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    I generally don’t like forwards. They’re boring and delay the reader from getting to the story. But in this case, I think I need to explain this book. If you haven’t read my stuff before (which would be odd considering this is Volume 2, but whatever…) please understand that this is sort of a diary, or a confessional. These are my innermost thoughts and considering I have some unsavory habits, serious emotional vacillations, and a disturbing addiction to orgasm, be prepared for some extreme sexual escapades. 
 
    This is ALSO a revision. I wrote this book in 2010 and a little bit in 2011. I am a way better writer today, so I’ve been going back and editing. And by editing, I mean I deleted a couple of tales that were boring, repetitive, and just plain awful. I “fixed” grammatical and spelling errors. And more importantly, I took some of the original tales and changed them to make them better stories. Did everything happen the way I described? Hell if I know. It was a decade ago. My memories are all squashed and I’ve got no idea if what Julie did to me on such and such date was accurate. But I know that at some point Julie DID do that thing to me.  
 
    So, enjoy the book. It’s meant to be erotica. Dark erotica. BDSM erotica. It’s all consensual, even if it’s sometimes a little extreme. But then… that’s me. Always a little over the top.  
 
    And if you read the first edition once and you’re like… wait. I don’t remember that being in there… just accept it. Enjoy it.  
 
    I know did. 
 
    -          Bre 
 
  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rules 
 
      
 
    
    	 A NHPS should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock. If cock is not available, the NHPS should stuff herself with whatever objects/toys are available in order to keep herself sexually aroused and ready. 
 
    	 A NHPS must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture at anytime, for anyone, for any reason. 
 
    	 A NHPS is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits. 
 
    	 A NHPS should always dress provocatively so that she can be recognized as a slut yet dress according to the requirements of her masters and mistresses. 
 
    	 A NHPS must maintain her physical appearance (fit, shaved, and flexible) in order to be tied or used in whatever position her betters require. 
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   Harlotry 08/12/2010 
 
      
 
    Breanne: The night before you do this assignment you will take your padlock key and attach it to both ends of a four-foot-long piece of string. Place it in a small paper cup full of water. You will freeze it overnight. The next day you will dress in a skirt and a tee shirt, no bra or panties. You will take your vibroballs, your butterfly stimulator, your Japanese Clover nipple clamps, your wrist cuffs, padlock, and frozen key (in a cooler) and select a location where you are within twenty feet of a road by a telephone pole. Once you have arrived, you will remove your shirt. You will insert the vibroballs into your pussy and then attach the clitoral stimulator in its appropriate spot. Put the controller for the vibroballs into the pocket or waistband of your skirt. Put on your wrist cuffs. Hang, but do not lock, the padlock on your cuffs. Remove the key from the cooler and hang it on your neck with the key in the small of your back. Take clover clamps, attach one clamp to your nipple and run the chain around the telephone pole. Clamp the other nipple. Now turn the vibroballs and stimulator to maximum. Put your hands behind your back and close the padlock. - Master Brandon 
 
      
 
    The house was dark when I dropped the key into the paper cup, water splashing ever so slightly. I stood in the kitchen, barefoot and dressed in pajamas, my tongue sticking out just a bit from between my lips, as I lifted the water-filled cup and carried it to the freezer. The white string that dangled out was coiled up between my fingers and I set the entire contraption into the ice box. I managed to do it without spilling, which I though frankly impressive. Slowly, I shut the door, knowing that as I did, I was setting things in motion. There was finality in freezing that key, a sort of acceptance of the impossible, of the improbable, and the wholly stupid. I turned and padded back into the living room, heading for the stairs, but there was one thing I knew. I was wet with need and getting worse. 
 
     The next morning, I headed out of the house with my cooler and the old canvas bag slung over my shoulder. It was full of a variety of items, some specified by Master Brandon and more than a few I’d chucked in just because. Everything was in there, at least, most of it. The vibroballs Master Brandon had included in his little assignment weren’t in the bag because of Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number One. Per that little tidbit of NHPS truth, I’d been keeping various sex toys somewhere a little more personal. As I walked out of the house, I could feel the incessant rolling of the two, golf ball sized spheres slipping around inside my pussy, even if the motors weren’t on. 
 
