussy, curling them over and over as my hips danced. 
 
      
 
    Then I was there, so close. With the taste of Robert in my mouth, his cock still between my lips, I mumbled the same request to her that her husband had begged for just a few minutes before.  
 
      
 
    “Please,” I pleaded. “Please Kari? Can I cum?” 
 
      
 
    Instantly her mouth came up off my pussy. Her fingers were pulled free. I lifted, questing, wanting, begging, needing… only to find nothing.  
 
      
 
    “Of course you can,” Kari said softly, but there was a hint of cruelty in her voice. A hunger that was dark and purposeful. “But one thing first. Robert? Pinion her hands.” I blinked and Robert caught up my wrists, pinning them to the pillow above my head.  
 
      
 
    “Your punishment,” Kari declared, holding up, not the flogger, but something black and cruel and intense. The leather sap flashed downward, spanking not just my clit but my entire pussy. I surged upward, crying out, thrashing as the pain blasted through me. But I was on the edge as she struck again, so close to cumming that instead of sending me back down the mountain, it pushed me closer to the abyss. I yelled, my body thrusting upward, legs spreading even more. 
 
      
 
    “Please! Harder!” I begged her. She responded perfectly, striking my clit with more force. Three, four, five blows and my world darkened. Robert loomed above me, his cock no longer anywhere near my mouth, his weight and pressure holding me down as I squirmed and tried to break free. My back arched and more strokes came, fire and fury as I pumped my hips dramatically. Then I threw my head back and let out a cry of relief so powerful, so strong, so telling, that Kari could only let loose with a flurry of strokes that didn’t just send me out over the chasm of orgasm, it launched me over it like a slingshot, hurling me into the lusty satisfaction of climax, bringing me the release I craved. 
 
      
 
    I don’t quite remember what happened next, but when my brain starting functioning again, Kari’s mouth was on my clit, lapping gently, while Robert had climbed from above me, moved around to the back end of his wife, and was doing the same thing to her she was doing to me. Kari quivered, a look of rapture on her face. I blinked, trying to focus. I felt… oh my fucking God… amazing. My clit tingled and I wasn’t sure if it was pleasure or pain. Then a spasm hit my mistress, she gasped, eyes unfocused, and she suddenly surged forward, crawling away from Robert’s mouth, over me and through my bound legs until we were breast to breast, her mouth on mine, kissing me hard and passionately. It was heady and I felt Robert’s hand on my left foot, rubbing the insole the way he knew I liked.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she breathed into my ear. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” Her weight was slight and I hummed with pleasure. Then I let out a soft laugh. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to thank me,” I told her. “I’m yours.” 
 
      
 
    She lifted her head and looked me in the eyes. I could sense her love in them, see the sparkle of desire. “Thank you for being mine then.” She sighed and lifted herself up. “Now, you just have one more thing to do,” she told me as they released my feet from the bindings, allowing my legs to close for the first time since I’d laid down on their bed. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She pointed at Robert, who laid down next to me. I scooted over to make room. “Get him hard again. You’ve got one hour.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “What? You aren’t satisfied?” I asked, bewildered. 
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “The better question, is are you?” 
 
      
 
    I stared at her. For a moment, neither of us moved. But then I leaned over, slid my body downward, and took Robert’s cock back in my mouth. He sighed and smiled. I bobbed my head, doing what I do best. 
 
      
 
    Cock worship. 
 
      
 
    Kari ran a hand down my flank and to my pussy, her fingers grazing my petals. To my surprise, I felt a surge, a wetness, a new hunger. Damn. She was right. I wasn’t satisfied. And maybe this time I’d get cock? 
 
      
 
    A single, wonderful finger slid into my pussy. “Besides,” Kari whispered. “You only got one punishment. You came twice. I get to beat your pussy again.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and I stiffened as I got fucked from both ends. But… it’s what I am. A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. 
 
      
 
    So be it. 
 
    4 * 6 * 7 * 8 * M * DD * CS * H9 * SG * CD * 13S * JD 
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _22hzv3jd9uz9]Wet - Prologue 
 
      
 
    "Wow," Julie said, looking down at the bed. Her eyes had widened and her right eyebrow had arched upward in a slightly disbelieving look. "So this is what you do with your book royalty money." 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. "Hardly," I protested sarcastically. "Some of those were gifts," I said, putting my hands on my hips. "As you should damn well know, since you gave me four of them." 
 
      
 
    Julie looked up at me, her mouth curling up into a grin. "Touche, girl. I get it. But really, you might want to scale back at this point." 
 
      
 
    I glanced down at the assembled assortment and I couldn't help feeling that she wasn't far off the mark. There was certainly a bell curve in style, width, and length, but it could have been a hell of a lot worse. 
 
      
 
    Lots worse.  
 
      
 
    Julie pursed her lips, considering things. "Well," she said, tapping the smallest, which was only four inches. I'd placed it down at the far left end. "Under the circumstances, this one has to go." She picked it up and set it aside. "And obviously this six inch one next." It too was pulled from the lineup. Her finger hovered over the next three samples. "Hmmm. These are all in the seven inch range, right?"  
 
      
 
    I nodded. "Yep. With realistic 'flesh' tone and suction cup base," I added in a sort of car salesman type voice. 
 
      
 
    Julie shrugged. "Whatever. They're like your Husky, just shorter." She grabbed the top one and set it with the smallest and the six incher.  
 
      
 
    "And we'll just add one of these eight inchers too," she said smugly, picking from one of four options. I sighed and watched as she set the top one with the others. 
 
      
 
    "Might as well do the metal one as well," I muttered. "It's different enough." 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. "Don't leave it in the car. It will be too hot," she warned. I rolled my eyes. Like I would do something that stupid. 
 
      
 
     "Now, you only have one double," she said with a smirk. "So that has to go for sure." 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. "Hey. That wasn't part of the assignment!" I protested. It didn’t matter. 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. "That's not my problem. It fits the parameters, so you get to deal with it." 
 
      
 
    I frowned and crossed my arms across my breasts. The thought of what she was insisting I do both frustrating and a turn on. She picked up the double and set it with the "assortment of samples."  
 
      
 
    "Now this crystal stick," she said, running a finger over the ridged and bumpy acrylic rod. “That's different enough to make for an interesting experience." She put it with the others. The little heart on the end was cute and it looked slightly out of place next to the rest. Then she tapped my Husky. "This one too. It's a classic," she assured me. I grunted. I'd expected that one to go. How would this entire thing be complete without my Husky? 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is this?” She asked, holding up the ten inch long Sha Gua stick.  
 
      
 
    I shrugged. "Gift from Georgia. Rose quartz," I replied. "It’s supposed to be for acupressure, but someone got ambitious. Probably. It comes from China." 
 
      
 
    She gave me an appraising look. “I need to find out where she gets her acupressure massage done because it looks like fun.” She set it with the others. Then she touched the Core Driller. It looked like a black rocket ship. "Why didn't you get the bigger one?" She asked with a grin. "This one is only twelve inches." 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. "Because that was what was available at the time," I replied tartly. She moved on to the next. 
 
      
 
    "I haven't seen this one before. You should have brought it to me. Guess you like a good screwing. What is this?" She asked me, picking up the second to last. "Thirteen inches?" 
 
      
 
    I nodded, eyeing the monstrosity she held in her hands. "One of my online masters gifted it to me," I explained. “About a month ago.” Julie put it down. She glanced at the last selection, a purple, double ended one that I called the "jelly dong" with a wry grin. She knew where that one came from. I sighed. "Yeah. Master Fred got me that one." 
 
      
 
    Julie put both the screw and the jelly dong with the top pile. "Well, that's quite a selection," she admitted. We looked at the row of toys.  
 
      
 
    "Christ," I muttered. "That's a dozen!" 
 
      
 
    Julie chuckled. "Wow. You're lucky!" She picked up the canvas bag and started shoving my dozen into it. I watched, my stomach squirming, the sides of the satchel distending. Then Julie tossed in two small bottles. "There," she said. She glanced over at me and grinned. "You're ready," she declared.  She handed me the bag and I took it, shocked at the weight.  
 
      
 
    "Not quite," I said, somewhat despondent. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed, looking at my gym shorts and tee shirt. "Yeah. Right. Not quite." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 


 [bookmark: _wd7x1u2tifmj]Wet - Part One 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and wondered if I could get away with sprinting. The parking lot was bright with sunlight and there were more cars in the lot than I had expected for a Saturday morning. The thought of running from my car to the entrance was appealing, but a number of factors that made it impractical occurred to me before I took the first step. First off - I was wearing flip flops, a sort of foam-soled shoe that did little more than keep sharp stones and pieces of glass from cutting up the bottoms of my feet. They weren't made for running, that's for sure. The next problem to hauling ass across the parking lot was the skirt I was wearing. It was a loose, blue denim number, pleated in appealing folds, and short enough that every running leap would provide intriguing glimpses of my panties. 
 
      
 
    If I'd been wearing any that is.  
 
      
 
    Then there was the peasant blouse, a monstrosity of attire that I've hated from day one. The offspring of a sex demon and a curtain valance, a single strand of skimpy elastic kept an almost transparent skein of eight inch long material positioned, more or less, over my bosom. If I were standing straight, on a breezeless day, my breasts remained covered. Running? Not a snowball's chance in Texas. My boobs would bounce around like a pair of water balloons tied to a stick and the shirt would follow, leaving my bosom exposed and as uncovered as if I were in a windstorm. 
 
      
 
    And lastly, jogging across the lot was out, because… well… I was carrying a canvas bag full of dildos.  
 
      
 
    This last item wasn't as much of a concern, but it would have hampered any attempt at running, so I figured I'd include it, just to show that I was thinking ahead. I slipped the bag over my shoulder and climbed out of my jeep. The concrete lot was big enough to hold three or four dozen cars, but only five, including mine, were present. My Jeep Wrangler looked slightly out of place next to the BMWs and Lincolns, but I didn't mind it. The Jeep was me.  
 
      
 
    It had been an unusual ride that morning. First of all, I'd been allowed to eschew the usual vibrator torment that came with driving my jeep around, and I'd even been allowed to wear clothes, which was just bizarre. Part of me grumbled about the fact that my peasant blouse could hardly be considered "clothes," but complaining about it didn't seem right, especially since the peasant blouse was better at keeping my bare breasts from distracting other drivers, which was the usual way I had to drive. 
 
      
 
    The building I'd selected was a five story structure where Kari and I had recently done some design work. I was familiar with the layout, knew that the weekends were slow, with few people wandering about, and it didn't even have a security officer on site to keep out the riff raff. During one of our first tours, I'd spotted a sweet little niche at the end of one hall, overlooking an amazing garden and pond. There was a wooden bench there, ostensibly set so one could look down and watch the ducks.  
 
      
 
    I pushed open the door, one arm wrapped across my bosom to keep the peasant blouse from doing anything crazy, like flashing my breasts, and was relieved to find the lobby empty. With a hurrying pace, I went to the emergency stairs and pushed open the door. With steady steps, I began climbing. I didn't have to go very far. Just to the third floor. Could I have used the elevators? Oh yeah. They worked. But you can get cornered in an elevator. Very few people used the stairs. And right now, the last thing I needed was temptation.  
 
      
 
    The climb to the third floor went quickly enough, but I have to admit that it felt strange to be walking around with my pussy empty. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 states quite clearly that girls like me need to have cock in them at all times, and failing that, should keep a sex toy or other phallic like object stuffed in their cunts. The idea, ostensibly, is to keep us wet and ready for use at anytime. But in reality I suspected that it was more of a kind of physical and psychological torment. Being constantly aroused, even at a low level, was a reminder that my purpose in life was basically to serve as a receptacle, a sex object, meant to satisfy the desires of others. 
 
      
 
    Besides, I was already wet. It came naturally. 
 
      
 
    As I remembered, the end of the hall had a beautiful window overlooking the nearby grounds. All was lush and green, with a concrete path encircling the duck pond. Little copses of flora had been bunched together to make private areas and I was high enough up that even had the lawn below been packed with people, the likelihood of being seen was slim. I checked the hallway behind me. Yep. Empty. So I sat down on the wooden bench, surrounded by flowers and bromeliads, leaned back against the wall, and lifted one foot up onto the bench. My red painted toenails looked pretty. 
 
      
 
    The short denim skirt wasn't able to handle the new position and the hem lifted, exposing the soft, pink gash between my legs. I have a very average pussy when it comes to appearance. My pubes aren't puffy, which means that my folds are visible, but not to the point where there is anything else. My clit is large enough to find, tease, and abuse, but not sticking out like a girl penis or anything. I resisted the urge to put my hand down there, to check my wetness, and instead rifled through my bag. I found the smallest of them, a stunted little thing that had been given to me as a gag gift by one of the other mistresses in the Society of the Golden Rose. I held it up. Flesh toned and molded into a shape that resembled a very tiny, disappointing cock, the four-inch-long rubber phallus was hard as a rock. It was by no means a favorite, but I'd held onto it in sort of a sick fascination, laughing as I routinely pushed it aside for something both longer and more supple. Still, it held the honor of being the shortest of the collection. I'd never had trouble with it, other than lack of depth and a certain over-firmness, but today there was an additional variable that concerned me.   
 
      
 
    Over the years I've commented that my default state is "horny" and that I really don't need NHPS Rule #1 to keep me wet and ready. I've even boasted that I come naturally this way. It makes for a clever statement as my readers imagine a constantly moist, wet, and ready slit, perfect for receiving wanton cock or any random phallic item. But in reality, I think the statement says more about my general mindset. I really do constantly think about sex. I want it, practically all the time. I crave orgasm like some people do sweets and soda pop. It's not just a clever saying on a tee shirt; given a choice, I WOULD rather be fucking. Or more accurately, getting fucked.  
 
      
 
    That said, I recognize that the reality of my condition might truly be different than my blithe comments. After all, how the hell would I know? I've literally been stuffed with a variety of sex toys, practically every day for the last nine years. Do you have any idea what that's like? Most of the time the things I stick inside me aren't even static. They roll. They twist. They shake. They corkscrew. I'm a living, breathing fuck doll running on batteries. Forget the Energizer Bunny.  Breanne's toys just keep going and going and... 
 
      
 
    But one of my online doms, Master Brandon, questioned all this. Was I really wet? All the time? He wanted to know if "wet and ready" was my natural state, without NHPS Rule #1 in effect. And this was the test. I knew it. So at Julie and Kari's command, I'd been empty for almost a full twelve hours prior to the assignment. No sex. No masturbation. No orgasm. No toys. Just plain old Bre. And was I wet? 
 
      
 
    I looked down at my sex. I didn't actually see any moisture on my labia, not that this meant anything. People put a lot of emphasis on humidity levels when it comes to fuckable pussy. But I disagree. Mindset is paramount. And frankly, denying me sex, or even sexual stimulation, which I was very used to, for half a day, only created the sort of mental construct I needed for arousal. Honestly? I wanted to cum, that's for certain. And the fact that I'd been dressed in the peasant blouse, breasts flashing practically at each step, while wearing a short skirt, sans panties, just made for a more intense scenario. So ... I just had to stuff a totally dry, unlubricated, four-inch, hard rubber shaft into my pussy, with one, solid thrust. I positioned the dildo at my sex, pointed inward and upward. 
 
      
 
    I hesitated. 
 
      
 
    My instincts warned me against it. I wanted to lick a finger and rub it against my clit. I wanted to slide my nail through my folds, wetting my labia. I wanted to work myself into a froth before taking this smallest, and narrowest of dildos. I wanted to wait until someone was walking down the hall toward me, curious as to what I was doing with my leg up, flashing my slit. 
 
      
 
    Would it go in easily? Would I be, as I'd boasted, wet? Would it hurt?  
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, let it out in a shuddering wave, closed my eyes, and then jammed the dildo in. 
 
      
 
   
  
 


 [bookmark: _7slht7a248sc]Wet - Part Two 
 
      
 
    It could have gone easier. My petals spread as the rounded tip of the dildo pushed inward and my hips rotated upward as the curved tip of the phallus entered. I'd given it the same amount of force that I'd have expected from a nice, long vibrator, slick with oil. After getting through the edge of my opening, I found that there was enough natural lubrication to keep the dildo from snagging, or from tearing at my insides. But there was a twinge of discomfort too. The forced entry banged against my muscles, unready for the intrusion. It was an ache, a bruising one, and felt very real to me. I pushed the dildo in as deep as I could and still keep hold of the base, only to feel my pussy start fluttering, convulsing at the sudden ingress of solid rubber. I held it in, not pumping or pressing, just keeping it in place and I felt my juices suddenly gush, lubricating the short dildo completely. I groaned, the urge to masturbate, to edge, to do ANYTHING but hold it still so overwhelming that I almost gave in. But that would have ruined the assignment.  
 
      
 
    I counted to thirty, leg up, sitting at the window with my stuffed sex in full view to anyone looking up or coming down the empty hall. When I reached the magic number, I tugged the four-inch-long dildo out and licked it, tasting my flavor, my need. I stuck it completely in my mouth, cleaning it of my girl goo. Down lower, my pussy clenched and tightened, angered that it had been awoken rudely, pummeled hard with a single blow, and then denied the sacrifice. 
 
      
 
    I tucked the dildo away, back in the bag and stood up. Wanton didn't even BEGIN to describe my current state of mind, much less explain my dripping pussy. It grasped at nothing, furious with me for denying it the pleasure and fullness it desired. I ignored it though. I checked the time, then smoothed down my skirt. A tug along my bodice made sure the stupid peasant blouse was covering up my tits, and I left the way I came in. 
 
      
 
    I could have gone back to my Jeep, which was sitting in the nearby parking lot, but I had other plans. Office parks have long been considered places of "advanced design" and since I happen to work for an interior designer, I know about some of the psychological reasons behind the ergonomics of space. The lush lawn that I had seen from the third story window I'd just recently looked through, was speared by an aggregate concrete path. It lead down to a duck pond complete with water lily and actual ducks. Nadia, oleander, and mountain laurel, planted in lush pockets around the perimeter created a natural beauty that gave the nearby lawyers and business folks a respite from industrialized paperwork. I'd noticed this little gem from previous trips to the building for Kari's work. I figured this would be a nice place to handle the next dildo. 
 
      
 
    My only problem was that it wasn't thirty minutes away. 
 
      
 
    The duck pond wasn't even the size of a football field, but I set out along the stone walkway, flip flops slapping against the bottoms of my feet. Master Brandon's specifications for the assignment made it clear that a certain amount of time needed to pass between tests of pussy moisture levels. Thirty minutes of no sexual activity were mandatory before I could select the next largest dildo and repeat the process. No ben wa balls rolling inside me with every step, no vibroballs purring deep within my loins. No vibrator pendant clamped to my clit, buzzing away like mad. Hell, there wasn't even something in my ass. 
 
      
 
    Thank God for small blessings. 
 
      
 
    Still, there was a sexual component to my walk. The peasant blouse ruffled in the warm, morning breeze, necessitating a restraining arm to be pressed against my chest. My skirt danced around my buttocks, concealing the curve of my derriere, but only barely. My bare midriff was sleek and taut, with only a slight rise as befitting my age. I looked good. Strike that. I looked delicious. I oozed sexy. And sometimes sexy is way better than pretty. 
 
      
 
    A jogger running by me almost fell into the pond, he was staring at me so intently. I gave him a winsome smile as he went past me and I could practically feel him turn and jog backward, just to get a look at my ass. I was tempted to flip the skirt up a bit at that point. Yet, I knew better. The whole idea of the thirty minute window was to give my pussy time to calm down, to reset, and after wandering three times around the pond, passing the same jogger over and over, I made my way casually to a dense little copse, sporting a stone ledge that would make a perfect bench for what needed to come next.  
 
      
 
    Hidden from view on three sides, the only major problem was that anyone walking by (or running for that matter,) would get a momentary glimpse into the shady space. I knew that my time frame was limited, especially with my athletic stalker out there. Would he wonder where I'd gone? Would he seek me out? I felt my pussy tighten at the thought, but I knew I couldn't let that affect me. Master Brandon had been very clear; every penetration had to be done in a public venue. I didn't necessarily need an audience, but the risk of being discovered, of being observed, of being interrupted, was to be present. I liked that idea. It was a turn on. And being turned on meant natural lubrication. 
 
      
 
    I sat down, the pleated folds of my skirt doing absolutely nothing to cover my butt. I felt the rough stone slate, cool to the touch and just a bit sandy. I ignored it and opened my bag. It took a bit of work, but eventually I pulled out another flesh colored dildo, formed to resemble a man's penis. It was a meager six and something inches in length, no doubt molded on some European man's model, where dicks evidently come in centimeters instead of inches. Like the smaller dildo I'd first jammed into my twat (get it? Trying a little British humour here!) it was dry as a bone. I wondered if my pussy, with thirty minutes of no stimulation, could handle the penetration.  
 
      
 
    I spread my legs wide, trying to ignore the fact that the stone walkway was just fifteen feet away and that I was in full view. I reached down with both hands and pointed the tapered end of the dildo at my pussy, and with deliberate intent, forced it in deep. 
 
      
 
    The sensation was not what I expected. Like before, my sex wasn't quite prepared for the brutal act of impalement. My pussy, still damp from the last act, not to mention my circumstances, allowed the dildo to get deep inside me with nothing more than a blunt ache. I groaned and closed my legs around the dildo, one hand jammed between my thighs, struggling with a variety of urges; from opening back up and pumping rapidly, to wanting to just keep the dildo right where it was, letting my poor, abused cunt flutter around it in desperate throes of want.  
 
      
 
    But that was against the rules. Thirty seconds. That's all. That's as long as I was allowed to keep the dildo in. I started counting, resisting the urge to masturbate, and was just passing the twenty-two mark, when I heard the gentle, rhythmic thud of the jogger's shoes.  
 
      
 
    My timing sucks.  
 
      
 
    I hit thirty and still hadn't seen him pass, but there was nothing for it. I wasn't allowed to keep the dildo in me. That might change the variables. I spread my legs, pulled the dildo out of now sopping wet cunt, and closed up just as he came into view. His head swiveled in to glance at me, the sweet little, barely dressed, redhead girl, sitting there on the stone, legs spread...  
 
      
 
    ...holding a wet, six inch dildo. Then he was out of my view. 
 
      
 
    I let out the breath I was holding. I started to bring the dildo up to my mouth, but then I heard the steps falter and stop. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. I glanced around frantically, knees coming together, and brought the goo covered phallus down behind my right leg as I twisted in the same direction. I just managed to get it pressed against my thigh, hidden from view when the jogger reappeared. 
 
      
 
    "Hi," he said with a grin. He looked slightly embarrassed, as if he wasn’t quite sure it was okay to interrupt me.  
 
      
 
    I smiled woodenly, my heart thumping. And my pussy was pounding too. It was demanding another fucking. It wanted the dildo. Or better yet, the jogger. I felt myself clench around absolutely nothing. 
 
      
 
    "Hello," I replied, just a little tense.  
 
      
 
    He stepped into the little copse and looked at me intently, but then he blushed a little and shook his head. "I'm sorry," he apologized. "I thought... I saw..." he waved his hand and rolled his eyes. "Seeing things I guess!"  
 
      
 
    I didn't press. I just clutched the sodden dildo down by my right leg and prayed he didn't come in any further. For a moment we stared at each other. Then he broke the silence again. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry. Guess I should introduce myself. I'm Blake. I work near here." He held out his right hand. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, all my worst fears materialized. I had a dildo in my right hand. It was wet. My fingers were wet. Did I put it down? What about the requirement to suck it clean? And he had introduced himself! There was protocol for this. Brandon's assignment was important, but there were rules for being... well... me. What did I do?  
 
      
 
    I let go of the dildo and it settled on the ledge, against my thigh. I'd cross that bridge when I came to it. I held out my hand, fully aware that when he shook it, I'd transfer an unusually large amount of rather personal bodily fluids to his palm. He took it, either not noticing or not caring. He came a step closer, standing above me.  
 
      
 
    "I'm..." I swallowed hard. My heart thumped in my chest with the same sort of pulsing that came from between my legs. My God, I wanted him to fuck me. "I'm Breanne. I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut." 
 
      
 
    Dear Lord. It would have just been easier to pull up my shirt, flip up the skirt, and show him the goods. 
 
      
 
    For a second he just stared at me in disbelief. Then he shifted and his look changed. It was no longer amused attraction. It was hunger. He wanted me. He wanted to pull off my top, expose my breasts, pinch my nipples and knead my bosom. He wanted to pull me to my feet, bend me over that stone ledge, and jam himself right where I wanted him. 
 
      
 
    It’s nice to meet people with the same goals I have. 
 
      
 
    You may be wondering why I was so blunt. How could such a statement be attractive? Hello. I’m Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut! But please understand, introducing myself this way was a requirement. As a girl whose primary purpose in life is to serve as a sexual plaything for others, I've been told that I have a duty to advertise, to announce, to clarify that function. I'm a sex object. I like it to hurt a little bit. I like to be embarrassed. I'm willing to do it with practically anyone. And it will only cost you a little time and effort. 
 
      
 
    He held my hand, far longer than necessary, and then some. He looked down at me with a smile. "I like that," he said completely. He took another step closer. Then he let out a little laugh. "I thought that's what I saw." He pointed down at my thigh. Or more accurately, what was lying next to it. 
 
      
 
    I pulled my hand from his and I covered the dildo with embarrassment. My face turned beet red and I looked up at him through my lashes. "It's for an assignment," I said quickly, as if that explained everything. 
 
      
 
    "An assignment?" He asked curiously. I nodded. 
 
      
 
    "Yes. I'm being tested. On wetness," I added.  
 
      
 
    "I see," he replied, but I could tell he didn't. "And are you wet?" The sexual overtone of his comment was obvious. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. "But not wet enough," I told him.  
 
      
 
    "You know, the real thing is better," he assured me.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah? Can I have just a taste?" I blurted out, my mouth moving before my brain even kicked into gear.  
 
      
 
    That surprised him. He glanced around, but I didn't hesitate. I reached up, grabbed the waistband of his jogging shorts, and pulled downward. His manhood practically fell out and I was immediately pleased. He smelled of clean sweat, healthy male, and need. I opened my mouth and before he could gasp in astonishment, I'd swallowed half his cock,  bobbing my head with dedicated enthusiasm. 
 
      
 
    "Ohhhhh," he groaned, closing his eyes, letting me do my thing.  
 
      
 
    Every part of me except one wanted to stop, to tell him to take me somewhere private, to strip me naked, to taste me and touch me, to make me cum. Or failing that, to spank and pinch me, to fuck me in every hole, not for my pleasure or need, but for his. But I knew, deep down, that this was a distraction from my assignment, and that it couldn't help me get to the end. 
 
      
 
    I pushed my peasant blouse upward, exposing my pierced and padlocked breast, letting the warm, morning sunlight sparkle at the pierced tip. I spread my legs again, the skirt riding up, so that he could see the pink gash between my legs. And I bobbed my head, hands caressing his scrotum, the base of his cock, all while my tongue circled and danced around his tip. I took him deep and swallowed. I gently kissed his glans as my fingernails scratched lightly at his balls. I tightened in soft squeezes as I licked him. I tasted the pre-cum on his cock.  
 
      
 
    The quiet copse seemed perfect, distilled privacy, with only the towering buildings around us looking down. Could we be seen? Perhaps. Who knows? His breathing intensified and my hand dipped into the canvas bag, searching for one thing I'm never without. I found the small package, pulled it out, and tore it open. For one brief second I took my mouth off him, popped the condom between my lips, and then slowly, sensuously, applied it to his length with just my mouth. 
 