    Still, they were a distraction and having them in while I drove down one of the many gravel-lined, country roads left me dripping and wondering when I’d have an opportunity to cum. I’d opted for a location almost twenty miles south of my hometown, not because I was anti-social, but mostly because the last thing I wanted was to be seen doing something so… sexual. Or stupid. Maybe a little of both. But I had to accept the fact that Master Brandon wanted me to be seen. He knew that for me, the act of being humiliated, of being embarrassed in front of others, was a turn on that supercharged orgasms. 
 
    I was dressed conservatively when I left the house. My normal attire of boots, tube socks, jeans, panties, tee shirt, and bra, made for a pretty picture. In fact, even with the scarlet locks that cascaded down around my shoulders, I was the quintessential model of the classic cowgirl, complete with bowlegs and freckles. Of course, the question every man asks about a true south Texas cowgirl, is what color are her panties?  
 
    Mine? Pink, and since I was stuffed with my vibroballs, a rather wet looking, dark pink. I piled into my truck and after making a quick phone call, I headed south. There were butterflies in my stomach, and a very intense longing between my legs.  
 
    I drove south, down the small country road, kicking up loads of dust in the high heat. I knew exactly where I was going: a gravel road separating two fields of soybeans, with a string of telephone poles just between the barbed wire fence and the road. The sun was halfway up when I got out of the truck and the wind blew my hair away from my face. I could hear the clicking of the grasshoppers, but nothing else. Silence. Which was what I wanted. I stood there, looking up and down the seemingly abandoned road. Not a single car in sight. So, I went to the front of my truck and did the unthinkable. 
 
    I got undressed.  
 
    It had been a while since I’d stripped like this. It brought back some memories, some pleasant, some humiliating, all of them intense. I faced the grill and tugged my cotton tee shirt free of my jeans, pulling it up over my head. A white, rather utilitarian bra appeared, encasing two decent sizes boobs and a whole lot of creamy white skin, speckled with freckles. I folded the shirt, kicked off my boots, then peeled my painted toes out of the white tube socks. I looked over my shoulder again. No dust plumes. No movement. So, I unbuttoned my jeans and with an intriguing hip wiggle, pushed the blue denim down over my pink, panty-clad ass.  
 
    I folded my pants and laid them on the truck next to my shirt. My bra came next and as usual, I felt a momentary freedom, a release that wasn’t just physical. The soft breeze caressed my skin and I threw my head back and held my arms out, just enjoying the feel of being naked, of feeling the sun on practically every part of me. Which is when I felt my skin starting to burn. 
 
    Fucking nature.  
 
    I rolled my eyes and danced back to the cab of the truck, grabbed my bag, and hauled it back to the front. I must have looked ridiculous, hopping around barefoot in the gravel, wearing nothing but a pair of pink panties. I pulled out the sunscreen, pour an insane amount on my hand, and began smearing it all over my chest. 
 
    In hindsight, I realize that it would have been an incredibly erotic scene. My skin took on a lustrous shine, my breasts glistened. I put sunscreen on my shoulders, reaching down as far as I could, trying to smear the stuff on every piece of exposed skin, even pushing my hands down into the waist band of my panties. Hell, out of worry, I even did my ass, which was covered by the thin cotton. I lifted each dusty foot and went right down to the tips of my toes, remembering the last time I’d been naked outside.  
 
    And when I was finished, I realized that I was quite aroused. I ran a hand down my front and my nipples tightened and it reminded me that I was there for a reason. A dark and disturbing reason.  
 
    Another glance both up and down the road reassured me that I was on my own and I felt comfortable. I opened my bag and got out a few of the necessary items I would need. The first of course, was my skirt. It was too short to be worn out of the house, or at least not without getting a lecture from my mother, so I kept it out of her sight. I slipped this on over my panties, and then lifted the denim hem to shuck my panties down. The wire to the vibroballs was a problem for only a moment, when it fell out of the waistband of my underwear, but I lifted it up and tucked it into the skirt’s pocket, the wire running out from under the hem, up to the controller. I grabbed up my clothes and boots and tossed them into the truck. I didn’t want them fading in the sunlight.  
 
    Next came the bondage cuffs. Once again, I had eschewed the heavy leather ones and opted for the very first set that Kari had every bought me. They were Velcro, with foam innards, and a quick, hard, concerted pull would separate the clip that bound them together. Call it a safety feature. I slipped them on and as usual, the sense of those cuffs being wrapped around my wrists made me quiver. Next, I grabbed the butterfly stimulator and stepped into it, pulling it up under the skirt, gulping as I felt it settle right over my clitoris.  
 
    The padlock and clamps were still in the bag and I left them there. The small cooler was in the truck, so I retrieved that, snagged my canvas bag, and then gingerly, carefully, walked over to the nearest telephone pole, which was about fifteen feet from the road. Weeds, sharp grasses, and more than few vicious looking plants, with spikes and nettles, threatened me, but I managed to navigate my way over. There were only a few feet between the pole and the barbed wire fence, but it was enough. I set my bag and cooler down in the grass, checked the road one more time, and then set my jaw. 
 
    Assignment time. 
 
    I pulled the padlock out of the bag and hung it on my right wrist but didn’t close the hasp. That was important. Next, I pulled the frozen cup of water, with the string and key embedded in it, and held it up. The string was tied in a loop, perfectly measured so that when worn, the cup would rest in the small of my back. I placed it over my head and then gasped when the cold ice touched my spine. I jerked, thrusting my hips forward, and my pussy really liked that. A lot. 
 
    “Dumb fuckslut,” I muttered to myself, grimacing. I felt a trickle of water and realized that in the heat, the ice was already melting. The paper cup would probably fall off soon and I imagined it would only be twenty or thirty minutes before the key was free.  
 
    I reached down and took hold of the vibroballs remote. It was basically a battery pack and there was a single dial on it. I spun it upward, gasping as my pussy tightened in response to the sudden earthquake between my legs. Tremors spun out from my loin, up to my breasts and I almost looked forward to putting on the clover clamps. I hauled the heavy steel chain up from the bag, attached one clamp to my right nipple, and then faced the telephone pole. With both hands, I wrapped the chain around the post, connected the other clamp to my left tit, and found myself literally bound in place.  
 
    Pulling away from the pole would of course cause the clamps to tighten and tug hard on my breasts. But my hands were still free. I put them behind my back, found the padlock still dangling from my right wrist, and before I chickened out, I clipped the cuffs together, locking them in place.  
 
    A trickle of cold water slid down the crack of my ass. 
 
    The first few minutes were intense. The ice which constantly seemed to touch the small of my back and my hands was freezing cold and dripping, all while the sun was baking the rest of me. My nipples throbbed hotly, both from the crushing pressure of the clamps, and the sun. I groaned as my hips jerked and wiggled, both from the incessant and intense vibrations in my pussy, and from the fact that every time the ice bounced against my spine, I gasped and flinched. Even the bottoms of my feet ached and it was hard to find a soft spot to stand. Water dripped down behind me. I was roasting. 
 
    As the minutes passed, the intensity of my suffering became more acute. My breasts burned, hurting as I kept pulling back away from the pole. The small of my back ached from the cold and the dichotomy of cold and hot on my bottom made my muscles contract and release in spasms. My arms ached from being pulled behind me, and I realized may have seriously underestimated the amount of time it was taking for the cup of ice to melt.  
 
    The paper cup fell away after maybe twenty minutes, and I felt like I’d reached some sort of milestone. Surely the key would release soon. I jerked forward again, pressing the clitoral vibrator hard against my pussy and I the resultant surge of pleasure made me gasp. A moment later I was humping the pole, giving into the arousal, the need, and quivering with both pleasure and pain. The pressure inside me built, the vibrations against my clit and inside my sex combining with the bondage, the cold, the bitter, crushing bite at the tips of my breasts. I could see the metaphorical cliffs of orgasm, a stark, dangerous edge and I knew I was going to throw myself headlong into the abyss, reveling in the coming explosion.  
 