      
 
    It only took another few moments before he pulled me up, manhandling me forcibly, turning me around to bend over the stone bench. My breasts fell free of the peasant blouse, hanging like ripe fruit, and he grabbed hold my skirt, flipping it up to expose my bum. Then he guided his shaft into my pussy, so much better than either dildo, and my soaked sex quivered in delight as he began pumping. His hands gripped my hips and the slap of his skin against mine seemed to fill my ears the same way the throbbing of my pussy squeezed his shaft. I braced myself, looking out over the flowers to the waters of the pond, watching the ducks swimming by, who clearly did not care that some human girl was getting a good, hard fucking. My pussy quivered and I seemed to practically melt, wanting and needing. I reached up, twisting the padlock hanging from my right nipple, sending a new sensation through me, upping the ante, desperate to cum before him. 
 
      
 
    But I was too good. I could hear him gasping, the firmness of his cock solidifying inside me. I knew what I had to do, what would be good for me, but I couldn't do it. I wanted every little chance there was. If I was going to cum, it was now. Here. Like this.  
 
      
 
    I blinked. No. Like... 
 
      
 
    I shifted, forcing his cock out of me and I turned around, hopping back up onto the stone bench. I spread my legs, my knees coming up and spreading wide, offering my slit to him like a sacrifice. I motioned him forward, making it clear I wanted him in me again. Blake took the invitation, surging forward, stabbing me with his manhood, another one of the those deep, single thrusts. Except this time I was wet. Oh God was I wet. I was soaked. I was full. I was... 
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth. "Oh God!" I gasped. "I'm cumming!" The pounding of his body against mine shook my core and my breasts bounced with the force of it. Then I was overwhelmed, a surge of energy hitting me, splitting me, opening me up. I felt raw, exposed, torn. A blast of sweet bliss, like pure happiness swamped me, a drug like nothing else I've ever felt, and I swooned in ecstasy, grinning like an idiot. My eyes rolled up into the back of head as my vision swam. And through it all, bang, bang, bang, bang. 
 
      
 
    It took me almost thirty seconds to come back down to earth and when I floated down he was still doing me. Blake's face was red and he was so close. I pushed him out and away from me, a look of sudden worry in his eyes, but when I stripped the condom off him and took him in my mouth, his passion took him even further. I pleasured him perfectly and a moment later cream shot down my throat, salty and tangy and tasting of musk. Blake gasped and groaned, his cock pulsing in my mouth, hard and yet soft, all at the same time. I sucked him dry, getting each squirt with sensual eagerness, making it clear with my hands and my mouth that I wanted, no... needed, more from him. He sighed in satisfaction as I kept sucking, even as he softened. Too soon for me, he pulled his limp cock out of my mouth, cupping my cheek as I let out a satisfied breath. 
 
      
 
    "Incredible," he said softly. He brought his hand down, gently, caressing my breast, his thumb teasing the nipple, rotating it so that the tiny, charm-sized padlock jiggled.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you," I whispered, the longing need still burning in my blood.  
 
      
 
    He laughed. "No. Thank YOU," he said with a grin. He looked around as he pulled up his shorts. My own clothing was in disarray, but I did nothing to straighten it. He glanced down. On the flagstone, just a few inches away from my foot, lay my dildo. He picked it up.  
 
      
 
    "Guess I don't need this," I said with a wry grin as I took it back from him. 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. "So, do you work around here?" He asked me. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. "Sort of. I'm an interior designer and was doing a project over there," I said, pointing to the building I'd just come from.  
 
      
 
    He looked at me and I could see suspicion on his face. 
 
      
 
    "Well, assistant designer," I admitted. I brushed the debris off the dildo and put the six inch rubber cock back into my bag. "It's complicated." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah. So... what now?" He asked. "I feel like I owe you a meal." 
 
      
 
    "After providing me a drink?" I quipped. 
 
      
 
    He chuckled. "I suppose." 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. Then I stood. The peasant blouse fell back down into place and I smoothed my skirt back over my ass. "I think I can spare an hour." I put my arm into his and together we left the copse. 
 
      
 
    Besides, I needed the time to calm down. There were more dildos waiting. 
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _jlvbi1mculaf]Wet - Part One 
 
      
 
    "Hey," I said into the phone.  
 
      
 
    Mistress and friend, Julie Uterro was the kind of girl who could slap your breasts back and forth one minute, and then gleefully hold a vibrator to your clit until you couldn't stand it. She was also a master of sarcasm. 
 
      
 
    "You can't possibly be finished," she declared skeptically. “You had a dozen dildos to fuck. Even doing one every thirty minutes wouldn't bring you through more than..." I could hear her pause to do the math. Or maybe look at a clock. "Just a little over half." 
 
      
 
    I sighed. This wasn’t going to go the way I’d hoped. "Well... I'm calling because..." 
 
      
 
    "Holy shit!" She interrupted, not even giving me a chance to explain. "How the fuck do you cum when all you're doing is sticking a rubber cock up your cunt just once every thirty minutes? Jesus Christ, Breanne. You can't be THAT much of a fucking slut, can you?" 
 
      
 
    I bristled at that. "No! But yes. Sort of. I mean, it was an accident. On purpose." I knew I wasn't making any sense. "There was a guy," I finally managed to say. 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted in exasperation. "There's always a guy with you," she declared. "Or a girl. Or a fire hydrant. Or a cactus.” She sighed in frustration. “So let me guess. You were in the middle of shoving a dildo up your slit, he caught you, and you decided that instead of getting a show, he should become an active participant." 
 
      
 
    I frowned. That was EXACTLY what had happened. But come on, the way she made it sound implied that I'd had a choice. "Things just sort of flowed naturally," I said defensively.  
 
      
 
    She sighed. "So what are you calling me for?" 
 
      
 
    "Well," I said, kicking at some grass. "I needed to know that I didn't screw up the assignment." 
 
      
 
    Julie considered it for a moment. "No. If anything, you reduced the pressure you're feeling. Hell, this will just make it harder on you for the next dildo. And they're going to get bigger. Which one are you on?" 
 
      
 
    "I just did the six inch. I'm going somewhere to do the seven inch," I told her.  
 
      
 
    Julie let out a little grunt. "Okay. How long has it been since you had cock in you?" 
 
      
 
    I blinked. "Orally or vaginally?" 
 
      
 
    She snorted. "Really?" 
 
      
 
    I winced. "Okay, there's only a few minutes of difference," I admitted. I checked my little watch. "An hour and twenty minutes." 
 
      
 
    "What?" exclaimed Julie. "Why so long? You're only supposed to go thirty minutes between thrusts!" 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. "He wanted to take me to lunch." 
 
      
 
    "After having you as an appetizer?" Julie sneered. 
 
      
 
    I bowed up. "Blake was wonderful. And a gentleman," I assured her. I didn't go on to say that we'd arranged a dinner date for Sunday evening. Why bother her with inconsequentials? 
 
      
 
    Julie sighed. "Fine. Whatever. No you didn't screw up." 
 
      
 
    I hesitated. "So...uh... the orgasm? Authorized?" I couldn't believe I was asking this. But still, I didn't want to get blindsided.  
 
      
 
    Julie scoffed. "Fuck no. Orgasms are by permission only, and you didn't have any for this assignment. So yes, you're going to get punished." 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, cursing my stupidity. 
 
      
 
    "Where are you?" She suddenly demanded. 
 
      
 
    "Uh..." I glanced around. "Westheimer," I told her. "Business Park outside the loop." 
 
      
 
    "Fine, you can do your next dildo at the mall." 
 
      
 
    I blinked. "What? No!" I protested. I wanted to scrupulously avoid the mall. I wasn't dressed for it. The mall would be packed. Hell, just finding a place to do it would be tough! "Julie! Please! Not the mall!" 
 
      
 
    I could hear the firmness in her voice. "Well, you've got a choice. You can do the next one at the mall, or when you're done jamming the seven inch dildo up your cunt, you can shove it up your ass next." 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry. "What?" It came out as a whisper. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah. That actually works even better," she said darkly. "That's a REAL test of your wetness." 
 
      
 
    The thought of what she was proposing made my pussy tighten. Push the dildo in, hold it there for thirty seconds, no pumping or wiggling or anything, then draw it out and hope that there was sufficient fluids on it to make going in my ass easy? Was she NUTS? 
 
      
 
    "On second thought," I squeaked. "I'd like to do the mall." 
 
      
 
    "Oh I KNOW you'd like to do the mall," she said, implying a second meaning. "Every single person there. But you only have to do a dildo." 
 
      
 
    I knew when to shut up. "Yes Mistress." 
 
      
 
    "Thank me princess," she said sweetly. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Mistress." 
 
      
 
    "Now go. And no more orgasms or I really will require you to jam your next dildo up your ass." 
 
      
 
    She hung up on me before I could say anything else. 
 
      
 
    Frustrated and yet somewhat relieved, I put my phone back in the bag with my sex toys. The day had warmed up and I headed for my jeep. I felt that I'd exhausted the opportunity of the office park, and worse, I was way behind. Even if I was good about the thirty minute break between dildos, I'd still be all afternoon doing it. Granted, Blake and I had enjoyed more of a brunch than a lunch, but still - it was just a little after eleven. It would take ten more minutes or so just to get to the mall. I hoped in my jeep, again happy to avoid the masturbatory driving requirements, and headed toward the Galleria. 
 
      
 
    The Galleria Mall in Houston is massive, and to the uninitiated, can seem rather oddly constructed. First of all, you can't just "walk" the mall. That's because there is an anchor store right in the middle. That separates the common areas. The first time I came with my parents, we went into the smaller section, walked around in disappointment, then left, thinking the Galleria wasn't much of a place at all. It took multiple trips with Kari for me to see the full potential.  
 
      
 
    I parked in one of the parking garages. At eleven in the morning, the mall had only been open for an hour, so the garage wasn't full. In fact, only the first few floors had cars parked in them. I spun around up to the last full floor, and found mostly empty spaces. So I pulled in, and realized that I had an opportunity.  
 
      
 
    Master Brandon had made it clear that I wasn't allowed to conduct any of his "experiments" into vaginal moisture inside my jeep. Or any other car for that matter. These weren't "public spaces" as far as he was concerned. And yet, OUTSIDE the jeep was fine. And here I was, in a spot where there were no people, a public place, with a distinct risk of being caught, and I'd be able to hear approaching cars easily. 
 
      
 
    And it was, technically, at the mall. I know it's not what Julie intended, but she should have been more specific. Like "Bre, shove your seven inch dildo up your cunt in the food court." 
 
      
 
    I have been known to be sneaky. From time to time. 
 
      
 
    I got out of the jeep and hopped up on the hood. It was warm on my bum, but the engine hadn't been running long and so it wasn't terribly uncomfortable. I lifted my leg up, my skirt slipping up my thigh, then falling back to expose the pink slit I'd already stuffed thrice that morning - twice with dildos and once with the real thing. I looked. I didn't see any wetness. I didn't really feel wet. And the pressure I'd felt, the need and desire I'd had coursing through me in the little copse was sated, satisfied by the thorough pounding Blake had given me. I pulled the seven inch cock from my bag and held it up. There was nothing special about it. Rubber, flesh toned like the others, and coming with suction cup and a half set of balls, it looked just like my Husky Dildo, a nine inch model that was sitting in the bag, waiting its turn. I brought the seven inch long shaft down to my slit, positioned the tip between my pouting folds and wondered. 
 
      
 
    Was this going to hurt? 
 
      
 
    Time was precious, so I pushed hard.  
 
      
 
    There was something brutal about it, something forced, as if my body weren't properly prepared for the in-depth penetration of a seven inch long phallus. Sure, I lubricated fairly quickly after the initial impalement. Within seconds actually. And had Julie's punishment of removing the dildo and pushing it up my ass been inflicted upon me, I actually think I could have handled it at that particular moment. Still, a discomforting ache permeated up from my groin, as if I'd just been punched there. My pussy tightened up, half in protest, half in exclamatory exuberance. It was like I couldn't tell if it hurt, or if I liked it. Hell, knowing me, probably both. I groaned, rocking on the hood of my jeep, holding the base of the dildo so it wouldn't slip, wanting to thrust the dildo in and out, to pump and bring myself to orgasm. But Julie's warning held sway. There was no way I was going to risk having to put a dildo up my ass. After the thirty count, I glanced around, and still finding myself alone, I pulled the seven inch long dildo free of my gooey cunt and licked it clean. Then I got back in my Jeep, and left the mall behind. 
 
      
 
    Success doesn't come to you. you cum to success. 
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later found me wandering aimlessly near Hwy 6 as my subconscious had me heading back toward Katy. When I lived out in the hinterlands, many of my early assignments had taken place in this area. That disastrous but interesting bike ride with the dildo on the seat, with Mike the Hardware Guy making it clear that he wanted to do more than dom me, and actually start dating, had been here. The Ice House, where I'd been gang banged so many times that the staff knew my name and could identify me on sight, was down the road. The bookstore, where I'd flashed and hunted for fresh cock to suck and fuck, was here as well. And there was West Oak Mall. It had been my preference for years, just due to the fact that it wasn’t as busy as Memorial, or Katy Mills, or the Galleria. So many memories... 
 
      
 
    I pulled into the mall parking lot to consider my options. And maybe, just maybe, I felt a little guilty about stiffing Julie on her required punishment. After all, she’d eventually find out I’d just sat on the hood of my jeep in the parking garage, instead of walking the mall like she’d told me too. 
 
      
 
    Part of me wanted to park the jeep and venture out into the Parker Reservoir. I'd hiked into it once several years before, gotten tied up naked to a tree, whipped, fucked, and suffered about a zillion mosquito bites. But summer time? No way. I'd have little red welts all over the undersides of my breasts, and in worse places. Besides, it was 95 degrees out, and it was humid. I was done with outside adventures. That left few options. The mall in front of me was on the fading side of things and I was surprised that it was still open. Just one real anchor remained and I decided to make use of it. I swung around to the far side and parked. Even on a Saturday, nearing lunch time, there was plenty of parking. 
 
      
 
    I entered the department store and quickly moved into the clothing racks. One of the problems of navigating your way around a place when dressed like a tramp is that it tends to attract attention. I've literally had people following me before, all looking for an opportunity to get a better glimpse. So I sidestepped that by making myself harder to see in the first place. Besides, what I was looking for was a semi-private little niche to handle the next object. Nothing does that better than racks and racks of clothes. 
 
      
 
    I knew that the fitting rooms were unavailable for the same reason my jeep was off-limits. They were private, or at least semi-private. I needed a spot where I could judiciously expose myself, without being seen, take an 8-inch-long dildo out of my bag, and push it up into myself at a high rate of speed, all without being discovered. And fortunately, such a spot wasn't hard to find.  
 
      
 
    I tucked myself into a section sporting what I considered some pretty ugly blouses, and between two racks, out of sight of both sales clerk and security camera, pulled the 8 inch dildo out of my bag. It looked very similar to the last few, except this one was made of a clear gel, making it look like crystal, rather than the leftovers of a botched castration. I resisted the urge to lick it like a popsicle, at least until AFTER it had been in me, and instead brought it down between my legs. I lifted the front of my skirt, and after a quick glance around, jerked my hand and smashed it up into my cunt. 
 
      
 
    Ohhhhhh. 
 
      
 
    I groaned. Loudly. Too loudly actually. The sensation of the gel like rubber going into me was not unpleasant, but not comfortable either, and for the first time that day I started to wonder whether I could be sufficiently wet to really take these larger dildos. This was just the fourth one of the day, and I had eight more to go. Was I really needing Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 to keep me "wet and ready?"  I closed my eyes as a deep seated ache rolled through my nethers and I slowly counted to thirty. I was getting close to pulling it out when one of the department store clerks, a matronly lady, came bursting through the racks, curious about the noise. 
 
      
 
    I closed my legs with a snap, locking the thick dildo in. 30, 29, 28, 27, 26... 
 
      
 
    She eyed me with a judging expression, no doubt disturbed by my attire. "Can I help you?" 
 
      
 
    I squirmed, hoping that my peasant blouse was in place. I smoothed my skirt, my thighs holding the 8 inch dildo in. 25...24...23...22... 
 
      
 
    "No," I squeaked. "I'm just looking," I said, using the standard line.  
 
      
 
    She frowned, no doubt smelling a rat. I shifted my hip and realized something horrible. I was wet. Getting caught, being stuffed. Oh my. Oh my God. I was wet. My pussy was gushing around the dildo and I wanted, needed to masturbate.  
 
      
 
    "Well, I would suggest a new shirt. That one is totally inappropriate for a woman of your age. And you need to wear a bra too. Your breasts are practically hanging out of that one. I admit, you've got good bosoms, but it's impractical." 
 
      
 
    I blinked. She was being forthright and... honest. And the tone of her voice wasn't so much disapproving, but motherly. 
 
      
 
    "Uh. Yes," I replied. 21...20...19...18... How to admit that I totally agreed with her? "Unfortunately I'm sort of stuck with this for the time being," I explained.  
 
      
 
    "Are you sure?" She asked curiously. "Because this one over here would really suit you. Especially with that amazing hair." She pointed to a shirt that was a bit to far away for me to see. But I didn't dare move. My thighs were pressed tightly together.  
 
      
 
    "Yes," I agreed. "I do like that one. Maybe... maybe I'll try it on." 17... 16... 15... 14... 
 
      
 
    She lifted it off the rack, then spun and looked at another shirt as I tried not to panic. I could feel the fluids dripping. My pussy was quivering, shaking as if I had a vibrator in me. Each little squeeze was pushing on the dildo. I needed to reach down between my legs and push it back up, back in. Or take it out. Oh my God. 13...12...11...10...9... 
 
      
 
    "How about this one? Do you like blues or do you just want to do greens and whites?" She asked me. "We have to stay away from red and pinks or they'll clash." She picked up another shirt as I stared in hopeless panic. 8...7...6...5... 
 
      
 
    She turned and looked back at me. But it was too late. The eight inch long dildo slipped from between my legs and thudded both heavily, and wetly, on the carpet. The second it fell I moved, scooping it up quickly and tucking it back behind my ass, eyes wide, mouth open.   
 
      
 
    She looked at me, face carefully neutral. "It's one of those online dares isn't?" She said with a frown. "I figured, what with you dressed like a tramp. You young things have no respect for yourself, doing those sex dares and challenge things." She waved her hand in the air. "Fine. Whatever. Just don't do anything to get yourself into trouble. And if I catch you stealing..." she left the threat dangling. My eyes widened and I shook my head. She sighed and moved off, leaving me alone with my dildo. 
 
      
 
    4...3...2...1. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
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    And then my phone rang. Of course. I glanced at it, a wet, eight inch dildo in one hand, and groaned internally. Sex dares aside, this couldn't be good. I hit the "answer" button and lifted the cell phone up to my ear.  
 
      
 
    "Hello, Julie," I said dispiritedly. Getting caught and humiliated like that had been a blow. My cheeks were still burning. I tucked the dildo back in the bag and tried to hurry away from the section I'd been standing in. The salesclerk would no doubt be keeping an eye on me. I wrapped an arm across my bosom, still conscientious of the peasant blouse's lack of coverage, and chose a random direction. Anywhere was better than here. 
 
      
 
    "How's it going princess?" Julie asked me. "What dildo are you on?" 
 
      
 
    I blinked as I threaded my way past a rack of women's pants that were three sizes too big for me. "Uh... I just fucked the 8 incher," I said quietly, glancing around. No one was looking at me, or hanging around.  
 
      
 
    "Oh. Just now?" She asked me. I nodded, then rolled my eyes. Right. Phone. 
 
      
 
    "Yes Mistress." 
 
      
 
    Julie hummed thoughtfully. "Cool. So that means the metal dildo next. Right?" 
 
      
 
    I sighed. "Yes. The metal one is next." 
 
      
 
    "Did you leave it in the car?" She asked eagerly.  
 
      
 
    That made me frown. "Julie. It's ninety-five degrees outside. If I'd left it in the car, it would be scorching hot." 
 
      
 
    "I know!" She replied brightly. "Wouldn't that be neat?"  
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. "No. I don't want my pussy burned." 
 
      
 
    She laughed. "So where are you?" 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. I didn't want to tell her. "I'm in a department store." 
 
      
 
    "You're still at the mall?" She exclaimed happily. "Oh my! I didn't think you had it in you!" 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. She thought I was at the Galleria. Not this dead end, barely trafficked spot off of Highway 6. But hey, what she didn't know wouldn't hurt her. Right?  
 
      
 
    "So, I've got an idea," she said quickly. "Since you don't want to do heat, and you've got thirty minutes to kill anyway..." 
 
      
 
    I listened in growing horror as she outlined her new plan. I swallowed. I froze. I stumbled. Julie invoked NHPS Rule #2, which stated that I was to comply with any order given that didn't conflict with my limits. When she hung up, I stared at the phone, my stomach quivering with nervousness. I felt almost sick. 
 
      
 
    I looked up. Perhaps it was destiny, or happenstance, or maybe God was in total agreement with Julie about how Breanne, nympho humiliation pain slut, should be sexually tortured, because I realized I was standing, not near the entrance I'd parked at, but the open portal to the mall commons. People were walking around out there. I'd be seen. I'd be stared at. And I needed to kill thirty minutes. 
 
      
 
    But first, I needed a drink. I took a deep breath, tried to look relaxed and natural, and strode out into the light. 
 
      
 
    Redhead girls attract attention. It's just a fact. The color is rather bright, especially when it is artificial, like mine. My hair color isn't candy apple red, and I've let it darken slightly over the years, so that it isn't quite so bright. But "fire engine" comes to mind and regardless, it draws attention. My face isn't technically pretty. Too round and my nose is too big, but I come across as ridiculously cute. But what really makes a woman attractive is her demeanor. I've seen women cursed with bad looks, put on something slinky, and ACT sexy, only to get plenty of attention. I on the other hand, didn't try to act sexy. Instead I opted for my usual "mousey" demeanor. I was a cute girl who was obviously uncomfortable with her attire, and was paying the price. 
 
      
 
    I headed for the food court. Despite the fact that the mall was on the down side for shopping locations, there were still plenty of people strolling about. There was a movie theater on premises, and plenty of "entertainment" style venues, which is what some malls turn to when their anchors go bye bye. This provided sufficient number of eyes staring at me to give me the willies and whenever it became too much, I turned and darted into a nearby store, to hide behind a rack of clothes and see if I was being followed or not. Of course, no one came after me and I'd emerge like a turtle from its shell, to make my way closer to my destination. Finally I arrived at the food court. There weren't many selections, but I went to the restaurant with the emptiest counter and ordered a Diet Coke. 
 
      
 
    Sigh... Pepsi products. Okay. Whatever. One, large, Diet Pepsi. 
 
      
 
    The clerk was a girl and she gave my outfit a pretty intense stare and I couldn't help myself from pressing an arm to my chest again. My cheeks must have been red too, because I felt the heat on them. She passed over my cup, plastic lid in place, and I took it hurriedly, just wanting to get away. I grabbed a straw, mostly for aesthetic purposes, and because I didn't want to look odd. Then I turned tail and headed straight for the nearest clothing store. I didn't even look at the item I pulled off the rack. I got to the fitting room, nodded at a nearby clerk who gave me another long look, and went into the small, closet-sized nook. I sat down on the bench and heaved a sigh of relief. 
 
      
 
    You have to understand, the tension and stress of walking around the mall wearing the peasant blouse and short skirt, with no panties or bra, was insane. Everyone was staring. Hungrily. Angrily. Disgustedly. Wantonly. You worried constantly about the shirt flipping up, or the skirt. You could feel the air on your pussy, or on your nipples and everything was about exposure. So getting a moment of private time was precious. Pure bliss. I took a sip of Diet Pepsi, grimaced at the taste, and then popped the plastic top off. Inside there was ice. Lots of it. It's a trick these fast food places use. More ice means less soda. So you'll buy a bigger cup, or come back and spend the 25 cents for a refill. I reached into my bag and drew out the metal dildo, and following Julie's orders, pushed it tip first into the icy cola.  
 
      
 
    I checked my watch. Eighteen more minutes before I was permitted to fuck myself with the metal dildo. I put the plastic lid back on and stood up. The shirt I'd pulled from the rack was bright yellow and hideous. But if I'd been allowed, I'd have bought it and put it on, just to keep from having to go back out into the mall wearing the peasant blouse. Still, Julie would have killed me. I picked up my cup as I stood. It was much heavier now the steel dildo was inside. I emerged, handed back the blouse and made my way from the store.  
 
      
 
    Now I just had to walk the mall, killing time. In general, Julie didn't like it when I went into the stores. It limited visibility, giving me options to conceal myself. But since she hadn't forbidden it this trip, I did just that, trying to tell myself I was shopping. Then, I realized that I was being stupid. I needed to find a public, but semi-private spot, for what was going to be one of the most intense, terrible, dildo insertions I'd experienced yet. And the longer the metal dildo was sitting in a tub of ice (and soda), the colder it would get.  
 
      
 
    So I emerged from the clothing store I was hiding... *ahem* shopping in, and went "shopping" for a good location to fuck myself.  
 
      
 
    I knew from experience that I would need longer than a minute of privacy. Even wet with cola, the chilly nature of the metal dildo would make my pussy tighten up. That would increase the difficulty of getting it in completely. And at eight inches, the same length as the last dildo, I'd spend some significant time mashing it up into my sex. I would also be making some noise, since spending twenty minutes in an ice bath would make the metal dildo ridiculously cold.  
 
      
 
    But this was also my old haunting grounds. I'd walked this mall before too, and I knew one access corridor, meant for deliveries, that would suit my purposes. The only problem was that it was all the way on the other side of the mall. So I took a deep breath, my bare breasts rising under the thin, cotton material of the peasant blouse, and I took off, working my way through staring eyes and widening grins as I made my way to my chosen "destination." 
 
      
 
    I got there early.  
 
      
 
    The last thing I wanted to do was hang around a delivery hall, so I stopped again in another store, pretending to browse. It relieved some of the pressure I was feeling and while I hid behind another clothing rack, I wondered just how "wet" I still was. Stress, at least the kind I was under, wasn't always compatible with "sexual arousal," though admittedly these "walks of shame" did turn me on. I needed to be wet. I wanted to be wet. As wet as possible preferably. That way when I pushed the cold, metal dildo into me, it would be a fast process.  
 
      
 
    I mindlessly took a sip of metal infused Pepsi. Evidently, soaking a dildo in it did not improve the taste. I glanced down at my watch. It was time. I took a deep breath, emerged from my hiding spot, and hurried across the mall commons, pushing open the delivery door and disappearing into a cream colored corridor, away from the people. I walked down the hallway, doors on either side, at least until I came to a ninety degree corner. Then the doors were only on one side, each marked with a store name and number. The hallway was empty and I stopped there, just after the turn. 
 
      
 
    My logic was simple. If a delivery driver opened the door at the far end of the corridor, I'd have a chance to dart back around the corner in order to get myself presentable. And vice versa. If anyone came down the corridor from the common mall areas, I'd be concealed from view with enough warning to get myself semi-presentable. Thus - public space, private area. The best of both worlds. I set down my bag, popped the lid off my plastic cup, and drew a well marinated, cold to the touch dildo, from the icy depths.  
 
      
 
    Oh fuck it was cold! I set my cup down and wrapped my hands around the dildo. Honestly? I thought it was too cold and I tried to warm it up a bit. But then it was too cold for my hands and I ended up using my skirt to hold the thing for a moment while I tried to heat it up. This of course exposed my pussy and I bit my lip, looking down. I didn't see any moisture. And I was trembling. My hands were literally shaking. From trepidation at what I was about to do to myself? Or from cold? Suddenly I just wanted to get it over with. I felt my pussy tighten and I breathed into one cupped hand. I took hold of the dildo, bare flesh against metal, right at the base. Then I spread my legs, going up on tiptoe, the arches of each foot up and exposed, my flip flops flat on the floor. I brought the tip up, scared of how it would feel, hesitated until my fingers felt like they were freezing, and then with my left hand, opened my labia to expose the pink, moist depths. I pressed the dildo upward and the first searing burn of cold hit me like a freight train. I gasped, gritting my teeth, closing my eyes as I pushed. My pussy tightened like a clamp, resisting the surge of frozen metal, the dripping cola, and a hard pain shot through my loins as my hand fought with my pussy. I forced it in deeper, impaling myself and moving the pain upward, deeper into my body. The dildo, smooth and bumped, seemed to pummel the sides of my sex and each inch was not just a battle, but a war. I folded, hunched over, bitter winter hurting me.  
 