    And then something caught my eye. A dust plume. 
 
    I froze. A rush of panic flashed through my veins. My fingers scrambled for the key, but it was still incased in ice. I yanked hard, but the cuffs wouldn’t give and with my brain set to “flee” instead of “think” I forgot that what I needed to do was tug free the Velcro straps. I could have done that. I should have done that. 
 
    In hindsight, I can only imagine what they saw. A Ford F-150 super cab parked along the side of the road in a weird spot. They slow down. No one in the truck. But there, about fifteen yards further down the road they see movement. They slow even more. They blink, taking another look. They aren’t sure, but it looks like a half naked girl, secured to a telephone pole with a chain, bouncing and shaking in some sort of strange dance as if she’s been covered with ants. She glistens with perspiration and they brake, wondering what the hell is going on. She must be hot, bound out there in the direct sunlight and ninety-eight-degree temperatures. This can’t be right. They stop their truck.  
 
    When the blue truck stopped, I thought it was Becca. Honestly. I know she doesn’t drive one, but maybe she’d asked a friend for a ride. Perspiration had trickled down my forehead into my eyes and it was very tough to see. I was roasting. Thank God I wasn’t burning, but I could feel the heat cooking me. I had been there almost a full forty minutes and it felt like hours. There weren’t any ants, but I was bucking and shaking as my clit took the full force vibrations from the butterfly stimulator, complicated by the fact that I was thrusting it against the pole.  
 
    I heard a door slam, and then another one and in a flash, I realized it wasn’t Becca. Two different voices penetrated through my daze. I blinked sweat out of my eyes and even tried to rub my face against my shoulder, but it didn’t really help much. I heard footsteps in the crunch of gravel and then there were two people standing in front of me.  
 
    “What the hell?” a woman’s voice said. I squinted slightly in the bright sunlight and made out a rather short and rotund woman, around fifty years old wearing a stain spotted tee shirt and khaki pants.  
 
    “I’m not sure, Linda, but I think she did this to herself. Look! There’s a key in this ice around her neck,” another voice said from behind me. It was a man’s voice and I felt a touch as he lifted the partially melted ice medallion up slightly.  
 
    “Did you do this to yourself?” Linda asked, her voice taking on a seriously disapproving tone. I nodded.  
 
    “Please. I’m all right. Just please leave me alone,” I begged. I suddenly remembered the Velcro and I started pushing my fingers under the straps around my wrists. But my fingers were wet and kept slipping. 
 
    The man shook his head, coming back around to where I could see him. His lank brown hair was shot with gray and he had a beard to match. “I just don’t understand why you’d do something like this. It’s not right in the eyes of God.”  
 
    Uh oh. I blinked. And remember, my pussy was still being vibrated. I was quivering. Suddenly the two of them started spouting bible verses while I continued to experience direct and intense stimulation to my very delicate parts. I was still jerking around, only half listening to what the two of them were saying, trying to get my wrists free, when suddenly the woman, Linda, reached out and grabbed my skirt, yanking it down. I yelped.  
 
    “What the hell is that?” one of them asked. I’m not sure which one. I was a little busy.  
 
    My voice trembled. “It’s a vibrator.” Linda grabbed hold of the fallen remote and picked it up. I could feel the tension on the wire that led into my pussy. “And this?” she asked. 
 
    “That controls the vibroballs,” I gasped, so close to cumming that I was gritting my teeth. My hips were pushing forward and I was literally humping the telephone pole, pushing the butterfly stimulator against my clit with as much pressure as I could manage. 
 
    “John, I think this is Ezekiel 23:29,” Linda said. I hate people who just sit there and memorize bible verses. What the hell was Ezekiel 23:29? 
 
    John nodded, stepped out of view for a moment and then came back after about thirty seconds. My exertions were pulling on my breasts and my nipples ached even as my clit throbbed, swollen under the butterfly. I saw him hand something long and thin to Linda and then suddenly my ass exploded in pain. 
 