      
 
    I wasn't even sure how deep the damn thing was. I started counting. My thighs came together, locked in place and I began shaking. This time I knew it was from the cold. My pussy was numb, but I could feel pressure and ice, the temperature seeping into everything between my hips. I pushed again with my fingers, shocked to find the dildo going in another inch, maybe even two, and this time, easier. I pressed hard, groaning, whimpering, almost wailing as the full eight inches became embedded in my quivering, freezing sex. The numbers in my head were hard to form and my legs shook from the strain. I reached up with my left hand and found my left breast. Bent over, the peasant blouse no longer covered my bosom, both tits hanging free like ripe fruit. I twisted the piercing a bit, fresh sensation shooting down to my pussy. My hips jerked involuntarily, a thrust, a pump, and then I couldn't stand the cold any longer. I was somewhere in the mid-twenties and I pulled the dildo out of my pussy with a sharp cry. My knees buckled and I sank down, the metal dildo still burning my fingers, cold and dripping in my hand. I didn't want to lick it. I didn't know what to do with it, so I dumped it back into the open cup of diet soda. Then I sank to the floor, kneeling, my hands between my thighs, shivering from the cold.  
 
      
 
    It took me almost five minutes to recover, and not a single person bothered me in that corridor. No one came in. No one passed me and I just shivered, huddling against the wall as my body recovered from both the intrusion of the soda lubed phallus and the cold. I didn't feel arousal now. The icy intruder hadn't been that kind of sex act. Instead it had been torture. Punishment perhaps. I'd fucked ice before, but that had been nothing compared to this. Maybe the other variables took precedence. I don't know. But I hadn't liked it at all. 
 
      
 
    Eventually I climbed to my feet. I smoothed down my skirt, then peasant blouse. I picked up my bag and my cup and headed down the corridor, not back into the mall, but heading toward the outside. I didn't care that it was hot out there in the sunlight. I wanted heat. I still felt cold. I wanted to bathe in warmth. Besides, having to walk around the entire outside of the mall was preferable to having to walk through it, eyes tearing at my clothes. I pushed open the door and stepped into the South Texas summer sun and closed my eyes in bliss.  
 
      
 
    Oh God, yes. 
 
      
 
    I made my way out to the sidewalk and began walking, my flip flops protecting my feet from the hot concrete. A minute in and I felt normal. Two minutes later I felt warm. By the time I reached the department store I'd gone into in the first place, I was hot. I angled out, heading toward my jeep, and without thinking about it, I brought the cup up to my face, my mouth opening as I sucked on the straw. A strange flavor hit my lips. 
 
      
 
    Well what do you know. Pussy juice makes Diet Pepsi taste better. 
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    I escaped the mall with no further trouble. With twenty minutes to kill before the next dildo, I speculated about where I should go, considering that the next "dildo" on my list of twelve was almost as much of a challenge as the metal one. My pussy was slowly recovering, at least from the stress and tension applied to it, but I have to admit that I worried about being wet. Sure, I might have gotten there with the metal dildo, but I didn't feel the "need" at that particular moment. Would thirty minutes be enough for me to recover from the cold and feel the normal moisture I was accustomed too?  
 
      
 
    Of course, the ante was still going up. The metal dildo had been eight inches long. The next one was nine. But honestly? That wasn't what concerned me. The length wouldn't matter a whit. No, what would matter was the fact that this dildo had an attached companion. 
 
      
 
    Normally, "attached companion" is how I would refer to real cock. For example, Blake's penis had an "attached companion."  But this was just humor. The attached companion I was referring to in this particular case, was a six inch long, narrow, but still substantial, secondary dildo, attached to the first by the base, which was designed to fit in both a woman's holes at the same time. My double dildo. Julie had casually tossed it in as a lark, knowing that I didn't care for having things up my ass. The problem was that I still had to do it. Now, anal sex isn't as easy as vaginal. Your butt doesn't "lube" (thank God.) And if it did, you would need to see a doctor because that just isn't right. Julie had tossed a small bottle of grapeseed oil into the bag, just enough for a single coating on the anal plug. So all I needed to do was find a semi-private public space, bare everything below the waist, prep the anal dildo, and then jam two long, rubber cocks up both my holes at the same time. 
 
      
 
    Yay. Can you tell I was enthusiastic? Maybe another round with the metal dildo was an alternative option? Not likely. 
 
      
 
    I took Westhemier Parkway, watching with sadness as the farm land I was used to seeing passed by me, now filled with suburbia. How could this many people live here? I shook my head. Eventually I even turned onto the old farm to market road my parent's ranch had been on. I passed the corner of our property, where one day I'd straddled the angled edge of one of our fence rails, letting the wood bite into the soft folds of my pussy, cumming and rocking in ecstasy. And there... that's where our old drive used to be. It was just fence now. Brick and fancy wood. Kari once made love to me there, bent over the hood of her car, my breasts pressed to the hot metal as she jammed a vibrator into my dripping slit. And along the road? That's where I'd ridden my mare, a quarter horse named Star, who I'd loved with all my heart, stuffed with vibroballs, sitting in the saddle buck naked, clover clamps hanging from my breasts as I raced a car barrelling down the road. My home? Where I'd grown up? If it was still there I couldn't see it. Rows of cookie cutter suburban mansions, brick and stone and postage stamp yards blocked the way. 
 
      
 
    And here... I pulled the jeep over. Here was where I first took off my clothes, stripping naked out of blue jeans and tee shirt, in order to comply with Mistress Ellen's demands that I wear something slutty and appropriate to my nature. The road had barely been traveled then, a simple farm to market line that hadn't even gotten a coating of asphalt until I was eight. Back then I could have gone two or three hours between pickups or trailers hurtling down the road. Now? There was a steady line of sedans and those weird half SUV things. Most of them white. The vehicle of suburbia. There was no way I could do the same thing today. I'd have been seen. Reported. Arrested. No, I wasn't going to be able to stand at the front of my jeep, strip naked, and then impale both holes with a double dildo. Not a chance in hell. 
 
      
 
    So I pulled back onto the road and drove on. I headed north, seeing Katy Mills, but eschewing another mall in favor of memories. I drove into old Katy proper, up Pin Oak and Avenue D. I pulled my jeep into a small parking lot that I hadn't been to in years. Getting out, the heat of summer hit me again and I embraced it. Ahead, just through the trees, was a small wooden bridge that spanned a dry wash. The city had added a playground, meant for toddlers, but it was empty, no well-meaning parent wanting to subject their little ones to the oppressive summer heat. Across the field, a few sparse trees did little to block the view of more houses, small, individualized structures that had aged well, even if they were tiny by today’s standards. I crossed the bridge and then went pass the playground, back southward, walking along the paved path. It was a circle, and empty, even on a Saturday. It just wasn't that kind of park, and it was hot and the bayou ran nearby. Up head was the gazebo. I'd both suffered and been pleasured in that gazebo. I'd been fucked and tormented there. I'd met one of my first male doms there, an older man, in his mid-fifties, named John, out walking his dog. I approached the old wooden structure. It was in need of paint, and some of the boards were warped. But the railing and benches were still there, still solid. As the cicadas hummed and the scents of summer filled my nose, I sat down, the wooden slats rough on my bare bottom. I got out the double dildo and quickly oiled the anal plug.  
 
      
 
    It only took me a second to look around. All was quiet. I was alone. No dogs. No people. Just me and my memories. I rose to my feet, set one knee up on the bench, flipped the back of my skirt up, and began working the double dildo into my body. 
 
      
 
    It wasn't as easy as all the others, even the metal one. Taking things up your ass is not something you just do. You have to mentally prepare for it. Sure, I could have handled just the front dildo easy as pie. Thinking of all the times I'd been at this park, clamps hanging off my nipples, giving blowjobs, spreading my legs for John as he took me on this very bench, did exactly what I was hoping for. I was wet, ready, and even willing, and my pussy was grasping at the thing in seconds. But working the slick length of the rear phallus into my back end took pressure and mental focus. The wind seemed to pick up, my hair blowing past my face. My peasant blouse followed suit, exposing my luscious breasts, the pierced tips gold and raised. I worked the anal shaft in slowly, revelling in the sweet bliss of it. And then, as soon as I got two inches of both dildos into their respective and appropriate holes, I quickly turned around and sat down. Fast and hard. 
 
      
 
    Both pain and pleasure filled my lower half. My body initially objected to the rapid expansion caused by the implantation of thick rubber through my insides. Still, I was designed specifically for that purpose; the act of getting fucked. I was meant for it. Whether by inanimate object or a man, or a woman with a strap on for that matter, my holes were meant to be filled. I gasped, aching and wanting, filled to the brim with nine inches in one hole, and six in the other. I rocked my hips as I counted to thirty, fucking myself with small movements, my pussy gushing wet, grasping and squeezing the contents of my loins.  
 
      
 
    For a long moment I just sat there, stuffed to the brim and remembering. My pussy clenched and tightened, as did my ass, I resisted the urge to get up and kneel again, a hand between my legs, drawing both dildos out enough so that I could push them back in. I wanted to get fucked now. I knew it. I needed it. I wasn't close to cumming, that's for sure, but my body's natural desire seemed to swell. Fluids seeped from around the rubber cock in my pussy and I drew it out of me, ignoring the back half that had been in my ass as I licked and sucked the first shaft clean. Then I wrapped it in a bit of paper towel I'd brought with me and stuck it back into the bag. I smoothed down the peasant blouse, and the skirt, standing there in the middle of the gazebo. I shook my head. Fucked here again, and no satisfaction other than that of my readers, and Master Brandon. I wanted to strip naked and beg someone to use me. To let me satisfy them and through them, myself. I needed to be tied to the rafters of the gazebo, arms above my head, my legs pulled and bound open, a whip taken to my skin, my nipples twisted and hurt, my bottom filled, my clit pinched and fried and spanked, my breasts caned, and my pussy... oh yes... beat my pussy and fill me to the brink. Use me. Please... 
 
      
 
    I sighed, shouldered my bag, and headed back to the jeep. I got almost all the way there, but then looked for the bridge that would take me over the bayou. Maybe John still lived in his old house? But the bridge was gone, probably destroyed during the flooding of Hurricane Harvey. Not to be defeated, I did go back to my jeep and drive around to the other side of the park. I pulled up in front of the small home, not recognizing the car out front. I went up and knocked, nervous and uncomfortable, wanting him to be there, and scared what would happen if he was. Would he want me? Would he let me suck on him? Would he fuck me hard? 
 
      
 
    A Hispanic woman, almost my age, opened the door, two small children at her knees. "Si?" she asked me curiously. I already knew the answer. 
 
      
 
    "Los siento," I said, backing away. "Estaba buscando a alquien," I stammered in my broken Spanish. The woman looked at me, her eyes distant, judging my attire, my barely concealed breasts, the pisspoor excuse for a skirt. I turned and hurried back to my jeep and by the time I got there, the front door had closed. I got back into my car and started the engine. Times really had changed. So much for memory lane.  
 
      
 
    I drove north to where the landscape matched what I had grown up with, rolling farmland filled with soybeans and cotton. Horses dotted the landscape and I even drove past the ranch where my own horse, Star, had been housed before I finally had to sell her. I looked in vain. Maybe she was still around? But no. No sign of my chocolate filly and the silly little white blotch, shaped like a star on her forehead. As the minutes ticked by, I turned back around and headed back toward town. I pulled up into the parking lot where a small hardware store used to sit. It had closed down, the manager and assistant manager leaving to go work at one of the big box places. It had been here, in this parking lot, where Mike the Hardware Guy had intercepted me after masturbating in his store. It had been an assignment. One of many. I remembered all the times I'd dropped by, flashing a smile at the knowing grin of the cashier, only to make my way to the back of the place, to get bent over or across the small wooden desk that had occupied Mike's work space. I'd been screwed every which way on that desk. Screwed and spanked and clamped and whipped. My pussy had been sapped on that desk as Mike had held my legs open. And I’d cum. Hard. 
 
      
 
    I left it behind. I headed back toward the mall. 
 
      
 
    There is only one mall in Katy, and while it too had changed over the years, the basic nature of it resisted the rapid growth of the surrounding city. Katy had gone from a rustic, farming town to kitschy. But I pulled up in front of the massive sporting goods store and stared at the entrance. I'd been banned from the place years before, though not legally, and besides - those things were only good for a year. I hadn't been inside in ages though, and I was hardly dressed for it now. Unlike the retail establishment on Highway 6, this mall was packed, no place for a girl for which the slightest breath of wind would completely expose her. Besides, I wasn't twenty five anymore either. But it had been here that I'd seduced a number of employees into letting me use them to satisfy assignment requirements. I'd met Julie here. She had been the manager of a two-bit junk jewelry store. My God... how many times had I gone in, only to go the back room, raise my top, lace my fingers behind my head, and grimace at Julie's standard hello - a brisk breast slapping? And then there was David. Empty spaces christened with my pussy juice as I bounced from one embarrassing moment to another. Flashings and fuckings and blowjobs... 
 
      
 
    The memories flooded through me and I stared up at the imposing edifice. So many sexual escapades! This had been my stomping ground, or fucking ground, depending on your perspective. Was I really going to walk away, just because I was worried that my shirt might flip up? Or that someone might see up my skirt? Or that I was no longer nineteen years old with the body to match? I bit my lip and glanced down into the bag. The next dildo wasn't rubber. Like the metal dildo, this one was made of something different: acrylic. Hard, smooth bulbs to provide texture to the full 9 inch length and the end was capped with a cute, pink colored heart. It was actually one of my favorites. There are times when you want to get fucked in a more solid manner, when you're so insanely aroused that you just need to be spread open and have something hard jammed into you. The crystal stick was perfect for that kind of thing. 
 
      
 
    And I was wet. I could tell. The drive around Katy had done it and I knew that all I needed was a semblance of privacy in order to get the nine inch plastic shaft up my twat. Honestly, I was looking forward to it. A good, hard fuck was exactly what I needed.  
 
      
 
    But where? I was hot and bothered, and the last thing I wanted to do was spend another fifteen minutes out in the heat. That meant indoors. The mall? I rolled my eyes. That was the LAST thing I wanted. Still, maybe I didn't need to endure the stares and looks. Maybe I could find a private little spot inside the sports equipment store? After all, I'd done it a bunch of times before. I bit my lip, considering it. Then the little devil in my ear whispered the words. 
 
      
 
    "You know you want it. You know you crave it. You may not like them looking at you like that, but it makes you so, so wet..." 
 
      
 
    I turned off the engine. What can I say? I'm weak and listen to my baser desires. 
 
      
 
    I hurried toward the store entrance and marched in looking confidant. I still had my arm pressed to my breasts, which mitigated the possibility of flashing my breasts, but other than that I did nothing to hide my appearance. One of the young men working spotted me, his eyes widening, and the only reason he didn't start drooling is because it would have looked bad. I gave him a smile, the kind I reserved for men who took notice of me, making it clear that under the right circumstances I'd be happy to straddle them and ride them to the moon. I moved into the store and disappeared in the racks. 
 
      
 
    The place was busy, which wasn't good for me and for the next several minutes I wandered around, trying to avoid groups of people. There were far too many kids and after awhile, I came to the realization that there was literally nowhere to do my task. The best I'd have been able to come up with was the dressing room, which was hardly "public." So with a little grunt of disappointment I considered my options. If Julie had been there, she'd have urged me into the mall. Maybe one of the other big anchors would have some semi-private spots to crystal stick myself. But me being the big chicken that I am, I turned tail and left the way I came, walking out to my jeep and managing to knock a full fifteen minutes off my enforced "break"  between dildos. 
 
      
 
    Frustrated, I started the engine and turned toward the highway. There was one more place I wanted to see and I felt drawn to it. I should have thought of it first, even before trying the mall. I put my foot down on the accelerator and headed even further west, driving outside the bounds of Katy, exiting on Pederson, to find a spot at the truck stop. 
 
      
 
    For years the truck stop outside the boundary of my hometown had served as an easy place to find errant cock to suck, fuck, and generally use for my own entertainment. I pulled in on the left side of the lot and watched as the occasional big rig pulled in. One thing I liked was that there were a few trucks backed into some spaces, their rear ends pointed at the empty fields. I knew the drivers would be either inside the truck stop, or in their rigs, catching a few winks. From experience, I was well aware that many drivers preferred to drive at night and sleep during the day.  
 
      
 
    Regardless, I felt that this was the opportunity I was looking for. I grabbed the Crystal Stick out of the bag and got out of the jeep. My flip flops smacked on the blacktop and I hurried along, fully cognizant that girls who dressed like me in places like this were frequently considered "on the market". No need to complicate matters, right? I ducked between the first two trailers and moved down until I was shielded from view; a short glimpse of the freeway in front of me and the grassy field behind. I even managed to be in the truck's shadow.  
 
      
 
    I spread my legs, facing one of the massive wheels and I lifted my skirt. I could feel a bit of moisture between my petals, even without touching myself and I closed my eyes, desperate to feel the tapered end of the crystal stick go in. Honestly? I wanted it to hurt a little bit. I needed that. My left hand came down, my arm holding the hem of my skirt high and I spread my petals, opening myself up just as I had done with the metal dildo. I lowered the crystal stick, grazing my clit in the process and I felt a thrill tingle up through me. God I needed this... 
 
      
 
    "Excuse me, what the hell do you think you're doing?" Came a rough voice.  
 
      
 
    I jumped, literally, the skirt coming down, the crystal stick dildo going behind my back as I whirled to face the man standing near the cab, arms crossed. He had a suspicious and slightly angry look on his face, but this seemed to fade a little as he took in my appearance. The look faded from worry that I was messing with his rig, to wondering if I was about to offer him a quickie for a few bucks. 
 
      
 
    I raised my hand. "I swear to God I wasn't touching your truck!" I insisted, first and foremost. Years of being a south Texas farm girl made me know enough to state that upfront. "I was just looking for a little bit of privacy." The second I said that though, I knew it was stupid. Privacy? Between two semi-truck trailers? What the hell was I thinking? 
 
      
 
    The skepticism on his face got worse and I sighed and started walking toward him. I brought the crystal stick out from behind my hand. Would he recognize it for what it was? I licked my lips.  
 
      
 
    "Sir, I'll be honest with you. I'm doing a sex dare. I would be ever so gracious if you would help me," I said simply and neatly, holding up the dildo. "If you would be willing to jam this into my pussy, with one thrust, I will happily spend the next thirty minutes sucking your cock dry." It came out very serious and calm and I was actually a little surprised at my daring. 
 
      
 
    He blinked. "Are you serious?" 
 
      
 
    I nodded, then blurted out, "and not for money. I'm not a whore." 
 
      
 
    He considered it for all of five seconds. Then he laughed, his mouth curling up into a smile. It changed his whole personality and suddenly I felt an attraction to him. I couldn't help grinning too. He held out his hand. "Give it here, girlie." 
 
      
 
    I held out the crystal stick and let him take it. Then, before he could suggest elsewhere, like the privacy of his cab, I swept both arms upward. One caught the thin, cotton material of my peasant blouse, lifting and exposing both pierced breasts. The other snagged the hem of my skirt, even as I spread my legs wide. The trucker's eyes widened, confronted with something a little more tangible than just words.  
 
      
 
    I felt wet. Oh so wet. "One thrust," I repeated. "Hard and fast. I like it when it hurts a little." 
 
      
 
    He got close and one hand came up, grabbing my breast, kneading it and squeezing. "Pinch the tip," I gasped. He did, twisting it hard. I groaned, whimpering. "Now. Please?" 
 
      
 
    The smooth, rounded end of the crystal stick came up between my legs and he only rubbed it once through my petals. It seemed to move easily enough and I tilted my pelvis to give him a better angle. Our eyes met, my chest heaving as he leaned in. His face had two days growth of beard and he was at least twenty years older than me. I felt him bring the hard phallus up, touching my sex, and then he pushed it in, hard and fast, just as I had begged. 
 
      
 
    Hard plastic speared me, thrusting its way into my loins, spreading my inner muscles, the flesh, everything as he impaled me. It was a forceful movement, lifting me up so that only my toes stayed in touch with the ground, and I was pushed back against the trailer itself, my weight resting on his hand, clutching the crystal heart that topped the dildo. Inside me, my fluids swirled and gushed, the pain of getting penetrated so forcefully merging with the arousal. My mouth opened and a low, guttural moan came out and I'm sure he saw the hurt in my eyes. I knew I was going to be bruised, but I didn't care. He held me in place, and then, before I could say anything, he drew the crystal stick out six inches, sending a riot of sensation back up my body, and then promptly fucked me again. 
 
      
 
    Oh my God.  
 
      
 
    Obviously, insertion number two went much easier, thanks to the fact that my pussy was now gushing with lubrication. My mind went curiously blank, unable to stop him or say anything as my pussy fluttered and gripped and shuddered. The trucker grinned as my pussy juice seemed to coat his hand and he did it again, drawing out and pushing in, fucking me hard against the side of his rig. I blubbered something inaudible, but he understood it, or at least he understood my body language. He jacked the crystal stick in and out of me, jabbing my pussy with the acrylic rod until I threw my head back, my knuckles jammed between my teeth, muffling my cries of pleasure. I grabbed him as I came, holding my naked tits against his rough shirt, humping his hand as he made me cum. All in just a few minutes of sexual insanity. I collapsed against him, chest heaving as he slowly drew the dildo out of my pussy. I let go of him and leaned back, not bothering to cover my tits, though the skirt did fall back down over my bruised loins. 
 
      
 
    "Wow," I said, still clearly in a daze. 
 
      
 
    He grinned. "You owe me, girlie." 
 
      
 
    I giggled. "Do I ever," I agreed happily, not even considering the shit storm another orgasm, especially done like this, was going to cause. I blinked, my mind clearing a bit, the euphoria of orgasm fading slightly. I reached forward, cupping the bulge in his pants. "I am going to DEVOUR your cock," I said wickedly. "Take me somewhere," I encouraged him. He backed up, reached up to the door, and opened it.  
 
      
 
    "Ladies first," he said with a grin. 
 
      
 
    "You just want to look up my skirt," I accused playfully. Then I smiled. "You go right ahead." 
 
      
 
    I started to turn but he took my arm. "What do I do with this?" He asked me, holding out the dildo. I took it from him, and then in a bold, daring gesture, I stuck it in my mouth and sucked it clean, right there in front of him. I licked it. I swirled my tongue around it. And when all my girl goo was gone, I tucked it into the elastic band holding my peasant blouse together. It nestled between my breasts. 
 
      
 
    "Holy shit," the trucker mused, somewhat shocked. 
 
      
 
    "I want to suck your cock now," I insisted, turned and started climbing. I felt his hand on my ass and I stopped halfway. His fingers moved lower and I looked down. "Can you give me a little push?" I begged in a naughty voice. He chuckled and pushed, but I shook my head. "No, not there, a little lower." He moved his hand and this time I felt his fingers at my bottom. "A little lower please?" Now his fingers were touching my petals. "There," I said happily. "Push there." He shook his head with amusement, but he pushed, three of his fingers dipping into my soaked slit. I started climbing slowly, letting him follow me up. I climbed into the rig, moved to the back, and got down on my knees. 
 
      
 
    "Now, sir, I have to pay you back," I said. He locked the doors and unbuckled his pants. "Yes you do, sweetie. Yes you do." He sat down on the bunk and I leaned forward. His shaft was already hard and I brought my face down on him, opening my mouth, taking him in. My tongue swirled around him and he groaned, a look of rapture on his face. Between licks, I came up. "Think you can last thirty minutes?"  
 
      
 
    He actually looked concerned. "I don't know," he admitted. His shaft pulsed in my hands and I gave him a seductive, dangerous, hungry look. 
 
      
 
    "Let's find out." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _n16nb7ao6wod]Wet - Part Six 
 
      
 
    "Please tell me that you're calling to let me know you're done," Julie said as I pulled out of the truck stop. It had been a vigorous half hour that had resulted in not one, but three orgasms. One for me and two for Jason, the trucker I'd repeatedly blown. He hadn't lasted thirty minutes the first time; instead holding off for an impressive five. He'd apologized profusely, and then been surprised when I pushed him back down and told him we'd try again. His second orgasm came twenty-three minutes later and I felt right proud of myself for getting him hard for round two. He'd been a little flabbergasted and when I'd thanked him and kissed him goodbye, he'd asked for my number and promised to call anytime he was passing through town.  
 
      
 
    Of course, after I'd climbed down from his rig, Crystal Dildo in hand, my blouse and skirt once more covering my prurient bits, I knew I'd have to pay the piper. I climbed into my jeep, headed out, and dialed Julie. 
 
      
 
    "Well, not quite," I admitted. "But I'm making progress." 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. "Progress. Which dildo are you on?"  
 
      
 
    I thought through the list. "I'm on my Husky. And I can do it right now," I amended.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah? Where are you?"  
 
      
 
    "Heading north on Pederson Road," I told her, glancing around. Suburbia’s crawl hadn’t quite made it out this far and the land north and west of Katy was still mostly farm and ranch land. "I figured I'd find a quiet backroad someplace, stand in front of the Jeep and strip naked." It came out in a sort of snarky tone. 
 
      
 
    There was a shocked silence. "You're in Katy?" Julie asked in disbelief.  
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. "Well, sort of. A little west of it. I just sort of migrated out this way." 
 
      
 
    "Hold on," she told me. I waited as I heard her muffled voice talking to someone. Probably Mike. He normally worked the morning shift on Saturdays, so it wasn't that surprising that he'd be off by now.   
 
      
 
    "Okay. So when you get to the Screw, call me. Mike wants to see it in action." 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. "Seriously?" 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. "Yeah. When I told him about it he got all excited. You know how he is about hardware." 
 
      
 
    "It's a dildo," I said sourly. 
 
      
 
    "Whatever," Julie said dismissively. "Oh. Wait. Why DID you call me?" 
 
      
 
    I gulped. "Well, I sort of had an accident..." 
 
      
 
    "Oh my God! Are you okay? Are you hurt?" Julie demanded. 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. "What? No! Not that kind of accident!" I protested. "I had an orgasm." 
 
      
 
    Julie went silent. 
 
      
 
    "Um... Julie?" 
 
      
 
    Another quarter mile went by. "Mistress?" 
 
      
 
    "Another orgasm," she said, clearly in disbelief. "How the fuck do you have an orgasm when you are only supposed to put the dildo in once?" 
 
      
 
    "Erm... let someone else put it in for you?" I guessed. “And they don’t listen to the ‘just fuck me once please’ part?” 
 
      
 
    She sighed heavily. "Breanne, that sort of defeats the point, doesn't it?"  
 
      
 
    I shrugged. "Possibly,” I admitted. “But I can tell you that when my trucker put in the crystal dildo, it hurt. Not a whole lot, but sort of like getting kicked in the crotch." 
 
      
 
    She considered that. "Well, I suppose that's okay. My kick? Or Mike's?"  
 
      
 
    I frowned. "Mike's. He doesn't kick me as hard as you do. And besides, you haven't done it in a long time." 
 
      
 
    This time I could sense her shrug. "Neither of us are into that sort of thing. You want your pussy kicked, go see Mistress Lucille." 
 
      
 
    I grimaced. "I'll pass. Thank you." 
 
      
 
    "Okay, so as I said, do the next few dildos, but when you get to the big screw, Mike wants to watch. It might be around supper time by then. We'll take you out to eat." 
 
      
 
    I blanched at the thought. Let’s parade the barely dressed nympho humiliation pain slut through a busy, sit-down restaurant on a Saturday evening. "Uh... okay."   
 
      
 
    "Were you kidding about stripping in front of the jeep?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes." Duh.  
 
      
 
    "Well, I think that would actually serve as an acceptable punishment for cumming," she told me. "Find a good place, get in front of your jeep, take off the peasant blouse and the skirt, then do the Husky dildo." 
 
      
 
    My lips pressed tightly together. "You want me to risk full nudity, on a back road?" 
 
      
 
    "Yep!" She said brightly. "Have fun, princess!" Then she hung up. 
 
      
 
    I tossed the phone down on the seat next to me and drove in silence. Between my legs I felt an ache. It wasn't need, or want, but something resulting from the repeated fucking I'd gotten all day. I might be a nympho humiliation pain slut, and naturally wet, but that didn't necessarily translate into "being able to accept a series of unnaturally hard, thick, and long dildos in single thrusts to the cunt." Sex is a process and sometimes "brace yourself, Bridget" is insufficient foreplay. In fact, most of the time it isn’t. Which is the whole purpose of Rule #1. If I’m stuffed with something constantly arousing me, agitating me, and keeping me wet, then getting thrown down, emptied, and having something long, hard, and thick shoved into you is fine. 
 
      
 
    Of course, the whole purpose of this assignment, this experiment, was determine if I really was the slut I claimed to be. Was I really, truly ready to be on the receiving end of a sudden, forceful, broad sexual experience? Could I just spread my legs, regardless of the time and urgency, and take it? That was the point, wasn't it? To make sure I could? And so far I'd been pretty successful. Granted, none of the dildos were beyond the scope of normality. Something that large was admittedly out of the norm, but it wasn't like I never encountered them. But we were about to venture out of the bell curve, at least in cock length. Next up was a nine inch version. 
 
      
 
    Was I truly ready? Without any real preparation? 
 
      
 
    I took a few turns and found myself practically lost. I knew if I headed south, I'd eventually find my way back to civilization, but out here, the only thing that would see me would be a few cows. When I stopped seeing cars, I pulled down a gravel drive, crossed a cattle guard, and stopped the jeep. For a second, I hesitated. This wasn't technically a road. And worse, it was probably private property, which meant that I wasn't in public. But I decided I could live with that and if Julie or Kari wanted to punish me at a later date for it, what could they really do to me that I wouldn't like in the end? I stopped the jeep, grabbed my Husky dildo, and climbed out. 
 
      
 
    My Husky dildo has been with me for years. Nine inches long, with firm rubber, cast in the shape of a man's penis, the Husky for me was the first real looking synthetic cock I ever had. Most of the time, I wore it with a pair of panties, under a skirt, because it wouldn't stay in by itself, sliding from my wet slit with a thump if I didn't keep a hand on it. One of my favorite games had been laundry day. Fridays. I'd put it in, sitting at my desk, writing or getting online and playing sex games, only to hear the alarm on the washer, indicating a need for me to go downstairs, past my father sitting in the living room, and move wet stuff to the dryer. I'd stand and the Husky would slide partially out, making walking a challenge until I made it back to my bower, only to sit fast and hard, impaling myself once again. Up and down... 
 
      
 
    I was constantly wet back then. Hmmm... not much has changed, has it? 
 
      
 
    At the front of the jeep I set the Husky dildo on the hood, the small suction cup on the base keeping it disturbingly upright. Then I peeled off the peasant blouse, baring my breasts to the bright, south Texas sun. The scents and sounds of my childhood came back to me and I did the skirt next, dropping it down around my ankles and stepping out of it, folding it neatly and setting it next to the shirt. I revelled in my nakedness. I grabbed the dildo, and then, suddenly feeling daring, I walked, still unclothed, back up the dirt drive, all the way to the paved road. Almost an eighth of a mile. If someone had come around there would be nothing I could do. There was nowhere to hide. I moved to the side of the gate, sort of behind the scrub brush and listened. Nothing but cicadas. Then I squared my shoulders, stuck out my breasts, and marched outward, crossing the last fifteen feet until I stood at the side of the road. There were no cars in either direction, so I walked out onto the baked asphalt. I spread my legs, faced south, brought the Husky dildo up between my legs, and without hesitation, drove it up between my legs. 
 
      
 
    Like the other times, there was sufficient lubrication that the larger dildo went in. But it wasn't easy. It was too tight, and a little dry as my insides snagged on the rubber. I winced and kept pushing through, all the way until the full, insertable length was in my pussy, the tightness yielding to the pain and pleasure of it. I stood there, a hand between my legs, counting to thirty as I remained in plain view. Then, when I hit the mark, I pulled the dildo out, stuck it in my mouth, and sucked it clean. 
 
      
 
    Still standing on the road. I took my time. I licked the dildo. I sucked. I waved it around. I let the damn thing dry. All while suffering the urge to stick it right back in my pussy and do it all again. 
 
      
 
    I was actually disappointed when I started trudging back to the jeep. No cars to zip past my rapidly fleeing body, no one to stare at the naked, redheaded girl running away, her ass jiggling, big rubber cock in her hand. I trudged back to my jeep. At the car, I moved to the front, planning on getting dressed, but... Ah... the hell with it. I grabbed my peasant blouse and the skirt, opened the door and climbed in nude, tossing the dildo into the bag. Kari wants me naked while driving? Fine. Whatever. 
 
      
 
    I did a three point turn and headed back to the road and almost wrecked as I tried to pull out onto the asphalt. A pickup truck roared past, horn blaring, and I think both of us yelled a few choice swear words. I sort of doubt the other driver saw me though. My pussy, wet now that I'd jammed something into it, clenched and I turned south, heading back toward Katy. With thirty more minutes to kill, I turned the AC to high and drove. 
 
      
 
    Then my tummy rumbled. 
 
      
 
    It was almost four in the afternoon and my early lunch had been more like ten-thirty, then eleven. I needed a snack. I'm a girl who doesn't handle hunger very well, so when I realized I needed food, I immediately thought of one of my favorite restaurants. I turned the front of my jeep in that direction and pressed down on the accelerator. Except, I realized belatedly, that walking in buck naked wasn't going to work. After I pulled into the parking lot, I squirmed around in my seat, shoving my feet into the skirt and drawing it back up over my ass. Then I pulled the peasant blouse down over my head, making sure that the valance like material covered up both of my tits and the gold hardware dangling from the tips. I grabbed the bag of dildos, but really only to use as a purse, since my phone and wallet were inside. Then I climbed out of my jeep, crossed the hot concrete, and went to assuage my gullet, if not my libido. 
 
      
 
    The place was practically empty, which was exactly what I wanted. Granted, the poor seventeen-year-old kid at the counter practically fainted as I came up, his eyes glued to my barely concealed breasts, but he managed to collect himself sufficiently to take my order. I paid for my drink and food and while waiting, checked out the dining area. Empty. Not a single customer. Perfect. I took my cup and served myself, then picked up my food, giving the teenager a winsome smile. Criminy, he was staring so hard!  
 
      
 
    I picked a spot, in a booth, where I could keep an eye on the door. Then I tucked in. Yum. Horseradish and roast beef... I love it. Of course, it would cost me an hour at the gym, but I could live with it. Besides, my breakfast had been healthy. Why not splurge a little? So as I ate, I considered my situation.  
 
      
 
    The Husky dildo hadn't exactly gone in as easily as I would have liked and I had to figure out why. Part of arousal is having the right mentality, and trying to jam nine inches of dry rubber into a rather tight space requires that arousal. The only thing I could articulate to explain my difficulties was that thirty minutes, the heat of the day, the trudge out to the roadway - all of it constituted against my natural arousal. Sure, I was still a bit wet, but not enough to handle a full nine inches of synthetic cock.  
 
      
 
    So what did that say about me? And what about the next dildo? Would I have problems with it too? 
 
      
 
    The "next dildo" in my bag of tricks was an oversized Sha Gua stick. Made of polished quartz, they normally come in a small size, about five inches long and are meant for acupressure massage. I'd been given one a year or so before by Georgia, one of the other submissives in the Society of the Golden Rose, as a Christmas present. She’s Asian - Thai I think, and is a yoga instructor. She’s into all that stuff. Feng Shui, aromatherapy, and even acupuncture. I stay away from that. I’m not good with needles. 
 
      
 
    As far as the oversized Sha Gua stick though, I had no idea where she got it, but it weighed a good four pounds and spanned ten inches from tip to base. I'd enjoyed it the few times I'd used it, but I have to be honest, I'd either already been insanely aroused, dripping and moaning, ready to get fucked by just about anything, or had applied sufficient lubrication to the stone dildo for it to slide in relatively easily. 
 
      
 
    Not this time. 
 
      
 
    No, this time I'd be static, unaroused for thirty minutes, only to take a dry, polished piece of rock, and attempt to jam it up between my legs. I frowned, worried at how it would feel, whether it would go in. And then, underneath all that, what did it say about me? My boast at always being wet? Was Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number One important, not just for the psychological value of tormenting non-stop, but actually to keep me wet and ready for cock at the drop of a hat? 
 
      
 
    As I put my sandwich down to take a sip of my soda, I saw movement out of the corner of my eye. The young man from the counter had entered the dining area, wiping down already clean tables. He was moving in a manner that made it clear he was trying to keep an eye on me. Okay. Sure. I could understand that. Half naked, redhead slut, sitting at the table. He was probably trying to get in a position where he could get a glimpse up my skirt. Or maybe even my top. Either was doable. I checked my phone. So close. My thirty minutes were just about over and I could... 
 
      
 
    Oh. Wait a moment. It IS a mental game. 
 
      
 
    I reached over to my bag and rummaged through it, finding the sha gua stick with ease. It was the only ten inch long, stone shaft in the sack. I pulled it out and set it on the table next to my food. It clicked loudly on the veneered surface and I deliberately positioned my drink and sandwich remains to either side, to keep it from rolling. Of course this new addition attracted the attention of the poor guy cleaning the dining area. And as he looked over at me, I gave him what he really wanted in the first place. 
 
      
 
    I spread my legs. 
 
      
 
    I didn't do it obnoxiously. I made it look natural. Relaxed. Sort of accidental. His eyes widened slightly, but I could tell he still hadn't gotten a good look. Nope. At best he might have suspected, with good cause, that I was pantyless, but there were too many shadows. My knees were still too close together. And as he maneuvered for a better look, I pretended to look at my phone, rotated my hips, and spread my legs wider. I heard him gasp and I felt a rush as his eyes seemed to caress my pussy. A shudder went through me, and then came the expected reaction. Whatever moisture level I'd had before exposing myself doubled. I felt the gush of sweet wetness. That made it perfect for what I was about to do next. I put a hand on the sha gua stick, dragged it down off the table, and spread my legs just a bit wider. 
 
      
 
    My audience froze, totally disbelieving that he was about to witness what he thought he was about to witness. I brought the quartz dildo down between my legs, rubbed the tip through my petals, and when I was at the right angle, I pushed. Hot and slippery, my pussy handled the intrusion with aplomb, parting and accepting the full length with ease. I quivered, gasping softly as I took all ten inches, until the base was nothing but a pink colored round circle, held in with my finger tips. My hips struggled as my pussy quivered around the hard, rock phallus and I counted methodically. The guy washing the table stared, mouth half open, a growing bulge there at the front of his trousers. I made it to thirty, and despite the urge to fuck myself, or ask the kid watching to do me, I let my pussy squeeze tight and push the crystal dildo out into my waiting hand.  
 
      
 
    Quickly, I drew it out, closed my legs, and brought it to my lips, sucking and licking it as fast as I could. It disappeared into my bag a moment later and as the show ended, the poor kid watching shook himself, as if trying to collect his thoughts. The look of utter amazement on his face made it clear that I had just left him with a memory that he would recount for the rest of his life, probably in single gender company and locker rooms, but fine by me. I took another swig of my soda and collected my trash.  
 
      
 
    He puttered around, obviously trying to get another glimpse and I couldn't just let him off like that. So after I stood up, smoothing down my skirt, I walked past him, holding my tray, my bag over one shoulder, and my cup in the other hand. I gave him a wink, and with deliberate movement, managed to sweep my arm up along my front. The peasant blouse gave way as I knew it would and my left breast emerged from under my wrist, the pink tip bursting into view, the gold piercing glittering.  
 
      
 
    "Holy shit!" He spluttered. But then my arm came down, and with it, the blouse. I dumped the remnants of my meal in the trash and spun, heading toward the door. No one had seen me but the kid and he stood there, flabbergasted, pleased, and heady.  
 
      
 
    Me? Well, I wasn't hungry anymore. At least not for food. For cock? That was another matter. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 [bookmark: _sutw512yrfa9]Wet - Part Seven 
 
      
 
    I still had one more dildo to do before I met with Julie and Mike, so I spent the next thirty minutes touring some of the subdivisions south of town. Invariably, I found myself back on the property that my dad, and grandfather, had owned for close to seventy years. At least until they sold it at a profit to a real estate developer. Everything had changed. The fields that I'd ridden through, plowed, and harvested were gone. No more soybeans or corn. No cotton. We'd sold the goats before the end, but I never did catch that goddamned emu and I wondered if it was still out there, running around in suburban backyards. The house where both my daughter and I had grown up was gone, bulldozed and destroyed. Now there were just houses. Lots and lots of houses.  
 
      
 
    Nice houses though. Very, very nice houses. I couldn't afford one, at least not yet. These all cost a couple hundred grand, or more, and besides, with just me and my daughter, it wasn't like we required much space. Sure, maybe at some point it would make sense to buy a condo like Kari, but not now. Besides, what would happen to me when my daughter moved out? Eventually she would go to college, make a place for herself in the world. Would I be living alone at that point? Why buy a house? I could think of at least twenty people who would willingly take me in. Provided they had room, rope, and a wooden horse to make me ride occasionally. Especially if I could bring some money to the table to keep myself fed and clothed.  
 
      
 
    Scratch that. Most of the people who would be willing to take me in would want me UNclothed. Permanently. And probably bound open and sexually tormented constantly too.  
 
      
 
    It's nice to be wanted.  
 
      
 
    At the back of the housing development on my former property, there were still a few homes being built and due to both the weekend and the lateness of the day, one skeletal structure stood by its lonesome, empty and waiting. There was no door, not even any walls, and I parked my jeep far enough away that no one would get immediately suspicious. I grabbed my bag, climbed out of my jeep, and headed up the road, picking my way through heavy, dirt ruts where the driveway would eventually go, just to get up to the open garage. 
 
      
 
    The heat was oppressive, but I didn't mind it. I'd worked out in this heat for years. Besides, the roof was complete. Mostly. Okay. It didn't have shingles, but that wasn't a big issue for me. It kept the sun off me. So I started exploring, wandering my way through the four bedroom home, guessing at how it would look eventually. I ended up at the back of the house, to where I suspected the master bedroom would be located. It was huge, almost as big as my entire apartment. My active and fertile imagination pictured the bed, a king almost assuredly, where all sorts of fun could happen.  
 
      
 
    My phone chirped and I knew it was time. I set my bag down and looked around. No one was there. This was perfect. But I knew I needed something else. So instead of just lifting my skirt, I stripped naked. 
 
      
 
    There is an energy involved to being nude. It might be tough to understand unless you've done it, but I can assure you that it is there. Try it sometime. You don't even have to be out in public. Just taking off your clothes in a place that might be considered inappropriate will work. Some field. Your garage. Anywhere but your bedroom and bathroom. You can feel it. There is a sense of tension, of energy. It coalesces around you. I wanted that. I felt my skin tingle and when I pulled out the tenth dildo of the day, my twelve-inch Core Driller, I hoped that it would be enough. 
 
      
 
    My Core Driller dildo looks alot like a rocket ship. Paint it white and slap a NASA sticker on it and you'd have no problem selling it in a toy store. Formed of black rubber, it was, for many years, the largest and most impressive of the dildos that I own. To this day, it is the largest that I can have inside me comfortably, especially when clothed. Packed to the brim, held in with tight shorts or bluejeans, it fills me completely, leaving me in a state of constant want as my body strains to move it, in or out. It's three inches thick too, at least in circumference, and my pussy wraps around it tightly. The sides are slick and when wet, the entire thing moves easily. Still, you don't just thrust it in. It's massive. It's over a foot long. And like a rocket ship, it has stages. Three of them in fact. You slide it in carefully, easily, working it deeper and deeper until there's no more left visible. It won't stay in either, not without help. You need to hold it with a hand or make sure you pull your bottoms up fast.  
 
      
 
    It's one of my favorites.  
 
      
 
    The sha gua stick and Husky dildo were tests. They were signals. Now, with the largest, but still reasonable phallus I owned, it was time to put my doubts to rest. I was alone, naked, ready to take it, but I wasn't feeling even half as wet as I did when I flashed that poor kid at the restaurant. I spread my skirt out on the floor, right next to a stud, and sat down. I spread my legs wide, the dirty concrete before me, and I brought the Core Driller up. I positioned it perfectly, the tapered point aimed at my pussy, engines primed, ready for liftoff. I couldn't help it. In a soft voice I counted down, to myself. 
 
      
 
    "10, 9, 8, 7..."  
 
      
 
    I felt inadequate to the requirements. Would it hurt going in? Something this big, pushed up inside me without lubrication? I'd already bruised myself twice, struggling to get smaller and narrower toys up into my body. Each had been a victory, but was this just too much for me? Was my natural state insufficient? Would this mean that NHPS Rule #1 was actually a necessity?  
 
      
 
    "6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1."  Liftoff. 
 
      
 
    I pulled the toy toward me and the tip struck the open gash between my legs. My aim was off by a little, but I adjusted trajectory almost immediately and the first three inches slid in with absolutely no discomfort. I continued to pull, thrusting the entire first stage of the rocket dildo into my well, moving with appreciable speed. But as my pussy spread to accept the increasing circumference of the second stage I felt the drag of resistance. The dildo slowed, my body resisting the pillar of rubber, the force of my hand. Still, I didn't let up, even as my sex fluttered around the intruding phallus. Then came the largest, thickest portion. I felt the friction, the pull, and the dildo stopped. Or more accurately, my hand did, as a sharp, shooting pain came up from between my legs. Ouch! 
 
      
 
    Well. Fuck.  
 
      
 
    I hesitated, trying to decide what to do at this point. Should I press on, working the Core Driller in, wiggling it back and forth? I knew I was already ripening, my body responding to the penetration, my nudity, and the risk of being discovered. In seconds I'd be able to take the whole thing, fast and hard. I was already clenching my pussy around it, wanting more. I could feel the urge to draw it back out, only to try another full thrust, suspecting this time, it would slide in easily. Or should I draw it out, accepting defeat and making Julie aware that I'd failed? What would serve her purpose better? Me wet and ready? Or dry, aching, and wanton? 
 
      
 
    I drew the Core Driller out with a frustrated moan and sat there, back against a two by four, legs spread obscenely wide, a dildo in my hand. What the fuck had just happened? Had I really failed? Was I really not wet enough to take my Core Driller? 
 
      
 
    Part of me rationalized it. Okay. Sure. But I took the others, didn't I? Four inches all the way up to ten? So what if I couldn't take the last two inches? How many cocks would I encounter that measured up to that anyway? And even then, I was wet already. If I had pumped it, things would have been a soupy morass in seconds. In fact, they already were. If I were to shove it in now, it would go in fully. And oh my God, could I have cum. Oh yes. Right there, all over that brand new, concrete foundation.  
 
      
 
    I stuck the dildo in my mouth, but I could only get three or four inches in. I sucked it, but there just wasn't that much. I could get a sense of my flavor,  but the usual mess? Not a chance. I pulled it out, feeling just a bit dejected. I looked down. My pussy was leaking and had left a pretty impressive wet spot on my skirt. 
 
      
 
    Great. Just great. Too little too late. 
 
      
 
    With the dildo in one hand, I stood up, then grabbed my skirt. I got dressed again, then threaded my way through the skeletal structure, stepping out through the front door and making my way to the road. It was easy enough I suppose. I tossed my bag back into the jeep and climbed in. How the hell was I going to explain this to Julie? Or Kari for that matter? I wasn't even sure I knew what it meant.  
 
      
 
    But I knew where I needed to go. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later I pulled up in front of a 1970's bungalow. It was a two bedroom home, single story, sitting pretty close to the road. Parked in front stood a massive Toyota Tundra pickup truck, while next to it was a red Fiat. The former belonged to Mike the Hardware Guy, while the latter, to my mistress - Julie. Over the last year and a half their relationship had changed from a healthy respect for the other's sexual torment of me, to an admiration for each other, to fondness, to actual love. I thought it was ideal, since I loved them both and the idea of them completing each other, of being happy, was warming. Even better, when I was with them I hardly felt like a third wheel. On the contrary, I was a focal point for their matching interests. Both of them wanted to sexually torture me and fuck me hard. Repeatedly.  
 
      
 
    Of course, this was creating some problems for Julie. While the bylaws of the Society of the Golden Rose does not expressly forbid hetreosexual relationships, it is frowned upon. Having me as a submissive, not to mention being bi, made things easier for the lesbian mistresses in the society to accept. But the real issue is that Julie was clearly submissive to Mike. At home she went nude at his request. She had started following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1. At least some of the time. When out in public on Mike’s arm she wore outfits more suited for a sex kitten than a powerful, confidant mistress who wore stilettos and carried a whip. And that was why she was having difficulties. I wondered how much longer she’d be involved with the Society. 
 
      
 
    I parked my jeep on the side of the road and got my stuff. Then I headed up to the door. I stood there for only a moment before the door opened and Julie, totally in the buff, her thin, bony, naked body sporting a cute ankle chain and a pair of tweezer clamps on her nipples, stood there with a grin. She looked delicious, her dark chocolate colored hair framing her adorable face. I wanted to grab her and lick her everywhere. 
 
      
 
    Or one particular spot in particular. Her pussy was pink. Delicately pink and I suspected she had spent a good portion of the day on her back, legs spread open, pleasing Mike. 
 
      
 
    "Come in, princess," she said with a smirk. "And take off your clothes. I want to say hello." 
 
      
 
    I stepped into the foyer and she shut the door behind me. I kicked off my flip flops to start off with, but then let my thumbs push my skirt to the floor. Julie stared hungrily at me as my loins were bared, and then I gave into her desires, lifting the peasant blouse up and off my body. I tossed it aside negligently. No more words were needed, at least not yet. I lifted my arms and laced my fingers behind my neck, knowing what was coming and frankly, wanting it. I felt like I needed punishment for my failure to take the full length of the Core Driller dildo.  
 
      
 
    "Hello, princess," she said softly, raising her hand. 
 
      
 
    Julie slapped me, her fingers swing fast and hard, aimed not at my face, but at my bosom. The resulting impact rocked me to the side and she modified her swing to catch my other side, spanking my breasts with sharp, short swings. I gasped, eyes widening as she switched from one tit to the other, slapping and swatting, leaving me breathless as the stinging sensation overwhelmed me. For over a minute she abused my top half, leaving my skin flushed a delicate pink, my nipples hard and standing up, my chest heaving as the stinging heat seemed to radiate outward from my breasts. Then, when she thought I was properly greeted, she brought her face down on my chest, her mouth opening to suck hard on my nipple. Her arms came around me, holding me tight, fingers kneading my buttocks. I shuddered against her, eyes closed now, trembling with desire as she took me. I wanted her to use me. I wanted her tongue against my clit. Hell, I wanted MY tongue on HER clit!  
 
      
 
    She came up for air and our eyes met. She smiled warmly, but the corners of her mouth quickly turned to mischievous delight. "So," she said, taking my hand and pulling me into the living room. "How goes the assignment?" She pulled me over to the sofa and sat me down, spreading my legs as she knelt between my knees. I let her manuever me as she examined my slit, just visually, until she actually reached out and placed the tip of her finger on my clitoris. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. "I fucked up." 
 
      
 
    Julie looked up from my gash and smiled. "Fucked up. As in fucked up the assignment?" I grimaced and shook my head. 
 
      
 
    "No. As in I failed the assignment," I said softly. I felt as if I should cry or something. Julie looked at me curiously.  
 
      
 
    "How do you fail an assignment where you jam a dildo up into your twat twelve times?" She asked. Her finger left my clit and she put both her hands on my knees. 
 
      
 
    I took another deep breath. "Well, I haven’t done all twelve. There are technically two more,” I said sourly. “But the truth is - I wasn't wet enough. I did okay for most of them, right up to the Core Driller. But then when I tried to put that one in, I wasn't wet enough. I could only get two-thirds of it in. Then it hurt and I had to pull it out." I looked at her, expecting to see disappointment, or more likely satisfaction, in her eyes. “I mean, sure, I was soaked a minute later, but not instantly.” It came out as a sort of confession. I felt like maybe I’d failed to live up to some sort of standard. But instead, I saw a softening around her stark edges. Her smile became warm, almost apologetic and she rose up, moving her hand from my knee to my breast, then to my cheek. 
 
      
 
    "Princess," she said softly, then shook her head. "Breanne. It means you're human." 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Julie laughed kindly and brought her hands back down to my legs, pushing them even wider apart. She looked at my slit. "You're the one who seems to think you're some sort of fucking machine. The rest of us know you're a living, breathing person and that you have limits. Important ones. Regardless of what you think. The fact that you couldn't take twelve inches of rubber without being aroused, without any foreplay, just proves the fact that you're normal. You have unreasonable expectations of yourself." And then, just to emphasize her point, she bent down, her tongue extended. She lapped at my clit with tiny licks, sending an avalanche of sensation up through my body. I stiffened, eyes widening as my toes curled and a flurry of excitement rushed through me. Oh my God. 
 
      
 
    Her hands began rubbing my inner thighs, going from my labia to the backs of my knees, then up again. I quivered in delight and my pussy gushed with wetness. In seconds. She continued to lick and suck on me, but she didn't penetrate my gash, only teasing me. For almost five minutes she did this and when I whined with need, making it clear I needed her, she stood up, surprising me. 
 
      
 
    "Stay there," she said firmly. 
 
      
 
    I stayed there, legs spread wide, my pussy dripping on Mike the Hardware Guy's couch. She padded away, down the hall. I  heard a knock and voices. When she came back, Mike was with her. 
 
      
 
    Mike was a large man, especially across the shoulders. He could have stood to lose a few pounds, but the girth around his middle didn't look much like fat, especially since he was so broad. He was tall and Julie only came up to his chin. The strange thing was seeing them standing together. Imagining him on top of my mistress, conjured images of beer cans getting crushed by cars. She peeled off from him as he came into the living room, dipping into the foyer long enough to grab my bag. She caught up to Mike as he approached me, his eyes fucking me just as surely as Julie's tongue had. You could see a hunger in his eyes and for a moment, I wondered if he would just take me, thrusting his already swelling cock into my depths. Instead, he held out his hand. 
 
      
 
    "Is she ready?" He asked, but not of me. Julie nodded eagerly.  
 
      
 
    "Absolutely," she replied, reaching into my bag. Mike nodded as she pulled out the eleventh dildo, a massive, black rubber monstrosity that I could only call "the screw." It was shaped like that as well, a tapered wood screw, an entire inch longer in length than the Core Driller dildo, capped with a massive black top sporting a Phillips Head inset that no screwdriver on the planet could hope to fill. Mike gripped it in his rough paw and smiled. He came closer and then knelt down in front of me. Sudden hope flashed through my heart. I was going to take this dildo, and maybe, just maybe, I was going to get fucked with it too. Hard. I tilted my hips and licked my lips, wanting Mike to know that I was ready. I was beyond ready. Julie moved around behind the couch and put her hands on my breasts, kneading and caressing the tips. Her fingers flicked and danced, sending shivers up through my body as Mike aimed the point at my sopping wet well. He pressed it, gently at first, but then with more force, and it entered me, pushing apart my folds, spreading me open. The first thread penetrated me. Then as the shaft widened, Mike got to the crest. I groaned, hips pumping, and he began twisting the dildo as he pushed it deeper into me. Pure pleasure shot through my body, up from my cunt, out to my fingers, then back to the points of each breast. Julie teased me just as much as Mike and together they drove me even closer to the edge of orgasm. Mike pushed until the entire length of the screw was buried in my slit. And then, instead of unscrewing it, he pulled it almost completely out of me. 
 
      
 
    I groaned as my eyes practically rolled back up into my head. I can't even begin to tell you how amazing that felt. I quivered in delight. And it got better. He pushed it back in again, only having to twist it a half-turn this time. My pussy, so dry for the Core Driller, was soaking wet, so accepting and needy that the next time Mike pulled and pushed, there was no twist, just the exciting sensation of the ridged phallus going through my lower half. He held the drive in his meaty palm, thrusting and jacking the full length into me until I slid my ass forward, giving him an even greater penetration depth. I took the screw up until it struck my cervix and the day's frustrations flew out of me as they took me. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my God! I'm going to cum!" I said, my fingers clutching at the sofa cushions, my nipples caught between thumb and forefinger of Julie's hands. Mike picked up the pace and the combination launched me violently into orgasm, my entire body seeming to catch on fire, explode, and hurtle out into the abyss. I shuddered and pitched. Mike seemed to understand what I was feeling and both slowed and lightened his thrusts. I quivered as Julie let go of my breasts and instead rubbed my arms and shoulders. I felt an urge to close my legs, but as usual, I suppressed that instinct, keeping myself open for of the people I loved most. 
 
      
 
    Mike let go of the Screw, leaving it deeply embedded in my cunt, as he stood back up. I half expected him to strip off his jeans, whip out his cock, and replace the Screw with the real thing. But he didn't. Instead he smiled at Julie, nodded, and walked off toward the kitchen. Julie came around, catching my knee just as I started to close up. 
 
      
 
    "Don't," she ordered softly. "Stay open." 
 
      
 
    I let out a ragged breath, but I kept my legs open. She put a hand on the dildo, holding it in place. The pressure was good, and my pussy kept squeezing the dildo. Mike reappeared, holding a thick, rough, skein of rope. He looked down at me as he loosened it. 
 
      
 
    "I'm going to tie the Screw into you. And then we're going to go get some dinner. And yes, you'll be sitting on it." 
 
      
 
    I gulped, but nodded. Yes. Whatever. I'll do it.  
 
      
 
    He smiled down at me, reaching for the head of the screw. The dildo. Whatever.  
 
      
 
    "You know why? Don't you?" 
 
      
 
    I shook my head as the Screw moved inside of me.  
 
      
 
    "Because nympho humiliation pain sluts are required to have cock inside them at all times, or failing that, an appropriate sex toy that will keep the wet and ready at all times."  
 
      
 
    I laughed. I smiled. Of course.  
 
      
 
    Rule #1.  
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    I stepped out into the warm, south Texas summer night and sighed in relief. The heat enveloped me and I stretched out my arms, soaking it up. While the steak and salad had been delicious, I'd been seated under an air conditioning vent and even when Mike the Hardware Guy had graciously switched seats with me, the ambient air temperature had left me feeling like a popsicle. My nipples were hardened little pebbles under the peasant blouse and even my piercings felt cold. I'd frozen my ass off the entire time. I waddled a few more steps forward as Julie, and then Mike, joined me on the sidewalk, their arms linked, watching as I moved uncomfortably forward. Even they seemed to appreciate the warmth. 
 
      
 
    "Well, that was a good meal," Mike said conversationally as we headed toward his truck. Julie and he were in lock step, looking casual, while I adopted this strange, rolling gait. I could feel the rough hemp rope rubbing at all the wrong… I mean right places. It was still threaded through the crack of my ass, between my legs, and then up against my clit. It was also wrapped around the head of the screw dildo, holding the majority of the thirteen inch monstrosity in my pussy. Sitting on it had been uncomfortable and I'd shifted constantly during the hour we were eating. That had caused the rope to rub at my perineum, my bottom, and against my clit, which drove me banana crackers. It also made the screw dildo move inside me. Not much, but enough that it had been like getting perpetually fucked, just a little. Had I not been so cold that my nipples were straining through the peasant blouse, I'd have been begging to get fucked again. And the waiter had ogled me.  
 
      
 
    But as the heat warmed me, the walk to Mike's truck had a predictable reaction. Wetness gushed between my legs, the dildo moved inside me, reacting to my walk, and the rope around my crotch added all sorts of interesting sensations to the mix. I had to resist thrusting my lips lewdly, knowing that anyone watching would guess instantly what was going on. I got to the truck first and tried not to pant. Julie eyed me like any predator sensing weakness in their prey.  
 
      
 
    "Awww. Is our little nympho humiliation pain slut horny?" She asked in a cute, pouty voice. Mike unlocked the door and let me climb into the back seat. Of course this flashed my ass to both of them, but neither took advantage. Then he let Julie in the front passenger seat. Dressed in skinny jeans and a country shirt, she looked heavenly. She grinned at me over her shoulder as Mike came around on the other side. 
 
      
 
    "Spread your legs wide," she ordered from the front seat. "Sit in the middle. And lift your shirt. Sluts like you should have their tits out." 
 
      
 
    I scooted over and opened my legs enough that skirt rode up to my waist, a thin denim line around my middle. The large head of the screw dildo stuck out obscenely from between my legs and I tilted my hips, just in case she wanted to reach back there and you know, pump it or something. Then I lifted the front of the peasant blouse, exposing my breasts. Mike glanced back and grinned. 
 
      
 
    "Damn that's nice. But they need clamps. Sweetie? Do you have any?" 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded and opened her purse. She rifled through it for a moment, then handed back a steel chain with two duck billed clamps on it. "Put those on please," she told me. I sighed, but did as asked, wincing slightly as I closed the clamps on my nipples, behind the piercings, tightening the small screws until the pressure became pain. At least a little.  
 
      
 
    "Buckle up!" called out Mike as he started the engine.  
 
      
 
    I sat there, exposed and desperate as we drove away from the restaurant. 
 
      
 
    "Quite a day," Mike said, his eyes on the road, rather than on the mirror, which I appreciated from all sorts of safety standpoints. Julie laughed. "Well, it was for Bre." She looked back at me. "Do you realize you've fucked over a hundred inches of dildo today?" 
 
      
 
    I blinked. "Uh... one hundred and twenty-two inches. Oh. No. Wait." I redid the math. "One hundred and four," I amended.  
 
      
 
    Mike glanced back at me, curious. "What's with the eighteen inches?" 
 
      
 
    Julie pursed her lips thoughtfully. "Oh! The jelly dong! It's this double ended cock that Master Fred bought her a while back." She grinned. "Forgot about that one." 
 
      
 
    Mike nodded. “Sure. I remember now.” He glanced back at me in the mirror. “Doesn’t that one have to get bent in half and go in both holes?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. "I already did the double dildo. Besides, the point was to see if I still needed NHPS Rule #1..." 
 
      
 
    "And you do," declared Julie sternly. "Preferably with some sort of vibration function going at all times." 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes, ignoring her. Mike laughed and patted her leg. "Now, now honey. Doing that to Bre would probably overwhelm her. 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. "Yeah. As if." 
 
      
 
    "Still," Mike continued. "It would be a shame if Breanne didn't take it all. When we get back to the house, I suggest that you and Bre strip naked in the living room, and fuck both ends of that dildo." 
 
      
 
    "What?" Julie said in surprise. "Really?" 
 
      
 
    Mike nodded. I loved the idea and didn't say anything. "And the first one of you that cums gets ten strokes of the sap to your pussy, while the other gets my cock." 
 
      
 
    I  blinked. Wow. Oh. Wow. My sex tightened in spasmodic rhythms. What to try for? I squirmed in my seat.  
 
      
 
    "In fact," Mike said. "Why wait? I think I'd much prefer riding home with both of you naked." 
 
      
 
    Julie turned her face to look at him and I could see her profile. "Mike, please?" She said softly. Mike glanced at her. "If it's good enough for Bre, sweetie, it's good enough for you." He looked at the rearview mirror and our eyes met. "Bre? Take off your clothes." 
 
      
 
    I didn't even hesitate. It wasn’t like I wasn’t already showing anyway. I peeled off the blouse and tossed it aside. Then, still suffering the depredations of both the rope and the Screw dildo, I shucked out of my skirt. Then, just to make things more solid, I bundled them up together and passed them up front.  
 
      
 
    "Hope you don't mind me getting pussy juice on your seat," I said with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    Mike chuckled. "Not at all." He looked back at Julie, who was squirming uncomfortably. "Would you prefer a punishment?" He asked. 
 
      
 
    That seemed to settle her and I wondered what kind of punishment Mike was used to inflicting on her. She reached up and began unbuttoning her shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra, which didn't actually surprise me, since Julie doesn't have breasts anyway. More like little bumps. She pulled her arms out of the shirt and to her credit, tossed it back toward me. I moved it to the side. Then she unbuckled her seatbelt and began shoving her blue jeans down. A moment later I had her pants and her panties. I'm guessing she kept her boots up front.  
 
      
 
    "Now, feet up," Mike ordered, but not to me. To Julie. She leaned her seat back slightly and then I saw her cute, little bare feet up on the dash. I thought about saying something about the safety of it, but she unrolled the window and stuck one foot out. I blinked. Wow.  
 
      
 
    "Breanne?" Mike said a little louder as the warm air swirled through the cabin. "You too girl. See if you can stick your feet out each side." The windows rolled down to either side of me. I gave him a surprised look as blasts of warm air filled the truck’s interior.  
 
      
 
    "You're driving a Toyota Tundra!" I yelled at him over the wind. "I'm not wide enough to stick my feet out both sides!"  
 
      
 
    I could hear his laugh. "Try anyway!" 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and kicked off my flip flops. I didn't want them flying away. Then I scooted down, feeling the rope rub at my clit and bottom, the Screw wiggling inside my pussy. I spread my legs, practically doing the splits. My toes touched the doors and I propped myself up on my elbows, breasts pointed upward. I bit my lip, focused and trying, and managed to get my toes, of both feet, out the windows. I felt my thighs strain and my pussy tightened around the screw. I moaned, feeling the arousal, wishing the damn thing wasn't tied in.  
 
      
 
    Mike reached over to Julie, his hand going between her legs, and from the sharp gasp she gave I knew he had pushed his fingers into her. I sat there, whimpering with need, wishing it were me, while Julie writhed in the front seat. I listened to her moans all the way until we pulled up into the driveway. Mike turned off the car and Julie sat there, panting as he pulled his hand out from between her legs. 
 
      
 
    "Ready?" She asked me breathlessly, looking at me from over her shoulder. I nodded, grabbing her clothes and tucking them up under one arm as I drew my feet back in. We both opened the doors and Julie darted up to the door of the house, her boots loud in the darkness. I, on the other hand, waltzed slowly, my flip flops flopping, nude and uncaring. Or at least, I tried to make it look like I was fine with being naked out in public. The reality is that I didn't think I could run. Not with the flip flops on, and definitely not with the massive screw tied into my cunt. Besides, we were in the damn alley. Who was going to see? I made it to the door twenty seconds after she did and Julie gave me this inscrutable look. Mike followed and he unlocked the door, letting us in. 
 
      
 
    It took us all a moment to get situated. Mike grabbed an ice water from the kitchen, while Julie and I moved to the living room. She started to untie the rope around my waist as Mike sat down, relaxed and happy, watching the show. I turned to face him, my nipples tingling underneath the duckbill clamps, and when the rope came loose he could see, just as I did, that my clit was swollen and red, scratched and tender from the constant abrasive qualities of the hemp. Julie held in the Screw for a moment. 
 
      
 
    "Lie down, Bre." She said softly.  
 
      
 
    I did as ordered and Julie straddled me, her pussy dangling above my face. I took advantage of it shamelessly, but I think that's what she wanted, because as my tongue dipped and darted along her precious little slit, she drew the Screw out of my pussy, the threads bumping, only to drive it back straight in. I spread my legs, knowing that Mike was watching, and for a moment, all I could think about was the taste and feel of her as she “screwed” me silly.  
 
      
 
    Then, with a grandiose motion, she tossed away the black, thirteen inch dildo and grabbed a new one. Purple, floppy, and gel like, it was eighteen inches long, with two molded ends, each resembling cock. She slipped one end into me, ramming it deep as I groaned, only to pull her dripping wet slit away from my mouth. She twisted, shifting her stance until her pussy was above mine, and she pushed the other end into herself. Slowly she let herself down, slipping one leg under mine, until I felt her press against me, the dildo buried in both of us. Then her hips began jerking frantically. 
 
      
 
    "Julie!" I gasped. "The one who cums first gets a sapping!" I hissed.  
 
      
 
    Her face was flushed with need and her hips were driving back and forth. Her petals were pressed to mine and the dildo moved inside us both. I could feel her clit rubbing mine. Her hand slipped between our legs, holding on to it, forcing it deeper into both of us. She let out a strenuous moan and I reached out, touching her foot, squeezing it. 
 
      
 
    "Julie! You have to let me cum first!" I begged. But it was too much. Or too little. I don't know. She rocked and squealed and exploded, shuddering violently as she moved against me and then folded over, her thin, light body draped across me. I shuddered, desire and pleasure rushing through me, but with it an overwhelming need. I felt the jelly dong dildo slide out of me and I pushed her to the side. 
 
      
 
    Mike rose up from the couch. He’d already removed his shoes and socks and I watched as he pushed down his jeans and boxers. In seconds his cock was out, hard and upright. He grabbed his leather sap as he stood over us, Julie still dazed from climax and me laying there, eyes wide, legs open, wanton. 
 
      
 
    “Please?” I begged him. “Please punish me instead?”  
 
      
 
    He dropped to one knee, right between my outstretched feet and raised the sap. I gasped in realization that he was granting my request and I lifted my ass up off the carpet. Sure enough, he brought the sap down on my pussy, striking with short, hard slaps that stung. I cried out, energized as the pain blossomed between my legs. The permanent short circuit in my brain took the sensation however, and routed it to all the wrong places, and I felt my orgasm coming like a freight train. My fingers clenched into fists and my toes curled as I thrust my hips, lifting my pussy up to meet Mike’s paddle. I let out a wailing moan as I peaked, and Mike tossed the paddle to the side, fell forward atop me, and thrust himself deep into my very wet, very ready, grasping sex. 
 
      
 
    Colors and shapes swam through my vision as I shuddered in ecstasy. He fucked me, hard and solidly, his massive cock filling my depths more perfectly than any dildo ever could. He felt perfect and I loved his weight atop me. I could feel the carpet beneath me, ignored it, and concentrated on the sensation, even as my body opened up more, accepting and welcoming this final intrusion. 
 
      
 
    I was wet. I took him in a single thrust. Never mind how it happened - I was ready for him. NHPS Rule #1 or just by being me. Who cares? This was right. This was the way it needed to be. I arched my back, clenching my teeth as the pleasure overwhelmed me. Then the orgasm hit me, just as it did Julie, flashing through me with such force that once more, I almost blacked out, my eyes clenched shut, my mouth curled into a tight and silly grin, my arms, legs, and cunt wrapped around the man inside me. 
 
      
 
    Then I relaxed into oblivion, Mike pounding away as I went limp, a fucking rag doll. My head lolled and I slipped into the sexual euphoria I crave. A minute later he pulled out with a groan, moved to the side, and squirted his cum all over the brunette laying by my side. Julie sat up, and through the spray, managed to get her mouth over his cock, sucking up the last bits. Her skin glistened. I heard the sounds of their satisfaction and I closed my eyes, feeling great, but exhausted. 
 
      
 
    And I fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    Julie put a gentle hand on my shoulder and my eyes snapped open. She was clean. And dressed. Well, sort of dressed. She was wearing a little nighty that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, but clearly looked enticing. I groaned, a little stiff, and sat up. 
 
      
 
    “How long did I sleep?” I asked, mumbling. 
 
      
 
    Julie knelt down next to me. “About an hour,” she said. “It’s ten o’clock.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned and rolled to my knees. “Crap. I have to get home.” 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “I called your mom and told her you were delayed. She said she was fine with that. Do you want to shower first?” 
 
      
 
    I looked down at myself. I was a mess. Dried cum had splattered all over my thighs, my hair was tangled and my left side was red and patterned from the carpet. I looked awful. But I shook my head. “No. I should get home. I’ve got a brush in the jeep. That will be enough.”  
 
      
 
    Julie nodded, but then she produced a folded pile of clothes. Not the peasant shirt or the denim skirt, but a pair of respectable blue jean shorts and a tee shirt. There was even a set of panties, and a bra. I kept several sets at Mike’s just in case. I sighed in relief and smiled at her.  
 
      
 
    “I knew you didn’t want to show up at the apartment looking like…” she let the end of her sentence dangle. 
 
      
 
    “Like a nympho humiliation pain slut?” I said with a wry laugh. 
 
      
 
    She grinned. “Well, it’s what you are, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and started getting dressed. “Where’s Mike?”  
 
      
 
    She snorted. “Sleeping. You burned him out.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “You are a lucky woman,” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said simply, watching as I finished putting on the bra. I slid my bare feet into the shorts and pulled them up. I was just about to button them when she shook her head. “Wait,” she said firmly. I blinked and turned and looked at her. She pointed at the couch. “Bend over the arm,” she said, getting up and hurrying over to the foyer. I did as ordered and when she returned, she had my bag. To my surprise, she put it down on the couch next to me, then put her hands on my bottom. Her fingers curled at the waist band and she yanked both the shorts, and my panties back down to my knees. 
 
      
 
    “Julie?” I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut,” she said. She reached down into my bad and drew out the Core Driller dildo. It was dry. She pushed me to the side and I rotated, only to fall on my ass, sitting on the couch. She spread my legs wide.  
 
      
 
    “Julie! I’m not…” I started to say, but she brought the dildo up to my pussy. I felt the pressure as the tip spread my petals. Our eyes met as she pushed, the heavy pressure parting me. I gasped, stiffening, arching my hips and back. And… and… 
 
      
 
    It went in. Smooth and deeply. All of it. All twelve inches. I groaned in ecstasy. I was wet.  
 
      
 
    Naturally wet. 
 
      
 
    “See?” She whispered. “You are a slut.” She pulled my panties up my legs, forcing them closed, but it also kept the Core Driller dildo inside me. My pussy quivered around it. She stood, held out a hand, and pulled me to my feet. Then she drew my shorts up as well. They were tight enough and I whimpered softly as I felt the Core Driller shift it’s length and breadth inside me.   
 
      
 
    “But you are also a nympho humiliation pain slut,” she continued, patting my ass. “And that means you follow Rule #1.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed and hugged  her. “A nympho humiliation pain slut should constantly be stuffed with cock, and failing that, should have a sex toy inside her to keep her wet and ready for sex at all times.” I said it like a mantra. 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “Exactly.” She grabbed my hand, and too my surprise, brought it down between her own legs. My fingers felt the lace, and much to my surprise, a circular extrusion, held in by her panties. Her eyes brightened and she nodded. Then she kissed me, slowly and passionately.  
 
      
 
    “Love you,” she said a moment later. Then she walked me to the door. 
 
      
 
    I stepped out into the night air feeling refreshed and invigorated. I felt amazing. I felt great. I felt… stuffed. I laughed.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The end. 
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 [bookmark: _i7r7s0qolver]Advise and Consent 
 
      
 
    “I think I'm going to cum,” I blurted out, my face reddening as Kari looked up. She had been studying an all-leather sofa that had a nine thousand dollar price tag and the look of both pleasure at my predicament, and irritation at the interruption, made my insides tighten up in trepidation. I stood there like a bug under a microscope, my arms crossed over my chest, my hips shaking as the vibroballs rolled, rattled, and rocked inside me. The tiny motors had been set to high ever since we'd entered the luxury furniture store and over the last thirty minutes I'd spent the time resisting the siren call of orgasm, all while working to mitigate the lustful gaze of the salesman hovering thirty feet away. He'd kept a respectful distance, clearly wanting to be on hand in case Kari had a question or elected to purchase something. But I suspected his other goal was to keep the delicious eye candy in sight. And it sure as hell wasn’t Kari he was staring at hungrily.  
 
      
 
    “I would advise against it, unless you want to be punished,” Kari said in a light, but firm voice. I had little doubt the salesman heard her. But at that particular moment, considering the tension and pressures being inflicted upon me, I didn't really care. Bad enough I was waltzing around with my breasts barely covered, the peasant blouse hanging from a single elastic strand wrapped around my torso, but the blue denim skirt was too short to cover my bottom properly. Kari had been taking outrageous advantage of the fact, ordering me to sit down on over a dozen couches, in various positions, giving our audience frequent opportunities to glimpse my shaved, slick, slit. 
 
      
 
    I glared at her. Punished? Seriously? I tried to keep the frustration and tension out of my voice, but it still came across as a short hiss. “Want?” I demanded. I glanced back at the salesclerk and took a few steps closer to lessen the chances of being overheard. “You're the one who turned the vibroballs to high! How is it my fault I'm close to cumming?” 
 
      
 
    “Not close enough to prevent you from complaining I notice,” she sniffed. She pushed her glasses down and looked at me over the rim. “Breanne, it is my prerogative to inflict any state of sexual arousal upon you I wish, for whatever length of time I desire. In addition, I have de facto right to require whatever stipulations I can think of. Right now I wish you to be insanely aroused, humiliated by your attire, paraded around in public, flashing your sexual bits, on the verge of cumming. Should you feel that you are unable to meet these requirements then you will not only be subjected to the forthcoming punishment, but will do so willingly and cheerfully, as a proper nympho humiliation pain slut should.” 
 
      
 
    It was quite the speech. I sort of listened to it. But when she was done I stood there, frozen for a moment. She gave me a peculiar look, as if she were expecting me to mouth off, or say something sarcastic. Instead I closed my eyes, shuddered, pressed a hand to sex, and popped. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” I said softly, my voice trembling. “I'm cumming.” 
 
      
 
    It was a ridiculous thing to say, but I'd grown accustomed to being forced to announce my sexual climaxes in an embarrassing and public fashion. I felt a surge of wetness that soaked my thighs and my heart seemed to race. I gripped the back of the leather sofa as I swayed, my body reacting to the influx of delicious, all natural chemicals that reward the psyche upon sexual release. 
 
      
 
    I admit it. I'm an addict. 
 
      
 
    “And thus the punishment, “ said Kari in satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    It took me maybe thirty seconds to collect myself and I glanced back at the salesman. He was Indian, his thick, dark hair shiny and black. He was grinning like a Cheshire cat too and I couldn't help wondering just how much he had picked up on from thirty feet away. Kari studied me for a moment, then nodded.  
 
      
 
    “I think a spanking is appropriate,” she stated. 
 
      
 
    That snapped me out of my euphoria. “What?” I gasped, my pussy tightening around the vibroballs which were still trembling violently.   
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “Yes. A decent hand spanking. With the appropriate accoutrements.” 
 
      
 
    Spankings are not my favorite thing to endure. First of all, there were some specific rules involved. My mouth went dry. Tears welled up in my eyes as I contemplated the utter humiliation and discomfort headed my way. Kari opened her large purse and reached in. Her hand came back out clutching a purple plastic pendant, which was attached to a rubber tipped clip.  
 
      
 
    “Here, put this on,” she said, handing me the tiny vibrator.  
 
      
 
    I took it gingerly, trying to figure out how the hell I was supposed to attach the damn thing to my clit without the sales clerk seeing. Kari turned away from me. 
 
      
 
    “Ashok?”  
 
      
 
    The salesclerk hurried forward. “Yes, Ms.Anders?” 
 
      
 
    “I know we’ve taken much of your time, but I have an additional favor to ask.” 
 
      
 
    Ashok grinned. “Anything for you Ms.Anders. You are one of our best customers,” Ash insisted, giving me a sideways glance.  
 
      
 
    Kari smiled at him patiently. “”I'm afraid my assistant has been a bit naughty, and is in need of punishment. I believe a spanking is appropriate under the circumstances. Do you mind if we do it right here?” 
 
      
 
    Ashok grinned and gave me a lecherous look. The heavy knot in my tummy flipped a few times. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” stated Kari, taking the man’s expression as approval. She waved her hand at me. “Well? Don't just stand there. Put it on.” Her eyes flitted down to the vibrator pendant in my hand. 
 
      
 
    For a moment panic almost overwhelmed me, but then the cold steely gaze of her stare steadied me. I didn't turn toward Ash, but I didn't turn away either. I lifted the hem of my skirt, looked down at my pink, soaked slit, and tried to keep my hand from shaking as I put on the vibrator pendant. The clamp pinched down on my clitoral hood and the bite of it was intense. Then I flipped the tiny switch on the pendant, activating it. The motor inside spun to life and the cylindrical weight tugged on my clit with unwholesome insistence. A fresh surge of sexual need flashed through me, making my pussy tighten. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm…” Kari hummed thoughtfully. “What do you think Ash? Should she bend over the arm of the sofa? Or should she put her hands on the coffee table?” 
 
      
 
    Ash looked at the peasant blouse covering my top. “I believe the coffee table would be better, Ms.Anders,” He replied succinctly.   
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “Of course. It’s lower. Go ahead Bre. You're a bad little girl. Spread your legs, bend over the table, and brace yourself.” 
 
      
 
    The vibrating pendant added a whole new aspect to the various sexual sensations I was experiencing. Embarrassed at my predicament, not to mention having this done to me in front of the furniture sales guy, my quivering slit seemed to gush. With short, shallow breaths, I stepped up to the coffee table, spread my legs unwholesomely wide, and then bent over at the waist, placing both hands on the dark oak surface. 
 
      
 
    Physics being what they are, my clothes responded predictably. My skirt rode upward, thanks to my widened stance, exposing my lush, spankable bottom and pendant clamped clit. My dripping slit was also in view, though only from the backside. My breasts fell downward, as did the vallance-like material of the peasant blouse. Now both creamy, full, globes were visible, the pierced tips glinting with gold. The small, gold padlock dangling from the right nipple swung delicately.  
 
      
 
    “Ashok? Would you mind putting these on her nipples?” Kari asked, pulling a pair of clover clamps from her purse. Each had a half pound weight attached to the end. Ash’s face brightened and he took them from Kari, then rounded the coffee table to sit on the sofa, inches away from my dangling breasts. He reached up, caressing my breasts, squeezing me softly, for just a moment.  
 
      
 
    “Make sure the clamps go on her nipples,” Kari warned. “And not her piercings. This is supposed to be a punishment. It should hurt.” 
 
      
 
    Ash nodded. “Of course. I understand.” I closed my eyes, a nervous shudder flowing through me. I felt his hands touching my breasts, moving. Then there was cold steel. I gasped.  A biting pain seemed to explode at the tip of my left tit, the clover clamp pinching behind the piercing. Ash gave it an experimental tug, tightening the mechanism, so that along with the humiliation of exposure, and the weight of the assorted hardware, I also had the pressure of the clamp biting at my flesh. I whimpered. Loudy.  
 
      
 
    He liked that, and began to fasten the other clover clamp. 
 
      
 
    Kari, in the meantime, had come around to my rump. Her light, thin fingers flipped the denim material of my skirt even higher, baring my entire ass. She rubbed my bottom deftly as Ashok finished with the second nipple clamp. Then, with my nipples and clit throbbing, under the thrilled inspection of a man I'd never before met, stuffed to the gills with vibroballs, and already heavily aroused as my body, heart, and mind was forced right back up the sexual orgasm mountain,  I closed my eyes and did as Kari advised. 
 
      
 
    I braced myself. 
 
      
 
    Kari used her bare hand. The stinging slaps cracked against my flesh. Each blow rocked me forward, forcing my breasts to swing. The clamps and weights became pendulums, not just tugging and pinching on the tender tips of my bosom, but twisting my nipples back and forth as Kari spanked me. It made the spanking hurt not just my bottom, but my breasts, and clit too. The sting became heat as Kari reddened my ass, changing creamy white to flushed pink. Soon I was whimpering, hips churning as I struggled with the pain. As I moved, the pendant vibrator did as the nipple clamps, twisting and pulling, the oscillations of the pendant going up to the clamp chewing on my clit, leaving me breathless with desire, hurting in ways I'd only imagined a few minutes before.  
 
      
 
    One hard last slap made me cry out. Then Kari rubbed her hand over my butt, helping to ease the searing heat as my head hung in misery. I hurt. I burned. I needed. I wanted to cum again. Even if it meant another spanking.  
 
      
 
    “There we are,” Kari seemed to coo. “A nice, cooked little ass. That will make you think twice about cumming again, won't it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress,” I blubbered, sniffling.  
 
      
 
    “Now while I finish looking at sofas, you can properly thank Ashok for helping you suffer.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced at Ash, who grinned at me, pleased with how things were going. I moaned and straightened up. The peasant blouse fell back down over my breasts, but the clamps and weights hung low across my bare midriff, fully visible beneath the hem of the peasant shirt, still tormenting me. The vibrator pendant came to rest against my petals, driving me even closer to climax. Kari looked at me, saw the raw passion on my face and grinned. I was about to ask her for permission to remove the clamps, to end the bitter ache at the tip of each breast, when she reached out and lifted one weight, the one dangling from my left side, which made my crushed nipple throb with heat. 
 
      
 
    “Do a good job thanking him, and I will consider removing the nipple clamps. Maybe even turning down the vibrators.” 
 
      
 
    We stared at each other for a moment as I suffered for her. Then I bowed my head in acquiescence. I was here for her pleasure. It was her prerogative to keep me hurting and wanting, to torment and use me. And if she wanted me on the cusp of cumming as I sucked Ash’s cock, my breasts clamped, weighted, and aching; my pussy stuffed, tingling, and buzzing; my ass red and tender, then there was just one thing I felt needed clarification. One minor little issue that needed resolution. I swallowed hard; timid, and scared of the answer I expected. 
 
      
 
    “What if… what if I'm about to cum?” I asked timidly, my hips already rolling, rocking, and rattling. My clit throbbed with sensation. 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled.  
 
      
 
    “I would advise against it, unless you want to be punished,” she replied, repeating herself from earlier. She glanced down at Ash. “Breanne is not permitted to cum, Ash. So keep a close eye on her. If she chooses to be a bad little girl and violate my rules a second time, the next spanking she receives will be over your lap.” The man looked shocked, but then smiled. Kari kissed me, softly, on the lips. 
 
      
 
    “Have fun and be good,” she said, then turned around and walked away. I turned and looked at Ash, then sank down to my knees. I lifted my peasant blouse, showing him my clamped breasts. 
 
      
 
    “Sir? May I please suck your cock?” I said it pleadingly, desperately, as my pussy tightened in rapid pulses. The vibroballs seemed to buzz madly. Ash smiled, already unbuckling his pants. I bent down, wrapping my mouth around his cock. He moaned, then guided my head up and down as I bobbed and licked, sucked and teased, suffered, burned and then.... 
 
      
 
    I came up long enough to blurt out just one simple phrase.  
 
      
 
    “Oh God. “I'm cumming!” 
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _c2qzf67xa9mb]Ruined Edges 
 
      
 
    The bright, summer sun bathed the small parking lot as I climbed out of my jeep and turned my face toward the glass doors of the building. It was not an imposing edifice, since the City of Houston had opted for a decentralized library system, with multiple smaller branches throughout the city, rather than a more majestic and opulent one. To be honest, I’ve felt for years that libraries were doomed in our society. Personally, I don’t own many “books”, at least not the paper kind. Except for a complete set of the “Dragonriders of Pern” by Anne McCaffrey and everything Jim Butcher has ever written, all my books are digital. I love reading. 
 
      
 
    But libraries? They never seem to have what you want. New books? Nope. Someone has already put it on a waiting list. You can see it, right there behind the counter. But they won’t let you have it. Complete series so you can binge read? Nope. They’re missing volumes two and six. And their erotica section?  
 
      
 
    Well, let’s just say that I sort of doubted that even if my books were legitimately in print, I would find them on a shelf. 
 
      
 
    Nowadays, libraries were more a computer lab, intended for individuals who couldn’t afford a computer or internet access to apply for jobs, work on school homework, and screw around on social media. But even that was disappearing. Why do it at the library when you could practically do it all on your smartphone? Estimates say that some 95% of all adult Americans have a phone. You realize what that means? 
 
      
 
    So no, the lot wasn’t exactly packed. Plus it was ten o’clock in the morning on a weekday.  
 
      
 
    I looked around nervously as I shut the car door. People were driving by on the road, but I’d parked in a spot where I wouldn’t really be noticed. This was a good thing, because the dress I was wearing was a bit daring, even for me. Made of a soft yarn, it was the sort of outfit that would be better served as a swimsuit coverup than as something a woman my age should wear out in public. Not that I didn’t wear it well! Oh no. I looked freaking amazing. My breasts, still firm and high, filled the bodice completely, even stretching the knit. My hips were wide and ample, my ass full and curved. Even my belly, which keeping slim was now a constant battle, sported only a mild thickening that just declared me out of my teenage years. As Kari put it: “we are women, not girls.” I liked the way that sounded, though I still thought of myself as a “girl”. There is a submissive, innocent quality to it. 
 
      
 
    The knit of the dress wasn’t exactly tight and while from a distance it looked fine, anyone closer than ten feet would immediately realize that the tiny holes were not so tiny, and that there sure was a whole lot of skin showing. The gradations of color between my legs and at the tips of my breasts couldn’t fail to be noticed, shades of pink making it clear that the dress was all I was wearing. No panties. No bra. In short, it was designed to humiliate me throughly. But no one had seen me and I couldn’t help feeling that it was already doing a damn good job. 
 
      
 
    The heels I wore matched the dress for ridiculousness; six inch heels, open toes, and yellow straps. Kari says that she loves seeing my bare feet, specially curved to the high arch of a stiletto and she’s mentioned a number of times that the straps resemble bondage cuffs. Even the yellow ones. I could see that. The leather around my ankle was certainly provocative. Still, it made for aching feet at the end of the day. 
 
      
 
    Even at ten that morning I was feeling quite warm, since the thermometer had already passed ninety degrees and was still climbing. I opened the door to the library, felt a blast of cold air that made my pierced nipples tighten, and stepped in, hurrying off to my left as quickly as I could get away with. I didn’t want any of the librarians to glance up and do a double take, wondering if I was wearing what they thought I was wearing. It wouldn’t be pretty. 
 
      
 
    And I had things to do. Another one of my online masters had come up with a diabolical assignment for me and Kari had quickly granted me a day off in order to appease my more sadistic and commanding fans. Five different locations, each with an edge, a torment, and if I screwed things up, a debilitating and sexually intense punishment. Then, at the final location, there was supposed to be a grand finale, involving plenty of embarrassing sexual propositions, cock in every hole, and enough pain to satisfy my masochistic urges, my overriding need to cum, and the sadistic glee of my fans. 
 
    In other words, a normal day for a self described, certified, branded nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
      
 
    I circled around the outer edge of the library, trying to weave between the rows of books, avoiding the few people wandering around the stacks. I made it to one of the small study nooks along the back wall and sat down, staring at the empty hutch in front of me. I put my purse on the desk, pulled out my phone, and tried to mentally prepare myself for what was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    Out of all the required edges I was required to do, the first one was going to be the easiest. I knew that. It’s why it was first. I glanced around to make sure no one was watching me. Then I spread my legs as wide as possible under the study desk. I pulled up the hem of my knit dress, exposing the shaved petals of my sex and I slipped the forefinger of my right hand through the folds, feeling the wetness that’s cursed and favored me ever since puberty.  
 
      
 
    My pussy was empty at that particular moment, which was part of the assignment. Normally I follow Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1, which states quite clearly that girls like me must be either stuffed with cock or a suitable toy to keep her wet and ready for immediate use. Of course, the reality is that I’m generally wet even without being full of sex toys, but compliance is generally the name of the game. Still, for specific assignments it wasn’t that uncommon for a Master or Mistress to order me to go empty, nullifying Rule #1 in pursuit of sexually abusing me. So sitting there, in the back corner of the library, I rubbed myself gently for a moment. Moisture seeped down from my pussy and I slid my finger in much deeper, groaning softly as the penetration made my loins tighten in pleasure. My thumb found my clit and made soft, circular motions, sending waves of sweet bliss through me like a freight train barreling down a tunnel. I hadn’t cum in over a day and while I knew I wasn’t able to push myself too far, I knew this edge was still going to feel good. At least for awhile. 
 
      
 
    If you are unfamiliar with the term “edge,” then allow me to enlighten you. From a female perspective, an “edge” consists of either pleasuring yourself, or allowing another to pleasure you, right up to the point where you are about to cum. Then, instead of metaphorically jumping off the cliff of orgasm into sweet absolution, you stop, right on the edge. Unsatisfied, trembling, desperate. It’s an awful and wonderful sensation and if done repeatedly will actually make the next edge harder to do. I’ve literally worked myself into a trembling froth doing it, so wanton that my judgement was impaired. 
 
      
 
    I think that was the day I tried to fuck a fire hydrant. Like I said - too many properly edges - not good. Of course, screwing one up - that meant orgasm. And under the present set of circumstances, that meant punishment.  
 
      
 
    Alone in the back corner of the library, I was granted both privacy and time, making the process of rubbing myself right up to the precipice relatively easy. I was aroused, the denial of the previous day, the morning’s ben wa balls (which I'd been told to take out when starting the assignment), and the nature of my overly revealing outfit, all combined nicely to create an emotional and physical sensation that sent me rocketing toward climax. A few judicious minutes with my fingers, stroking the soft pink folds of my sex, along with a curled finger sliding deep into my vagina, created all sorts of interesting, intense sensations. My palm moved in circles over my clit, pressing down, as waves of intense sexual pleasure washed over me. I sat at the tiny desk, all alone, panting as my pierced nipples actually poked out through the front of my knit dress. 
 
      
 
    As I skirted the edge of the cliff, working myself into a froth, I contemplated the punishment for actually cumming. At first I figured it would be something painful, like getting a spanking or something. But the assignment merely wanted me to edge again. Except with an audience. Admittedly, the idea of it was a turn on, but the part of me that hated being lost to the whims of sexual deviance, the part of me that wished I was wearing blue jeans and a tee shirt, the part of me that would have hid from the world, giving up the massive and incredibly sweet orgasms I’d only found as a nympho humiliation pain slut, held sway. I didn’t want an audience. So I tried to be a good, little girl, instead of a naughty one. Now I just had one more thing to do. 
 
      
 
    Stop. 
 
      
 
    I pulled my hand away from my dripping slit with a gasp, incessant need competing with sweet, but unfulfilled bliss. It wasn’t easy either. My hips still churned and my clit, swollen and wanting, seemed to love the cool bite of exposure. I grit my teeth and moaned, frustrated with my state, even knowing that this was exactly how certain people wanted me. Wet, wanton, desperate.  
 
      
 
    Now for the torment part. 
 
      
 
    The assignment had specified that a minimum of two things had to happen at each location. The first was always going to be the edge. And if I’d actually cum, then a punishment. But the second mandatory act was to be the torment. And the first sexual torment I was going to get to experience was not exactly something I was looking forward to. 
 
      
 
    With my pussy still tingling from the receding energy of unconsummated explosion, I used a small wipe from my purse to clean off my fingers. When I was done I pulled a small tube out of my purse. Twisting off the cap, I squeezed out a tiny dollop of cream.  The scent of menthol hit me like a brick and I glanced around once more. Dabbing it onto my nipples through the dress seemed a bit ostentatious, but was clearly a better option that lifting the hem all the way up to my chin. I tugged at the knit material and stuck my finger through one of the holes, dabbing the lotion over and around each of my nipples. Instantly, the tips of my breasts hardened as waves of cool tingling made me gasp and I pulled my hand back out of the top of my dress. A puckering sensation seemed to make my areolas contract and a cool tingle spread across my chest, turning into a barely tolerable heat.   
 
      
 
    That heat grew, as I knew it would. In seconds it felt like I’d extinguished a pair of pillar candles, with about four hours of boiling hot wax sitting in the basin. I gasped, trembling as I brought my finger down to my clit, lifting the hem of the dress a second time. Then came the awkward part. The more risky part. I glanced around. No one was there to see. I scooted the chair backward and lifted my legs, spreading them and setting my feet on the edge of the desk. I leaned back, tilting my pelvis. Then, with short, panting breaths, I rubbed my finger against my bottom, painting the small, brown star with its own glob of IcyHot. It felt wrong. And cold. And I whimpered, all while glancing behind and around me, since anyone walking up would have instantly seen the girl with her legs up, dress around her waist, fingering herself between the legs. 
 
      
 
    I put a fresh dollop of the cream on my finger, and without further ado, slapped a wet, slick, splat of the stuff right onto my clit, coating it completely. Instantly I was right back on the edge, my hips churning as I experienced the temperature differential. First cold, then the growing, prickling heat. I bit my lips and struggled to control myself, my body demanding that I bring my hand back down between my legs and thrust as many fingers into myself as rapidly and deeply as possible. My nipples seemed to burn with the same fiery heat as my ass, and then my pussy joined the inferno. Heat and need washed over me and I began panting, my sex and ass tightening as the chemical stimulation ate at my will. I resisted; the urge to masturbate, the urge to run and hide, the urge to scream. All of it. I swallowed hard, closed my legs, covered myself up, and endured the burn, counting to fifty. 
 
      
 
    Just as I reached forty-nine, my phone rang. Yeah. Let’s draw attention to the girl in the back corner masturbating herself! I swore under my breath and scurried to answer it. 
 
      
 
    “Hello?” I said breathlessly, trying to hide the fact that it felt like I’d mashed my tits, pussy, and ass against a hot griddle. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Bre! How are you feeling?” Julie asked me cruelly. She couldn’t have known what I’d just done, or at least, she knew I was going to do it, but not the exact time. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip and in a hushed tone, whispered into the phone. “I’m roasting,” I hissed. “I just finished the library edge and put on the IcyHot.” 
 
      
 
    Julie seemed inordinately pleased. “Really? That must be exciting! How does your clit feel? Did you accidentally cum?” She asked me. 
 
      
 
    I glanced around, still worried I was making too much noise. “It feels like I’m cooking on a hot skillet and no. I did not cum,” I replied curtly, closing up the bottle and putting the small paintbrush back into my bag. 
 
      
 
    “Too bad. It would have been really amusing to hear about you having to approach some guy there and asking them to watch you edge again. Still, I guess it all works out. Eventually you’re going to cum and I can’t wait for the punishment!” 
 
      
 
    “You’re assuming I’m going to cum,” I said with just a touch of frustration. Julie and Kari were always setting me up, approving assignments that were going to push me over the edge regardless of what I did. They both loved the idea that I personally, willingly, earned each and every punishment inflicted upon my person, regardless of the circumstances involved. 
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s a given,” Julie said, dismissing my snarkiness. “But I don’t want to take up too much of your time. You’ve got four more locations to visit, right?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, then remembered we were using the phone. “Yes,” I said shortly. I was having trouble sitting still and my pussy was doing this convulsive like thing, tightening and trembling. If there had been a vibrator inside me, the plastic would have been in trouble of cracking. Everything seemed to be burning. I felt hot, everywhere, and a thin sheen of perspiration began beading up on my forehead. 
 
      
 
    “I won’t delay you any more then,” she said with amusement. “But I wanted to let you know that I’ve got a little bit of a surprise for you, when you’re all done.” Then she hung up the phone. 
 
      
 
    A surprise? I wondered if it involved fucking a fire extinguisher, because right at that moment, that’s what I really wanted. With a snarl and hurried movements, I tossed everything back into my bag, stood up, and hurried out of the library. 
 
      
 
    And if the librarians saw my bare ass, puckering from the astringent burn? Well, so be it. 
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _1vjf6ijcow4n]Ruined Edges - Part Two 
 
      
 
    One nice thing about being the personal assistant of a woman who does interior design is that I’ve had the opportunity to visit some nice office buildings. It was this knowledge that made me select the four story, gray stone and reflective window edifice before me, and I pushed through the front doors at just a little past ten that morning. 
 
      
 
    I was still wearing the knit dress and I knew that I just had to keep moving. Staying away from people also helped and so far, I’d managed not to attract more notice than any red headed, high heel wearing, girl wearing a short dress would. Yellow shoes. Who wears yellow shoes for God’s sake? The chemical burn of the IcyHot had faded about twenty minutes after application, and while I was still insanely horny, and desperate for a fucking, I was in much better control of my emotions and physical self. 
 
      
 
    But not for long. 
 
      
 
    I’d chosen the building for a number of reasons, the first being that it had an occupancy rate of less than fifty percent. Kari had been asked to consult, but that was as far as we’d gotten. The prospective buyer had bailed and while we’d billed a minor fee, we hadn’t been back. The lobby was spartan, but more importantly, there was no security officer. Instead there was a simple touch screen directory, an umbrella bag stand that evidently was set out one day when it had rained and never put away, and a seating area with some old, clunky, squarish leather seats with high arms. 
 
      
 
    In short, the perfect place to edge. 
 
      
 
    I made my way over to the seating area and selected a chair where I could see both the front doors and the elevators. The emergency stairwell exit was behind me, but I doubted anyone would emerge from that side, and even if they did I’d hear it. The only disconcerting thing that was affecting me, was the fact that I was basically facing a full wall of windows, with cars rushing by. I knew that they couldn’t see me, or even if they could, it would be a quick glimpse, nothing serious. But it still felt awkward. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, licked my lips once, braced myself, and then spread my legs. The knit dress slid up my thighs and sort of rolled up along my waist. I widened my stance and made sure my thighs were as far apart as the chair would allow. It was really, really weird to see the cars rolling past, less than forty feet away, even if it was through a glass wall. Who knew what they could see? 
 
      
 
    But I couldn’t let that phase me. I ignored it and put my hand between my legs. Within half a second my pussy became a sodden swamp and I began rubbing it, my attention torn between what I was doing and watching the doors and elevators. I wanted to instantly be able to tug my finger out and get my legs closed if needed. 
 
      
 
    My pussy felt amazing though, wet, soft, slippery, and hot. There was still a faint and lingering menthol scent, but my juices were washing my folds clean. Waves of sweet pleasure rolled through me and in less time than it had taken me at the library, my pussy was vibrating in need, my palm pressing against my clit, two fingers buried deep as I moaned in ecstasy. 
 
      
 
    Then the elevator dinged and I let out a little squeal of surprise, tugged my hand out from between my legs, fingers gooey and dripping, and practically heard the bones of my knees knocking as I hurriedly closed up. 
 
      
 
    A woman got out, dressed in a Clintonesque pantsuit. She didn’t even look over at me to notice my heaving chest, or hardened nipples which were obscenely sticking out through holes in the knit mesh of my dress, and went right on out the door. I heaved a sigh of relief, relaxed, opened up and slid my fingers back in. 
 
      
 
    Oh my God. It felt so good. 
 
      
 
    You would think that I would have the ability to control myself, to adjust my movements and reactions, but edging is not supposed to be a mental game. It’s a physical one. You don’t stop when you think you should. If you do that, you’ll never get close to the actual edge. You stop when you think you’re about to cum. That’s where you need to be. And if you’re good, you hold on, fingers scrambling in the dust, trying to slow down, maybe even falling a bit, clinging to a root. 
 
      
 
    Or, if your initial speed is too great, you go sliding off the edge, out into the abyss, cumming like a fucking animal in heat, hips rolling as your hand slaps noisily against your pussy, thrusting those fingers in, splattering cum and juice all over. I looked down at the mess I made, head swimming with sexual euphoria as I panted noisily. 
 
      
 
    Well … fuck. 
 
      
 
    It took me almost five minutes for my brain to start working again after I exploded in the chair and I’m not even sure if I closed my legs for that time or just sat there with my puffy, red slit on full display. There weren’t any traffic accidents, so at least I had that going for me. And no one else had crossed the lobby. No one in. No one out. Ha. I’d beaten the assignment’s point with that. I stayed where I was and breathed, relaxing, feeling very, very good, until finally I knew that I couldn’t get out of it any longer. I still had to inflict the sexual torment required, but now, in addition, I was facing the punishment for cumming. 
 
      
 
    Brilliant. 
 
      
 
    I stood up and shouldered my bag. I guess I could have done it right there in the lobby, all things considered, but the assignment gave me the option of going “someplace private” so I took advantage of that. I found the restroom in less than a minute and disappeared into the handicap stall. My bag was with me and when I emerged, anyone who had seen me go in would have immediately known something was different. If they’d been close, they might even have heard the difference. 
 
      
 
    I waddled toward the entrance, grimacing as the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, a massive, seven inch long monstrosity, moved inside me. Black, slick, rubberized, and equipped with a moving tip, the damn thing resembled the chopped off cock of the xenomorph creature from the Alien movies. Except that those things reproduce by planting an embryo in your chest. Has anyone wondered how they fertilize though? The Thrusting Anal Vibrator squirmed in my butt like a worm on a hook and shook like a San Francisco freeway during an earthquake. 
 
      
 
    So yeah, that might have been affecting my walk. But the other problem was that my clit was now throbbing, trapped and crushed between the metal teeth of my jumbo alligator clamp; emphasis on “alligator” rather than “jumbo”, the acute discomfort and sexual agitation made every step an adventure. Of course I was going to walk out of the building with my ass stuffed regardless of whether I came or not. That was the assigned torment and I’d expected it. The metal clip on my clit? That was the punishment for cumming and I knew it was going to aggravate every additional edge I had to do for the rest of the day. 
 
      
 
    On the flip side I felt better. The orgasm I’d had in the lobby, spread open for the viewing pleasure of all those inattentive drivers, had relieved me of much of the internal sexual pressure I’d been feeling. It makes a difference: satisfaction. I wasn’t ready to tear off my clothes the first time a man smiled at me. I no longer felt the urge to fuck cacti and fire hydrants. 
 
      
 
    So stuffed, clamped, exposed, and satisfied, I waltzed through the still empty lobby, turning left past the cars streaming by, ignoring the fact that I could feel the wind and sun on my skin, right through the mesh of my dress. I made it to my car, ass buzzing, the throbbing length of the Thrusting Anal Vibe expanding and contracting inside me, all while my clit pulsed with heat. I unlocked the door and was just about to get in when my phone rang. 
 
      
 
    Julie. Fuck. It’s like she’s got a sixth sense. I swiped my thumb across the screen. 
 
      
 
    “Hello?” I said. 
 
      
 
    There was a pause, then I heard a soft chuckle. “How does the alligator clamp feel on your clit?” She asked shrewdly. 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “You’re just guessing. You’ve got no idea if I fucked up or not,” I accused her. 
 
      
 
    She laughed, her tone full of brightness. “Oh, you came alright. I can tell. The pressure is gone in your voice. You sound like you just came. Was it good?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, half frustrated with myself, and half frustrated with her. Damn it. I sighed. “Yes. It was good,” I admitted. 
 
      
 
    “Did anyone see you?” She inquired. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, shaking my head again. “I was in the lobby, but it was empty.” 
 
      
 
    Julie sighed in disappointment. “Well, I hope you have an audience next time,” she said wistfully. “It’s so much better when you’re fully humiliated.” She hummed. “Maybe I should make you ask permission first?” 
 
      
 
    I blanched. The idea of having to approach someone first and asking them if it would be alright if I masturbated in front of them was not something the more conservative part of me appreciated. Of course, the nympho humiliation pain slut in me thought the idea fucking brilliant. 
 
      
 
    “So where to now?” She asked me. 
 
      
 
    I checked the time. “Lunch,” I said softly. “I’m hungry.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “And by happenstance, it also is where the next edge needs to happen. A restaurant, correct?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Julie,” I replied softly. 
 
      
 
    “Going to cum again?” She asked 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to try very hard not too,” I replied succinctly. 
 
      
 
    She giggled. “Tough luck with that princess. Isn’t the torment the pendant vibrator?” 
 
      
 
    I climbed into the car and groaned as the Thrusting Anal Vibrator dug a bit deeper into my ass. “Yes,” I told Julie. I didn’t want to think about it, especially since I wouldn’t be clipping the small pendant vibrator to my clit, but to the jumbo alligator clamp. Wouldn’t that feel nice? 
 
      
 
    “Well, personally, I’m hoping you cum,” she said. “The thought of you enduring the punishment makes me wet. Clover clamps. Yummy.” 
 
      
 
    I turned off the Thrusting Anal Vibe. I wasn’t required to have it on while I was driving. “I’m heading out now, Julie. I’ll talk to you later,” I said. Right before I hung up I heard her snap. “No cumming, alright? But I hope you DO!” Then laughter. 
 
      
 
    A moment later I joined the line of cars going past the front of the building I’d just been sitting in. Curious, I glanced over, looking through the wall of glass, expecting to see my reflection, or sunlight glittering off the pane. Instead, I saw a black leather chair perfectly, the light colored tile around it an impressive and bright gray. Someone needed to mop the floor. Then, I was past it. Gulping, cheeks burning. 
 
      
 
    Onward. 
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    In the darkness of a booth, located at the very back of the restaurant, I frantically rubbed my fingers in a tight circle around and over my clitoris, eyes half closed as I panted heavily. The remnants of my grilled chicken salad sat on my plate, looking how I felt - shredded, desperate, and in something of a rush. I kept a lookout for Eric, the waiter, who had been inordinately attentive, preventing me from having the uninterrupted moment I needed. Now I was on my third attempt to get near the edge, my fingers were wet from being inside me, and my clit was throbbing as I jiggled and wiggled the alligator clamp around. My bottom, stuffed obscenely with a black, monstrous looking cock, hummed and shook as the damn thing vibrated and pulsed, lengthening in short little thrusts before shrinking back down to normal size. One leg was propped up on the bench seat next to me while the other was splayed outward, displaying the pink gash between my legs in full glory - had someone actually been sitting nearby. 
 
      
 
    Lunch had been simple - just a salad - and I’d deliberately chosen a restaurant not known for lunch crowds. An arm wrapped across my chest had gotten me seated without issue and if my waiter, Eric, had realized that the two, hard little bumps poking out between the knit strands of my dress were my nipples, he hadn’t said anything. Unfortunately he’d also been highly attentive, refilling my drink every two minutes, checking on me, offering more bread and other goodies at an alarmingly frequent rate. I’d tried to masturbate several times, only to have my little pleasure session interrupted, forcing me to yank my hand out from between my legs and wrap an arm across my chest. 
 
      
 
    I felt the tell tale surge of need and the tension in my body tripled as I worked myself closer to the edge. The alligator clamp clinging to my clit was an intense sensation and all I could think about was wiggling it even harder and faster, the little shards of pain coming up from my clitoris totally acceptable. What I really wanted to do was take the stupid bottle of A1 Steak sauce sitting at the end of the table and ram it hard into my pussy. 
 
      
 
    I was just getting to the point where I was going to have to break off, just to keep from coming, when Eric came hurrying down the line of tables, a fresh glass of diet soda in his hand, despite the fact that mine was still more than half full. I almost coughed up my skull as I struggled to get my knees together, close my legs, and pull my hand out. I barely managed to get everything covered in time. 
 
      
 
    “Here you are!” Eric said, his grin huge. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said breathlessly, fire coursing through my veins. If I’d thought I could get away with it, I’d have dragged him off into a corner and had my way with him. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” He asked, noticing the fact that my chest was heaving. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, probably a bit to eagerly. “Yes. Yes, I’m fine. Thank you for asking,” I said, wishing he’d just leave me alone. Or ravish me. One or the other. He gave me a skeptical look and then nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be back to check on you in a little while,” he replied. Then he turned slowly, as if taking in one last, long look. Then he walked away. 
 
      
 
    I sighed and slumped. Good grief. I took a shuddering breath and decided that the interrupted coital massage was good enough as an edge. It wasn’t quite to the intensity of the ones before it, but I knew that if I started rubbing myself again either I really would cum, or more likely, Eric would come right back. It was karma. I ignored the vibrator in my ass and checked the assigned torment. I bit my lip. Great. The vibrator pendant. I was supposed to attach it to my clit. Except, the jumbo alligator clamp was already there! I frowned, considering my lack of options, so of course, that’s when my phone rang. 
 
      
 
    Julie. Right on time. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Princess!” she sang out as I lifted the phone to my ear. “Have you cum yet?” 
 
      
 
    Criminy, I hated it when she called me that! I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. “No, Julie. I haven’t.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh. So you’re still edging?” 
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth. “I just finished,” I said, wiggling back and forth, trying to ignore the thrusting and rumbling in my ass.  
 
      
 
    “You did? But you didn’t cum? Did you get close?” She asked, clearly suspicious. 
 
      
 
    “I was close enough. I got interrupted,” I complained. “The waiter here is more than a little attentive. The dress you made me wear today has been a problem.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Oh, that little thing? Get used to it. My little surprise is going to have you wearing things like that much more often.”  I grunted, but didn’t reply. But that didn’t phase Julie. “Now about your little edge. I think perhaps you need to give it another go. You know the rule. You stop when you WANT to explode, not when you think you need to stop. So even if the waiter is standing right there, keep rubbing until you think you can’t hold off any longer. And then you can take your hand away from your cunt.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. “Please. Julie. Please. I can’t. Not here. I’m too horny. If I go that far I won’t be coming back. And you know what the punishment is!” I exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    She snorted. “Keep it up and you can walk out naked too. Now put your hand between your legs. I want to hear you moan. Go on. Rub your clit.” 
 
      
 
    I whimpered as I followed her orders, putting my hand between my thighs, opening back up, spreading myself. “Julie, the alligator clamp!” I hissed. 
 
      
 
    “So?” she demanded. “Flick it. Wiggle it. Roll it around and twist it. I don’t care. Get yourself nice and close. I want to hear you panting in desperation. You need to be trembling with the need to fucking cum. You should be so close to the edge that a millimeter push will send you over the edge.” 
 
      
 
    As she spoke I slipped my fingers back between my petals and began rubbing. In seconds I was aroused again, insanely, terribly aroused. Okay. I hadn’t actually stopped being aroused. This just got me excited, right up to the brink again. Panting I rubbed my pussy, fingers slipping through the wetness, my thumb pressing and moving the alligator clamp. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it. Let me hear you whimper. I want you to be vocal. Moan. Ask. Beg. Whine. Plead with me. Get close. Get as close to the edge as you fucking can.” 
 
      
 
    “Y-you just want me to explode,” I gasped, mere metaphorical feet from that ridgeline she was talking about.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh hell yes, because I want you to have your punishment,” she exclaimed. “Is he back yet?” 
 
      
 
    “Is who back yet?” I panted. Waves of pleasure shot up from between my legs, accompanied by the shards of pain that came from the alligator clamp every time I moved it. 
 
      
 
    “The waiter,” Julie asked impatiently. 
 
      
 
    “What?” I glanced down the dining area. “No.” 
 
      
 
    “Should I make you wait until he’s back? You seem to need an audience.” 
 
      
 
    “No! Please!” I begged her. 
 
      
 
    “Then get right to the edge. I mean right there, right on the edge. So close you can taste the orgasm!” 
 
      
 
    My fingers moved inward, pushing deep into my body and my hips twitched back and forth. It felt so good. I let out a low cry, pitched with fever and need. The vibrations from the Thrusting Anal Vibrator seemed to meld with my movements. My clit, still clamped and throbbing, pulsed in my hand as I worked the metal jaws of the alligator clip back and forth. Pressure and need and desperation melded and folded and combined until I realized that I was there, right where Julie wanted me. Every part of my body and soul cried out “yes! Right there! I’m going to cum!” I was at the sweet spot. This was where I needed to stop. My toes curled in my high heeled shoes as my fingers dipped and swirled inside me, palm pressing hard on the alligator clamp. This was it. I was there. I needed to stop. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” said the waiter. 
 
      
 
    My eyes snapped open to see Eric standing there, a fresh glass of ice water in his hand. He was staring at my pussy, and my chest, and it was suddenly too much. I gasped, mouth open and shuddering, hand between my legs, watched by the waiter, and I exploded with every fiber of my being. 
 
      
 
    Just like Julie wanted me too. Eric watched the whole thing. All thirty or so seconds of it. Wetness bursting from around my fingers, my heaving chest, my pained expression. He was enraptured. 
 
      
 
    The second my mental faculties began working again, I pulled my hand out of my pussy and wiped it off on the napkin. The utter humiliation of what I’d just done was like a heavy weight in my stomach. I heard Julie laughing at me on the phone and even the words “enjoy the punishment,” before she hung up. Eric stared at me for a long moment and then set the glass down. I grabbed it and drank half in one long pull. I didn’t bother covering up my chest, knowing that he’d be able to see my breasts relatively well through the knit dress. Then I looked up. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said softly, wanting to explain, but his eyes brightened up. 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Don’t be! That was amazing!” He gushed. “I’ve never seen it like that. Does it hurt? The clip on your pussy? I’ve heard of people doing that kind of thing but I never really believed it. I saw you at first and I thought you might be one of those kinds of girls. That’s why I’ve been checking on you so much. But I didn’t think …” 
 
      
 
    I reached out and put a finger on his mouth. Some people can’t shut up. “Do you like what you see?” I asked softly. He nodded and I drew a line down his chin, through his Adam's apple, down his chest, over his belly and buckle, right to the firm bulge of his cock. I gave him a rather explicit rub, then removed my hand. I dug in my bag and pulled out the vibrator pendant. This was the proscribed torment -  inflicting the vibrations on my clitoris. Of course, the jumbo alligator clamp was hanging from that particular part of my body.  
 
      
 
    “This needs to be hung on the other clamp,” I said simply, holding up the vibrator pendant. “Would you mind?” 
 
      
 
    Eric’s eyes widened as I twisted in my seat and spread my legs. The movement seemed to drive the Thrusting Anal Vibe in deeper, but I endured it. The hem of the dress rode up to my waist and if he hadn’t gotten a good view before, he certainly did now. We both glanced around the restaurant. No one close. Thank God. Eric grinned and dropped down to one knee, taking the vibrator pendant. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that sound?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I almost laughed. “That’s the vibrator in my bottom. Don’t worry about it,” I told him. His eyes widened and he looked up at me in surprise. “Just clip it on the other one,” I whispered to him, running a hand over his shoulder and into his hair. He nodded, eyes bright, and quickly attached the vibrator pendant to the jumbo alligator clamp. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh. Oh my God. 
 
      
 
    The weight tugged on me, and yes - it did make the alligator clamp seem to hurt quite a bit more. Trembling, I gulped quickly and squeezed his shoulder. “Eric? There’s a button on the bottom. Press it,” I said softly. 
 
      
 
    Then the vibrations started. 
 
      
 
    I’m no dummy. The torment here was intended to push me over the edge so that I’d have to inflict the punishment on myself. Master Phil had no way of knowing that Julie would have fucked me over, or that an overly attentive waiter would push my buttons. Heck, I hadn’t even known. It was an intense, deep sensation, and considering my nature, the fact that I’m multi-orgasmic, and even the slightest form of sexualized pain and discomfort has a nasty habit of exciting me even more, well… this wasn’t a good thing. Not at all. 
 
      
 
    Frankly, I was a little surprised at how it felt. Was I going to cum… again? 
 
      
 
    Eric stood up, grinning. I turned back inward, a riot of sensation going through me. It was like someone was licking or biting my clit. Combined with the vibrations of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. I tried to steady myself, but to be honest, I didn’t think I was going to make it. I took another drink of the water. Then switched to the soda.  
 
      
 
    I looked up at Eric who was still staring at me. “What time do you get off?” I suddenly asked him. He blinked. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, around two,” he answered. But then he shrugged. “More likely two thirty. Depends on if I’ve got customers.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Yeah. Three hours away? I couldn’t wait that long. I took a deep breath. “Could I get my check please?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    His smile faded a little, but he nodded. As he marched away I dug in my purse and pulled out the clover clamps. It was the punishment for cumming. Knowing how it was going to feel, and how embarrassing it would be, I reached up and tugged on the dress until my piercing was in just the right spot. It slipped through the large hole and my entire nipple followed. I did the other side too, starting with the gold padlock, then the gold hoop. As soon as all the hardware was on the outside of my dress, I brought up the clover clamps, the pincers open. I had to pull a bit, but a second later my left nipple was tightly pinched between the maws of the clover clamp, all on the outside of my dress. I did the right side too, wincing as the pain shot up through my tits, swirled around for a moment, and then descended rapidly, straight to my tormented pussy. 
 
      
 
    That’s when I knew I was definitely going to cum again. Fuck. I took a shuddering breath. It was just too much. The bite at my nipples, the way I was dressed, the thick, vibrating and thrusting plug in my ass, the alligator clamp chewing on my clitoris, not to mention the vibrator pendant shaking the damn alligator clamp! What the hell was I doing? Well, I at least had the courtesy to hold off until Eric got back. 
 
      
 
    He arrived with my check and I shocked him again as he saw the clover clamps swinging from my nipples, the silver chain stretched along my bodice so freakin obvious and daring and sexy that he could barely contain himself. And I think he noticed that I was once again at the brink of sexual climax. He stood there as I panted, our eyes locked together. 
 
      
 
    “Touch me,” I whispered. He glanced around, then reached down and grabbed my tit, right through the dress. He squeezed it, tugging on the clamp. I put my hand on his cock, rubbing it through his trousers. We both moaned. But between the two of us, I was the one having the problem.  
 
      
 
    “Twist it,” I told him. And he did, fingers giving the clamps on my breasts quarter turns. It was that pain that pushed me over, and orgasm number two. Or… was it four… came barreling out of me. And this time… this time I made a noise that made my situation obvious. 
 
      
 
    “Sssshhh!” Eric said frantically, squatting down as I whimpered, moaned, and basically went through the motions. I clapped a hand to my mouth, chewing on a knuckle, but the pure pleasure of it all just seemed to go on and on. Eric kept glancing around, even after he let go of my breasts, but his eyes kept coming back to me as I finished my climax. Finally I sighed in relief, eyes almost rolling up into the back of my head. I leaned back, waves of exhaustion hitting me just as suddenly as the bliss had. I let out a weak laugh, opened my eyes, and looked at my waiter. 
 
      
 
    “Check please,” I said with a giggle. 
 
      
 
    He blinked. “I already brought you the check,” he said in confusion. I took a deep breath, noting that it had a bit of a shudder to it. Remnants of energy no doubt. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator, along with the vibrator pendant, both continued to buzz, but I was inured to it now. At least for a little while. If I really needed to turn them off, I just had to take a drive. But that meant leaving the restaurant. 
 
      
 
    Eric glanced around worriedly again and I realized that leaving was probably a good idea. I shook my head, trying to get my brain to fire on all cylinders once more. It took me a moment, but I dug in my purse, grabbed my wallet, and pulled out a credit card. I handed it over to Eric, who took it quickly, along with the check, and hurried off. Maybe he was worried about someone noticing what he’d done. He was back in under a minute. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said to him with a warm smile. He grinned back.  
 
      
 
    “It was amazing,” he assured me. The bulge in his pants was still thick and hard and I wished I could do more for him than sign the receipt. I did give him a forty percent tip though. He stepped back as I gathered my stuff. I slipped my bag over my shoulder as I stood, the vibrator pendant swinging from the alligator clamp, banging into my thighs. It hurt. I wrapped an arm across my chest, hiding the clamps. It was second nature. And the restaurant had more guests now than when I’d come in. So with Eric’s eyes on my ass, I slowly walked through the tables, buzzing, shaking, and tormented. Eric wasn’t the only one to watch me leave and I even heard a low wolf whistle. I didn’t turn to look back. 
 
      
 
    When I got to my jeep I sighed in relief and climbed in. I turned off the vibrators, both of them, and wondered how the hell I was going to survive the next two locations. Then I turned the key in the ignition and drove. 
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    Dressed as I was, I knew I was going to have to be very particular with the next location and I scrapped my original plan. With the clover clamps now hanging off my breasts, right through the front of my dress, it wasn’t like I could waltz into a five star establishment and expect anything more than a chilly response. Afterall, places like that have a reputation to maintain.  
 
      
 
    So I had to find someplace with a different sort of reputation. 
 
      
 
    I parked my jeep and looked up at the rather less than imposing edifice. The assignment had specified a “hotel” lobby, but I presumed in the interest of feasibility “motel” would serve almost as well. I’d been here before. Once. Rescued by Mike the Hardware Guy after a particularly rough assignment. So I knew where the lobby was. I slipped a hand down between my legs and pulled the knit dress up to expose my loins. The alligator clamp with its pendant vibrator were there and I flipped the little switch, gasping as the tiny tremors excited both my petals and my clit.  
 
      
 
    I picked up the controller for the thrusting anal vibrator and took a deep breath. I turned on the thrusting movement, feeling the monstrous plug extend in my ass. Admittedly, it wasn’t uncomfortable and combined with the vibrations of the pendant, actually stimulating. Then I added the other function and the plug began fluttering too. I closed my eyes, careful to take deep, patient breaths. 
 
      
 
    Calm the fuck down, Bre. 
 
      
 
    I climbed out of the jeep, setting my high heeled sandals down on the cracked asphalt. It was still early enough in the day that it was unlikely there would be many guests. In fact, the parking lot was mostly empty. So I ignored the oscillations of impending orgasm and hurried my stuffed, shaking ass across about thirty feet of parking lot and opened the glass door to the lobby. 
 
      
 
    The scent of marijuana smoke hit me like a brick. Yuck. I coughed a little as I entered. The room was about the size of my apartment living room and was nothing more than a beat up looking sofa, two chairs that didn’t look comfortable, or matched for that matter, and a coffee table that had literally been broken and repaired with duct tape. Some magazines lay in a stack and a quick glance showed me they were all about six years old. A lamp that didn’t work sat on a side table. And across from this impressive display was a hole in the wall counter. I turned and looked. Sitting there was a man with glassy eyes, literally smoking a joint right there in front of me. He was greasy looking, with lank black hair and a goatee and there was already a smile on his face. Which was to be expected.  
 
      
 
    “No clients yet, senorita.” He took another suck on the roach.  
 
      
 
    I realized that this was going to be a fast one. I gave him a deep smile, and sat down on the sofa directly across from him. His eyebrows went up as the dress rose and I spread my legs wide, letting him see everything. My pussy was already well sauced from the vibrations and I ran my fingers through my petals, around the pendant, only to start using it directly, pushing it into the soft pink bits with low, intense moans. I even grabbed the large controller for the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and turned up the thrusts to high.  
 
      
 
    Which in hindsight was probably where I made the mistake.  
 
      
 
    Already wet, already horny, and now clamped and vibrated and stuffed to the brim, with my fingers digging into my own depths, the orgasm I was in the process of creating burst into life with way more strength than I had originally intended. I was supposed to edge here, not just explode with abandon, splattering their unmopped floor and wetting the sofa fabric. But that was exactly what was about to happen; me at the mercy of my own needs, not to mention the toys inflicted upon me.  
 
      
 
    Not to say that I didn’t try to stop. I’d put my feet up on the coffee table, spreading myself wide for my audience, knowing that anyone opening the door would have a perfect view before I could even hope to close up. My chest was heaving as the clover clamps tugged on my nipples through the dress, my own breathing the matrix for that torment. And when my body slid through the metaphorical dust at the edge of the cliffs of orgasm, scrabbling for a hold, I reached for the vibrator pendant to shut it off, frantic. I managed, but the clamp was still biting my clit. My nipples throbbed, crushed by the squeezing maws of the clover clamps. My ass still shook and ached as the Thrusting Anal Vibrator fucked and undulated inside me. 
 
      
 
    Which is why I exploded. Violently. 
 
      
 
    When the spots in my eyes cleared the guy at the counter was laughing. And clapping. As if I’d just given some sort of performance. I suppose I had. I smiled at him, laughing weakly. I didn’t even close my legs, just sitting there dripping on his couch. I suppose he didn’t mind. So I reached into my bag and pulled out the next part of the assignment: two binder clamps. 
 
      
 
    These are the big black metal ones, with the folding steel handles. Mine had been… adjusted is perhaps the right word, to reduce the actual pressure. (Thank you Mike!) But from a visual perspective, they looked vicious. I kept my eyes on the guy at the counter as I turned the vibrator pendant back on and then pushed it in between my folds. Next came the fun part. I suppose I could have clamped each fold of my sex on either side, but instead I used both binders clamps to hold my pussy together. In a line. With the vibrating pendant inside me. 
 
      
 
    Of course, Mike had adjusted the clamps for the thin width of a single petal. Not two of them. So it hurt. A bit.  
 
      
 
    And my pussy began squeezing. I took a deep breath and then stood up, carrying my bag and the Thrusting Anal Vibrator control. I didn’t bother to adjust my dress. I went right up to the counter and leaned over it so he could get a really, really good view of my clamped boobs. 
 
      
 
    “I’m a bad little girl. I need a spanking,” I said breathlessly. The marijuana smoke was making me heady. “Give me twenty and I’ll suck your cock,” I cooed, batting my eyelashes. 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “You definitely need a spanking,” he agreed. He smashed out the joint in an ashtray and almost lunged to the little side door. It opened and a second later I was in the tiny room. There was an old computer, a printer, a key box, and a small refrigerator. There was even a camera and monitor pointed at the window. I was more than a bit horrified to see that you could literally see a bit of the sofa. I’d just given them footage of me masturbating and cumming. Great. 
 
      
 
    But then he was on me, grabbing my arm. In the corner he spun me around so that I was facing the printer table and I bent over, bracing myself. He yanked up the dress and began swatting me without preamble, grinning like a maniac, smacking my bum with heavy slaps that stung, but didn’t really hurt all that much. Of course each impact made the binder clips wiggle and the pendant vibrator was inside my sex. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator also seemed to get more intense as I started to grit my teeth, my ass hot and stinging. 
 
      
 
    I counted out a full twenty and worried that he was going to give me more, spun. “I need to suck your cock,” I declared rapidly, sinking to my feet. He shook his head and instead, pulled me to my feet. I blinked, confused, but he dragged me over to the counter, then pushed me back down so that if anyone came in, they wouldn’t see me. I reached up and unzipped him, freeing his member, and grimaced at the scent. This wasn’t going to be pleasant.  
 
      
 
    I took him fully, one long, disgusting suck, trying to get as much of my spit around him as possible. He was acrid, and the first minute was almost enough to turn my stomach. But eventually the taste faded and I was able to get into it. I bobbed my head, slurping and sucking, swirling my tongue around his shaft as he leaned on the counter, pulled another joint from his pocket, and lit it. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, senorita. Do it!” He moaned.  
 
      
 
    When he came, a bitter, caustic fluid shot into my mouth and there was just no way to swallow. I popped my head away and spat, only to get a second stream right into the hollow of my throat. I groaned and scuttled to the side as he sighed and put himself right. I was standing, my hand going to the dripping goo on my sternum, and looked around for a paper towel.  
 
      
 
    No go. 
 
      
 
    “You got a towel or something?” I asked politely. He gave me a stunned sort of look, like he was surprised to see me. Then he blinked and opened a cabinet, pulling out a full sized bath towel. I took it and dried my throat and chest. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I replied, handing it back to him. He took it and threw it in the corner. Then he went to the key box. He pulled out one with a big blue tag and handed it to me.  
 
      
 
    “Number four,” he said simply. 
 
      
 
    I blinked, staring at him in confusion. “Uh… what for?” 
 
      
 
    Now he gave me a confused look. “You wanted a room, right? For business?” He gestured at me. “Room four.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh!” I said, the light dawning. I laughed. “No, no… I didn’t need that.” I backed to the door and opened it, stepping out of the little lobby. He watched me and then I shut the door and stepped back up to the counter. I set the key on the desk. “Not tonight at any rate. Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Then I hurried out of the smoke filled lobby and hurried back to my jeep. 
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    In the safety and privacy of my Wrangler, I freed my labia from the binder clips and turned off the pendant vibrator as well as the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. I’m not even sure why I did that. My pussy was leaking copiously, but the vinyl seats of my jeep could handle it. I closed my eyes and sat back. I felt… loose. Too much marijuana smoke and I suspected I had a contact high. I shook my head trying to clear it. I hurt too. Too much in fact, and I reached up and took off the clover clamps. My nipples didn’t like that either and I grimaced, reaching up as the blood surged back through the crushed tips. Finally, I reached down between my legs and freed my clit, setting the alligator clamp pendant aside.  
 
      
 
    I debated whether or not I was fit to drive, and realized that despite not wanting to stay in the parking lot of the motel any longer, I really wasn’t in the condition to do so. I took a deep breath. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator was just a solid, uncomfortable lump in my ass and suddenly even the sunlight streaming through the jeep’s windows seemed irritating. I fumbled for my cell phone and stared at it.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, Julie. Call me,” I told the phone.  
 
      
 
    Nothing. 
 
      
 
    I threw it on the dash. She’d called me multiple times and seemed to have an uncanny knowledge of what I was doing and where I was. So why wasn’t she on the phone already, teasing and harassing me?  
 
      
 
    I frowned, grabbed the phone again, and called her.  
 
      
 
    “Hello, princess,” she said breathlessly. There was a sound in the background, a sort of thumping noise, but it was too soft to make out clearly. Instead I focused on the word “princess.” 
 
      
 
    “I am not a princess,” I growled. 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “Yes you are,” she said, her sentence punctuated weirdly by a steady pulse, as if she were moving in a rhythmic pattern. The pace seemed to pick up too. “You are a pussy princess. Everyone loves your pussy. Especially me!”  
 
      
 
    Then, from behind her, a muted voice. “And me!” I recognized it. Mike. Then Julie gasped and I suddenly realized what I was hearing. 
 
      
 
    “Are you having sex?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Julie purred. “Oh my God, yes,” she groaned. “From behind.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “You shouldn’t answer the phone when you’re doing that,” I muttered, slightly disturbed. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed again. “And there’s your next assignment,” she declared. “Fuck ten people in one day and make sure you call me each time you’re about to have an orgasm.”  
 
      
 
    My lips curled up into a frustrated grimace. Uck. That would suck. Julie groaned again. “Or any orgasm. That would be fun too, hearing you cum.” 
 
      
 
    The Mike added his two bits. “Or better yet, have her call an answering machine, make her describe what she’s doing, and then have her cum on the recording.” 
 
      
 
    “Or just record it,” Julie replied with a laugh. Then she let out another moan. “So,” she said, panting softly. “What’s up?” Then she answered the question before I could. “Nothing! That must burn, what with the binder clamps and everything. Being empty? Huh?” 
 
      
 
    I felt my fingers tightening on the phone. “I uh… I ran into a bit of trouble.” 
 
      
 
    The sound of Julie getting fucked stopped instantly. “Are you alright?” Julie demanded. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but…” I started to say. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you?” said Mike. 
 
      
 
    I looked around. “A seedy motel on the west side off of Highway 6. Just south of I-10.” Then I took a deep breath. “I think I’m high.” 
 
      
 
    There was a momentary pause. “High? As in drugged?” Julie asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, then realized she could see me. “Sorta. Contact high. The guy I was sucking was smoking weed.” 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. “That shouldn’t be enough to faze you. I get it. You don’t do drugs. But come on, Bre. You went to college.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, like fifteen years ago. And marijuana is still illegal.” I retorted. I took a deep breath. “But that’s not the issue. I felt weird. And I took off the clamps.” 
 
      
 
    Another long pause. “What?” Julie said, totally confused. 
 
      
 
    “I was hurting, so I took off the clover clamps, and the binder clamps, and the alligator clamp with the vibrating pendant. And I turned off the Thrusting Anal Vibrator.” It came out like a confession. 
 
      
 
    The thumping noise, which I now had to presume was Mike the Hardware Guy straddling Julie, pounding away at her pussy from behind, resumed into a steady beat. Was I hearing the headboard banging against the wall. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so what are you asking for? A punishment for not keeping all that crap on? A medical out? And what about the hobby shop?” 
 
      
 
    I squirmed in my seat, the Thrusting Anal Vibe quiet and heavy in my butt. I clenched a bit. The last and final location for my Ruined Edges assignment was supposed to be in a hobby shop. Julie had scouted a spot for me and I wasn’t even that far away from it. But the thought of walking into a retail store, dressed in the knit dress, clover clamps hanging from my nipples through the front of the dress, along with binder clamps on my labia, the alligator and vibrating pendant on my clit, all while the Thrusting Anal Vibrator jerked and fucked my ass with every step, was not exactly appealing. In fact, it was terrifying. And that didn’t even include the final edge and required follow-up sexual torment.  
 
      
 
    And what if I exploded? 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and swallowed.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne?” Julie asked. I cleared my throat.  
 
      
 
    “I uh… No. I don’t need a medical out. I just… I felt weird because of the smoke and needed to tell you.” 
 
      
 
    Julie, still in the process of getting fucked, except even harder now, replied. “Okay… first of all, are you wet?” 
 
      
 
    I set the phone to hands free and tossed it up on the dashboard.  put a hand down between my legs. My labia were tender, and my clit swollen and red and aching, but… holy shit. I wasn't just wet. I was soaked. I was a soggy mess. And as my fingers played with my slit, I gasped, slid two digits in, and instantly went rigid.  
 
      
 
    “Whoaa, girl. Calm down. Only one of us is about to cum,” Julie blurted out.  
 
      
 
    I let out a whimper. “It’s so…” 
 
      
 
    “So yes… wet. Good,” she replied, her words sharp and staccato. “Now take your fingers out of your cunt and turn on the Thrusting Anal Vibrator.” 
 
      
 
    Since I had my left hand in my pussy, and the massive controller for the Thrusting Anal Vibrator was on my right side. I didn’t quite follow her instructions. I turned on the butt plug and gasped, my pussy tightening up around my fingers as they curled and swirled in my gash. I made some noise, which seemed to match the moans coming from Julie. 
 
      
 
    “It’s… it’s on,” I managed to say. 
 
      
 
    Julie groaned and I could picture her eyes rolling up into her skull. The pace of the fucking she was getting was faster and I could hear it on the phone. It turned me on. I wished it was me. “G-g-g-good,” she managed to say. “Now, the clove… clove… clover clamps.”  
 
      
 
    Again with my right hand, I grabbed the chain. My nipples had shrunk back through the dress, since there was nothing to hold them to the outside. I struggled to put the first clamp on my right tit using just one hand, but let out a frustrated noise as it seemed to elude me. Then I jammed the clamp through the knit dress, right above where the piercing and padlock pressed against the material. It stretched the hole a bit, but I was able to get the steel pincer over the tip of my breast and let it close. 
 
      
 
    Pain shot through my breast and I cried out a bit. My left hand began jamming itself in all the way up to my knuckles and I have no idea whose idea that was. I whimpered, shaking in my seat. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator was fucking my ass and with my right hand, I plucked the other clamp up from where it dangled on the end of the chain, stretched it across the front of my dress’ bodice, and jammed it in another hole in the material, as I pinched the clover mechanism open. I found the raised, pierced, pink point and then deliberately, wantonly, disgustingly, crushed it. 
 
      
 
    “Oh YES!” cried Julie in tandem. I heard something crack in the background and without a doubt knew that Mike was slapping my mistress’ ass with his hand, spanking her as she came.  
 
      
 
    Julie’s voice was high-pitched and strained. “Now play with your clit. Fuck yourself, Bre. Right to the edge. I want… want… Oh God! I want to hear you… YES! FUCK! YES! DO ME!” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my right foot and stuck it up on the dashboard, spreading myself open. My dripping snatch stretched and I went at it with abandon, pushing another finger in, my palm against my clit. I leaned back, panting and gasping, joining Julie, the sound of her orgasm so arousing, so incredible, that I couldn’t contain myself. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s cry of satisfaction pushed me right to the edge. Then I heard Mike.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne. Stop. Don’t cum. Take your fingers out of your pussy. Right now!”  
 
      
 
    I hesitated. It felt too good.  
 
      
 
    “BREANNE! STOP!”  
 
      
 
    I whined, but I pulled my hand out. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator bumped and trembled in my butt, shaking my entire body.  
 
      
 
    “The clamp, Bre. The alligator clamp. Put it on your clit. Fast.” Behind the voice, Julie whimpered again.  
 
      
 
    I groped with my right hand and then found it. The steel teeth, the heavy pincers, the stupid vibrator pendant hanging from it. I lifted it and brought it down between my legs. I found my clit and grit my teeth. This was going to hurt. And I wanted it. So badly…  
 
      
 
    I pinched the clamp open, set the fangs on either side, and let it close. 
 
      
 
    “Owwwwwwww!” I squealed. My entire body jerked forward, the chain of the clover clamps on my breasts swinging as my legs snapped closed, my high heeled sandal smacking the shifter. Pain shot up through my loins, sharp and hard and I realized that I was already stuffing my fingers back into my sex, up to the knuckles, crying out as I used the pain to push me into the coming orgasm. 
 
      
 
    “Bre… stop,” whispered Julie. “Stop,” she said again. 
 
      
 
    “BRE. STOP!” Mike said, evidently picking up the phone and speaking right into it. 
 
      
 
    I stopped. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to cum?” Mike demanded. 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. “Yes! Please! Oh yes!” 
 
      
 
    “Then drive to the hobby shop. Edge again. And then stuff the Core Driller into your pussy. If you want, you can cum then. Right there.” 
 
      
 
    Julie let out a hysterical laugh. “But only there,” she said wickedly. Then she said, “You’re still hard. Fuck me again?”  
 
      
 
    I bit my lip and clenched my slippery, goo covered fist. This was totally unfair. Energy surged through me. Anger. Need. Want. Sexual frustration. I felt like I wanted to kill someone. Okay… not really. I felt like I wanted to drive over to Mike’s house, tie Julie to the fucking bed, and masturbate her over and over, denying her orgasm multiple times, until her brain was a mass of discombobulated neurons that wouldn’t even recognize her spoken name. 
 
      
 
    The Mike spoke again. “The hobby shop, Bre. Go.” His voice was rough and needy and I heard Julie suddenly gasp, squeal, and groan. Then the line went dead. 
 
      
 
    Well. Fuck. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep shuddering breath. My seat was soaked, as was the back of my dress where I’d been sitting on it. My ass was clenched and shaking from the repeated thrusting and vibrations of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, and my clit felt like it had been bitten by a Chihuahua. Thank God the vibrations weren’t on.  
 
      
 
    And… they hadn’t made me put the binder clamps on. I wondered if Julie had forgotten them. Or maybe I’d moved to fast, heading into the unauthorized orgasm before Julie could up the ante and torture me more. 
 
      
 
    Either way, I knew they’d need to go on before I went into the hobby shop. More pain. More discomfort. More everything. 
 
      
 
    But… Mike had said that after I edged once, I could fill my cunt with the thick, long, three stage rocket ship-like dildo; my Core Driller. And I could fuck myself into the orgasm I was craving. 
 
      
 
    I turned the key in the ignition, ignoring the pain and the thrusting in my ass. Even the vibrations coming from inside me. I concentrated on driving. A few blocks away I turned back east on I-10 and made my way to an industrial and warehousing area just a couple of miles down the road. 
 
      
 
    Julie had scouted the location, ostensibly with Mike, and I pictured them walking into the place, Julie wearing a short little skirt and a halter top, while Mike would be in his traditional jeans and polo shirt. They’d go to the radio controlled car aisle and then Mike would reach down, slip his hand under Julie’s skirt, and drive a single, thick finger into her pussy while she stiffened and gasped. He’d finger fuck her, silently, as she rose up on tiptoe, her bare little feet arched in her flip flops. The only noise would be the smacking of his hand against her slit, smashing her clit as his middle finger thrust and wriggled inside her. Then she’d probably have cum, just from that, and he’d pull his finger out of her and push it into her mouth. She’d suck it clean, eyes sparkling. And… 
 
      
 
    And I have an overactive imagination.  
 
      
 
    I pulled up and parked, staring at the doorway. The hobby shop Julie had selected for me was in a warehouse complex, in a similar arrangement to what the Society of the Golden Rose had set up. Loading docks in the back made shipping easy and the front was a brick edifice with a single doorway in an recessed entry. The windows were tinted, but I felt that the empty parking spaces in front held plenty of promise. It meant no one was inside. 
 
      
 
    Which actually didn’t surprise me. It was a weekday, and about two in the afternoon. The men who frequented such places would all be at work. Kids were in school. Hell, I was surprised the place was even open. And empty meant that there would be just one, possibly two, clerks inside. A manager? Who knew? And don’t think I didn’t realize that Julie could have arranged something. She had before. What if she’d contacted the manager and promised that a red headed slut would come in and be totally available for a blow job or something? 
 
      
 
    I gulped. Binder clamps. Right. 
 
      
 
    I spread my legs again, lifting my right foot over the center console and propping it up on the dashboard. My pussy was still wet, but the drive over had managed to place me on a plateau, horny as hell but not quite ready to finish the climb up the mountain. Using both hands I placed the first binder clamp on the left side of my pussy, grimacing as the metal edges bit into the pink fold. Then I did the other side, wincing as the discomfort shot up through my loins.  
 
      
 
    The canvas bag containing my stuff sat on the seat next to me and I looked into it, making sure that the Core Driller dildo was there, along with the pair of eight inch long bungee cords Mike had provided me. I slipped the controller to the Thrusting Anal Vibrator into the bag as well, and pulled the strap up to my shoulder. Then I reached down between my legs, found the vibrator pendant, and switched it on. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes. Pain and pleasure. And shortly, humiliation. 
 
      
 
    Getting out of my jeep was a challenge, what with all the accessories, accoutrements, and dangling bits attached to my body. I walked gingerly up to the door, already off the plateau I’d mentioned before, and resolutely marching up the mountain toward the cliffs of orgasm. I caught sight of myself in the window of the door, the tint making for a perfect reflection. I looked… 
 
      
 
    Hot. The steel chain cross my bodice had done what my fingers couldn’t, eventually tugging not only the entirety of the clamps out of the dress, but pulling my pierced nipples right on through as well. I could see my piercings, though the padlock on my right breast had gotten caught on the material. Wetness smeared my thighs and I could see the metal glinting off the handles of the binder clamps, right along my hem. And I wasn’t standing straight. My legs were spread awkwardly, but sexily. Making it clear that I was ready to get rammed deep, right there. I bit my lip, uncertain, scared, and just a little unstable. Emotionally. Mentally. Sexually. 
 
      
 
    So I went in. 
 
      
 
    An electronic chime rang as I went through the door and I recognized it as one of the sounds from Star Trek: The Next Generation. The scent of balsa wood hit me and then I was able to see in. Wow. I could see why Mike would like the place. Radio controlled… well… everything stocked the shelves. There were model trains. Model boats. Model planes. Model tanks. Model ships. Model starships. There were all sorts of things the hobbyist crafter would find useful. I looked around. No one was at the counter, but I knew that wouldn’t take long. I moved deeper, eyes looking around. I admit that I wasn’t quite interested in anything they were selling. I’m not much of a fanatic when it comes to that sort of stuff. Sure, I could appreciate the artistry. I moved toward a model railroad display, protected behind plexiglass, and stared in. There were tiny people, just about the right size to sit in a matchbox car, and a small locomotive chugged around in a figure eight, pulling a number of boxcars and a caboose.  
 
      
 
    When was the last time anyone saw a caboose? 
 
      
 
    My own rear end clenched again as I heard the footsteps and I turned in time to see a pleasantly round man in his thirties approach. He was blonde, with shaggy hair and a walrus mustache and his eyes widened dramatically as he caught sight of my front. I turned back to look at the display. 
 
      
 
    “Hi! I’m Lucas. Can I help you find something?” 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my arms across my chest, hiding the clamps dangling from my tits. The sound of the vibrators buzzing from beneath my dress seemed obnoxiously loud. “Uh… no. I’m uh… just looking.” 
 
      
 
    Greg seemed to have trouble tearing his eyes off me. “Okay. If you need anything, please let me know.” He moved away, but not far enough. He managed to position himself an aisle away, within view. And trust me, he was viewing. I could tell this wasn’t him worried about me stealing something. This was about keeping an eye on the obvious sex slut. 
 
      
 
    Which meant that I’d have an audience whether I wanted it or not. That just made my pussy clench, and since there was nothing up inside that particular part, it just made me want it more. I turned away from him and began an inspection of the place. I wasn’t looking for a particular product. In fact, at that point, I wasn’t even looking for a quiet, unobtrusive place to do the final edge. I was just checking to make sure the frumpy, cute, pleasantly round Lucas was here, all by his lonesome. 
 
      
 
    Something clicked inside me as I pretty much made sure we were alone. I went from being embarrassed to being predatory. I didn’t even realize it until afterward. But as I cleared the room, Lucas following behind me like a puppy in search of a treat, his eyes bulging as he caught sight of my clamped breasts and barely covered ass, I relaxed. I know. I don’t know what came over me. But then I turned, arms down, my hands down by my sides, clit buzzing with the vibrator pendant, my hips already starting to thrust on their own, nipples throbbing, and went right up to him. His mouth opened as he got his first straight on view of me and I approached like a lioness walking up on a wounded gazelle.  
 
      
 
    Hungry. 
 
      
 
    “Are you here by yourself?” I asked, my voice low pitched. Sultry.  
 
      
 
    Lucas nodded, gulping. There was no ring on his finger. Poor guy. He had no fucking clue what was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    I swung my hips, getting closer. Then I violated his personal space. I licked my lips. He was breathing faster than me. I looked him right in the eye, but he wasn’t looking at my face.  
 
      
 
    “Do you like it?” I asked softly. 
 
      
 
    He nodded stupidly. So I reached down to the front hem of my dress, pulled it up, and showed him my clamped pussy. His jaw dropped and I began rubbing at my slit.  
 
      
 
    Except, you know, it was a fucking hardware store shelf. The binder clips rattled. The alligator clamp jiggled. The stupid pendant vibrator got in my way. But it didn’t matter. Lucas just stood there, flabbergasted as I worked myself into a froth, shuddered violently, and got right up to the very edge of the cliff. Orgasm loomed and I yanked my hands away. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. Panting, I leaned back against the shelf, stocked with airplane models, and spread my legs. 
 
      
 
    “Would you… please… pull the clamps off me?” I begged. 
 
      
 
    Lucas smiled in disbelief, but he reached for me. He took the alligator clamp off first, his dry fingers brushing my wet clit. He held it up and I just hooked it to the chain beneath my right nipple. That was… probably not smart. At least in hindsight. The vibrations went right into my breast, exciting me.  
 
      
 
    “The binder clips? Please?” I thrust my hips forward. 
 
      
 
    Lucas got them off, one at a time, and I sighed in relief as I set them each on the shelf to my side. Then… then the heck with the assignment. I was too far gone. I reached out, grabbed Lucas by his cock, right through his pants. 
 
      
 
    “I need cock inside me. I’m desperate. I have to cum!” I whispered. “Will you help me?” 
 
      
 
    And Lucas nodded. 
 
      
 
    A moment later we were in the storage room in the back. The front door of the place was locked, and I was on my knees as Lucas leaned back in the officer chair, his pants down around his ankles, my mouth surrounding his shaft with gusto. Unlike the guy at the hotel, Lucas was clean and sweet smelling, more manly than druggie, and he responded both quickly and evenly to my ministrations, hardening in seconds, straining in minutes, and only moaned as I slipped the condom over his shaft, rose up, and then impaled myself on his mast. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Yes. 
 
      
 
    For the first fucking time all day, I finally had something up inside me. For real. Fully. Stuffed. To the freakin brink. No, Lucas wasn’t unusually sized or anything, but there is something about cock. Real cock. I cried out in total amazement, relishing the sensation as my petals were spread, my depths plugged, the feel of his member rubbing against the thin membrane, the rumble and thrust of the Anal Vibrator driving us both nuts. I reached up, peeling the dress over my head, only to have it snag on my breasts. I groaned, but then Lucas grabbed my breasts, quickly freeing my nipples, and the shards of pain that shot through my tits made me tighten even more. He squeezed my bosom, kneading my boobs as I bounced frantically. I felt myself shudder and then I threw my head back. I was back at the edge, the empty abyss of climax stretched out before me. I ran toward the chasm, leaping out into it eagerly, passionately, forcefully. Everything spun as I screamed out in ecstasy. Lights and colors and tastes and smells blasted my senses and I tightened around Lucas, forcing his head into my breasts, his mouth on my nipple, grinding desperately on him as I came and came and came and came. 
 
      
 
    Time passed. Somehow I ended up on my back, on the floor, with Lucas astride me, and I blinked as the hard concrete felt cold and uncomfortable. Lucas lay beside me, his limp cock wet, the filled condom slipping off him. He was wheezing, like he’d just run a quarter of a mile, and there was a stupid grin on his face, his eyes dazed. I sat up, my own cum dripping from between my legs. My dress was ten feet away, my clover clamps on the desk. I reached behind my butt, finding the wired controller to the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, and I turned it off. Then, with a groan, I yanked the whole damn thing out of my ass, sighed in relief as I dumped it on the ground, and then rolled back toward Lucas and kissed him.  
 
      
 
    He blinked in surprise.  
 
      
 
    “You did wonderful,” I said with a warm smile. 
 
      
 
    “I did?” He asked, still too astonished. I nodded. Then I took a deep breath and stood up. I stretched, but in a sexy manner, letting him stare at me. Then I offered him a hand and helped him up. He was taller than me, but only just, and suddenly he blushed. He reached for his boxers and quickly stepped into them. I could tell he was self-conscious so I took steps. 
 
      
 
    Immediately. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed his arm and pushed him back down into the chair. He sort of fell into it, tripping, his underwear caught around his knees. His eyes widened again as I got on my knees once more, pushed his boxers down to his ankles and pushed his legs apart. 
 
      
 
    “Wh...what are you doing?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged, a mischievous smile on my face. “I like cock. I want yours again.” 
 
      
 
    “Again?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, my face closer and closer. Then I lapped once at the tip of his shaft. It jumped and I smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Again.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    



  
 

 [bookmark: _6jdv92sub3fx]Ruined Edges - Epilogue 
 
      
 
    I stepped out into the hot sun and managed a few waddling steps, only to stop in shock at the sight in front of me. Julie was sitting on the hood of my jeep, playing with her cellphone. She was wearing a black tee shirt with “These Won’t Play With Themselves” written across the front, which seemed rather unimpressive considering she wore a size A bra and could have gotten away without on most occasions. Her lower half was wrapped in a short, denim mini skirt. But what got me was the fact that her flip flop clad feet were up on the bumper, her legs spread wide enough so that anyone walking out of the hobby shop would get a perfect view of her wet, pink, totally pantiless pussy. Better yet, a bright purple wire ran from a pocket of the skirt, under the hem, and right back up to her sex. And there was a hum. She was following NHPS Rule #1. I resisted the immediate urge to go and run my tongue through her folds, just to make sure she was sufficiently wet. 
 
      
 
    Her head came up and she took one look at me before letting out a laugh. I took a few more awkward steps, closing the distance, feeling my own, well stuffed pussy slip and slide around the dildo buried deep between my hips.  
 
      
 
    “I've got to give you credit, princess. It's clever to hook the bungees on the inside of the dress.” Julie’s eyes trailed down to where the first of two plastic hooks had been poked through my dress. The one Julie could see was halfway up my belly, and tugged on the knit material grossly, even as the cord rubbed its nylon sheath against my clit. I had been fighting with the stretchy cable, trying to prevent it from pulling my bodice downward, until I realized that all I had to do was put the Clover clamps back on. Stuck through the holes of the knit dress and pinched to the tips of my breasts, the steel clamps held the top in place. The bungee cord in the back was crawling up my ass, but I was doing my best to ignore it. More difficult to disregard was the massive, thick, black dildo hooked to the bungee cords. This was jammed into my sloppy wet hole, mostly in, responding to my movements with disconcerting intensity.  
 
      
 
    I was aroused. 
 
      
 
    “Let me see,” Julie said, shifting her leg casually and blocking my view of her vibrating slit. I glanced around. The parking lot was quiet, as was the store behind me, so I lifted the front hem, flashing my pussy. The bungee cord was jammed through my petals, right down to where it was threaded through the steel ring embedded in the base of the Core Driller dildo.  
 
      
 
    Julie cooed, bending down to look, but then her head popped up with a disappointed frown. “You seem to be missing some hardware,” she observed. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. I knew exactly what she was talking about. I patted my canvas shoulder bag ruefully. “They were…” I paused, considering my words carefully. “Overstimulating.” 
 
      
 
    The expression of disapproval on Julie’s face was disconcerting. “So you took it upon yourself to remove the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, the binder clamps, and the alligator clamp and pendant... without permission?” 
 
      
 
    My eyes snapped up. “I asked permission!” I protested. “Sorta,” I mumbled.  
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. “Yeah? Who? Lucas?” 
 
      
 
    Now my chin came up. “I knew it was a setup!” I declared, gesturing backward at the door. “I knew you had to have clued him in!” 
 
      
 
    “Not me,” replied Julie. “Mike. He shops here on occasion and he's the one that made sure Lucas was amiable to the idea.” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head, “but he's no dominant, and asking him would have been like shooting fish in a barrel.” 
 
      
 
    I looked away. It had sort of been like that. “Oh, do you mind if I take the Thrusting Anal Vibrator out? I've had it in for hours and my butt could use the rest…” Lucas had nodded agreeably, still reeling in an orgasmic stupor. As for the binder and alligator clamps … I may have forgotten to mention those at all. I gave Julie a pained look. 
 
      
 
    “Honestly? I was just worn out,” I admitted.  
 
      
 
    Julie hopped down from the hood of my jeep. She came up to me and a look of sympathy crossed her face. “How many times have you cum today?” She asked. I blinked and then shrugged.  
 
      
 
    “Five?” I guessed. I hadn't exactly been counting. “Six?” 
 
      
 
    Julie sighed. “You do realize that the whole point of this was for you to get right to the point of cumming, and then to be subjected to something that would destroy, or ruin the orgasm for you.” She shook her head. “Instead you edged. Exploded. Did the torment. Did the punishment for cumming, and then went on your merry old way.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn't sure if I was being reprimanded or pitied. Probably both. I gave her a frustrated glance. “So what do you want me to do about it?”  
 
      
 
    Julie sighed and gave me a look. “If I had my way you’d get stripped naked and I'd jam the Thrusting Anal Vibrator back up your ass. On high. The missing alligator clamp and vibrating pendant you’ve failed to attach to your clit would be put back on and then I'd make you sit on the hood of this Jeep, your legs spread wide, so that I could watch as you fucked yourself with that rubber rocketship you call a dildo, until you were so desperate to cum that you didn't mind doing it in public.” 
 
      
 
    “Then what?” I asked in a frightened whisper. She leaned closer. 
 
      
 
    “Then,” she said darkly, “I'd pull out my taser, press it against you pussy, and hurt you.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry. 
 
      
 
    “That’s what ruined is supposed to mean.” Her words were like ice. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say anything. My shoulders sagged. It felt like a lump of lead had formed in my throat and I swallowed it, bracing myself. I looked around. The parking lot was barely a quarter full, and no one was walking around, but I knew that could change at any moment. I licked my lips and then moved past her, setting the canvas bag down on the hood of my jeep. I pulled out the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and set it out. Then I bent over, braced myself against the front end of the jeep, and bent over.  
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” Julie asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I gulped again. My voice was wavery and timid. “Would you please put the Thrusting Anal Vibrator in my bottom?” 
 
      
 
    Julie stepped up to my side. “Yeah? And then what?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Then the binder and alligator clamps,” I said in a monotone, dispirited. I felt her hand on my bottom, her fingers squeezing my flank.  
 
      
 
    “And then?” she purred. 
 
      
 
    “I will masturbate for you,” I whispered, shaking as she began pulling on the Core Driller dildo, stretching the bungee cords, letting it thrust back into me. She was fucking me with it. 
 
      
 
    “Where?” she hissed, pulling the dildo out so far it almost came free of my slit.  
 
      
 
    I gasped. “Here! On the hood!” She let go and the stretched out bungee cords forced the dildo back up into my body, snapping against my clit and ass. I squealed, my hips wagging. Julie grabbed the Core Driller again, drew it almost completely out, and held it there like an arrow, ready to be released. 
 
      
 
    “And then I can ruin your cum? Hurt that little clitty of yours? Make you scream and cry? Right here? Right now?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes!” I sobbed, my pussy gushing, my mind a riot of images; me on the hood, legs spread. “Hurt me! Please mistress?” 
 
      
 
    The dildo sprung upward, spearing me again, opening me, spreading me. I groaned, the sting of the bungee cords snapping against my folds and clit, digging back into the crack of my ass, it all.came together. I suddenly realized I was about to explode, right there, my dress flipped up around my waist, bent over the hood of my jeep, pussy stuffed and dripping.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my God Julie,” I whimpered. “I'm going to cum!” I blurted out. 
 
      
 
    “Turn around!” She ordered. “Now!” 
 
      
 
    I pushed myself off the hood and spun, the climax starting. I could feel it as I jumped off the edge of the cliff, body trembling with orgasmic relief. Julie yanked at my dress and grabbed at my loins, her fingers hooking the bungee cord that held the dildo in me. It stretched, pulling away, the dildo even sliding a bit. But she didn't move her hand down to the Core Driller phallus. As I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head, she pulled the bungee cord further out; four inches. Five. Six. 
 
      
 
    Then she let go. 
 
      
 
    The elastic cord snapped back violently into my crotch and it caught my clitoris directly. I yelped as the pain seared through the pleasure, fire brimming between my legs. I lost the orgasm, plummeting to the ground, my hands jammed between my thighs. My clit felt like it had been torn off.  
 
      
 
    “Now that's how you ruin an orgasm,” Julie said with satisfaction. She grabbed the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and stuck it back in the bag and I realized I was lying on the sidewalk in front of my jeep, clutching my groin. She stood over me, looking down as I shuddered, the energy seeping from me. 
 
      
 
    “You're done now. No more orgasms. Keep the dildo in until you get home, then put your ben wa balls in. Tomorrow you will have a fresh assignment. Something right up your alley.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned, tears in my eyes, and looked up at her. “Yes mistress.” Slowly I got to my feet, swaying. I felt exhausted. My muscles hurt. My sex hurt. And worse, I could feel this lust inside me, ungratified need. But I also didn't feel like I wanted it. My brain was confused. I wrapped my arms around myself, only to realize that Julie was walking away.  
 
      
 
    “Julie?” I called out, confused. 
 
      
 
    She looked back and waved. “Remember. No more orgasms. Okay? Not till tomorrow.”  
 
      
 
    I nodded, lips pressed tightly together. Not till tomorrow. My face fell and I grabbed the bag off the hood of the jeep and shuffled around to the door. Julie took off, her little read coupe purring, and I wondered if she'd turned off the vibroballs stuffed in her slit. It’s not safe to drive with those things on. I climbed into the jeep, feeling a sense of relief as I was suddenly shielded from view. I sighed, slumping in the seat. Between my legs the massive dildo dug into me, but I didn’t feel like I wanted to pump it, or take it out. It was a weird sensation. I turned on the ignition so I could start the air conditioning.   
 
      
 
    And that was that.  
 
      
 
    Fucking ruined edges. 
 
      
 
    Breanne, as soon as possible in the morning, remove the toy of the day and do not replace it with anything. That will come later. Please wear the knit dress you and I were discussing, with nothing underneath, of course, and your five inch heels. Put all your clamps, vibrators, dildos, anal toys and whips and paddles in your bag and drive into town. You will be stopping at five different locations where you will edge, endure a torment, and if necessary, be punished. 
 
      
 
    The first location will be your local library. Inside you will edge yourself, followed by a healthy coating of Stinging O or “On4Her” cream on your pussy, bottom and nipples. If you orgasm however, you are required to find a willing audience and edge again. Reward them with a blowjob or oral sex. 
 
      
 
    Your second location will be an office building lobby, where you will again edge. For your official torment, you will find a private spot and insert the Thrusting Anal Vibe into your bottom. Turn it to its highest settings. Should you orgasm, your punishment is to place the jumbo alligator clamp on your clit. It will remain on for the remainder of the day. 
 
      
 
    You will then proceed to a restaurant of your choice, where you will edge a third time. Upon completing the third edge your torment is to attach your vibrating pendant to your clit, or if you were foolish enough to cum earlier, hang it from the jumbo alligator clamp. Turn the pendant to low. The punishment for cumming at the restaurant, is attach a pair of clover clamps to your nipples - with the chain hanging outside of your dress. 
 
      
 
    Your fourth edge will be in a hotel lobby. Afterword place two binder clips on each of your labia. The punishment for cumming is to find someone willing to deliver twenty spanks to your ass. Reward them with a blowjob or oral sex. 
 
      
 
    Your fifth edge should take place in a hobby shop. Once you have come close to orgasm, your assigned torment is to insert your Core Driller Dildo, and using bungee cords attached to your dress. Hook it into place. The punishment for cumming is to find an audience and edge again. When you are finished, reward them with a blow job or oral sex. 
 
      
 
    When you complete all of the above you are finished with the assignment. 
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    Breanne Erickson is the author of the BDSM confessional erotica series “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” With over twenty novel-length works, Breanne is best known as the “goddess of dark erotica,” a moniker bestowed upon her by Afterdark Online. Her witty repartee, honest narratives, and self-deprecating humor makes each “tale” seem like an entry into her personal diary - the long, thick, and hard “ins and outs” of a girl who can’t ever seem to get enough when it comes to deviant sex. A prolific blogger on Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog , Breanne continues to charm both sexes, serving as the prime example of what a Nympho Humiliation Pain slut can be when she puts her heart, soul, and sex into achieving her goals. 
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    Bre accepts “assignments” from readers and a bevy of “online doms,” sexual tasks that focus on erotic humiliation, sadism and masochism, along with intense, powerful orgasms. She completes them and then writes about her experiences, forming the foundation for her “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” series.   
 
      
 
    Bre is a single mother, plays piano, enjoys reading science-fiction and fantasy novels, loves to cook, and can shoot guns, ride horses, and fix your tractor, just in case.  
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    If you are interested in how Breanne found this path, we highly recommend her novel, “Coming of Age: A BDSM Romance. For the complete collection of Breanne’s blog posts, all of them are available in e-book format from Amazon.com, or for more recent “tales,” try Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog. In addition Breanne has written a number of short stories, available in various places around the internet and on her website: Michael Alexander Stories.  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Breanne Erickson

Talesof a
Nytiphe
Hutiiliatiers
Pairi Slut






images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg
A BDSM ROMANCE






images/00003.jpeg