    He whipped me! With some sort of weed that he just yanked out of the ground! It stung like the dickens and I yelled, thrusting forward, and mashing my clit even harder than I had before. Even as the man was pulling back for his next swing, Linda hit me in the same spot, just across both butt cheeks. 
 
    I think I made it through about ten or fifteen strokes (I lost count rather quickly) before I exploded, crying out in orgasmic release and ecstasy. I think it shocked them because they only hit me two or three more times each before saying some rather derogatory things to me about being a whore and a temptress and having the devil in my heart or some such crap. I laughed. If there was devil, he wouldn’t be in my heart, he’d be fucking me in the ass. 
 
    Then Linda bent down grabbed my skirt and yanked. I had to let her take it, just to keep from falling. Then John lifted the string off my head. I resisted of course. But they managed to get it. Thieves. Don’t they know that one of the Ten Commandments is “Thou shall not steal”? More bible verses and the mention of the one I didn’t know… that Ezekiel 23:29.  
 
    I watched them get back in their truck. Bastards. That bra was like twenty bucks. My nipples were seriously hurting now thanks to all my pulling. But worse, the vibroballs and clitoral vibrator were still going. On high. I struggled with the cuffs as Linda and John drove off and I played Houdini’s game. Except not very well.  
 
    The next five minutes was the longest in my life. I was stark naked, literally chained to a telephone pole by my nipples, with my hands cuffed and locked behind my back, a butterfly stimulator and a pair of vibroballs buzzing away at my pussy at full power, and a stinging rear end that hurt even more as my perspiration slowly trickled down. I closed my eyes and let the sensations overwhelm me. Breathe Bre. The cuffs. Tear them off.  
 
    I slid my fingers into the straps. With the key and ice gone, they’d dried a bit more and this time, this time I heard the crackling as the Velcro gave way. I screamed in triumph as my wrist came free, just as another plume of dust appeared. I jerked, but that sent a surge of agony through my breasts as the clover clamps tugged hard on my nipples. My trembling hand came up as the roar of an engine filled my ears. They were coming back. I knew it. They were coming back to send me to hell. I freed my left breast, stumbling backward.  
 
    “Breanne! Are you okay?” I heard Becca call out. A brown-haired girl wearing sandals and a pretty summer dress, hurried up as I fumbled with the controller, turning off the vibroballs. I switched off the clitoral vibe and let out a choked sob. She grabbed my hand and unlocked the padlock which dangled from my right wrist, the left side cuff hanging loose. She had the spare key. 
 
    For a moment I just stood there, and then she wrapped an arm around me. “Come on, let’s get you out of the sun.” She guided me to the road and over to my truck. I leaned against it and she came back from the cab with my panties, jeans, and shirt. I quickly put them on. I didn’t even bother to remove the sex toys.  
 
    “Your ass looks like you sat on a grill,” she suddenly remarked. “What happened?” 
 
    I turned and looked at her. “I got whipped.” 
 
    “What? By whom?” 
 
    I recounted the visit and Becca’s eyes widened. “You can’t be serious!” She exclaimed. “I can’t believe they whipped you like that!” 
 
    “Supposedly I’m devil spawn or something like that,” I said as I reached down and turned off the butterfly and vibroballs. “Bastards took my skirt too.” 
 
    Becca got my boots and socks and helped me put them on. She looked at me with a longing smile. 
 
    “I don’t understand why you do these assignments,” she said with a sigh.  
 
    “I’m just glad that you came along. If I hadn’t been able to get out of the cuffs,” I said, imagining the worst.  
 
    “Hey,” she said softly. “I’m here for you. You know that.” Then she leaned in and kissed me. 
 
    It was a passionate kiss and a moment later, I felt a tremor in my loins. I gasped as I turned into her embrace, her breasts pressing up against mine, her hand down by my side.  
 
    Which is when I realized that she’d turned the vibroballs back on. 
 
    I pulled my mouth away from hers and gave her a dirty look. She laughed. 
 
    “My place?” She asked breathlessly.  
 
    “Your place,” I agreed. “But I’m not driving all the way there with the vibroballs on.” I grabbed the controller and turned them off.  
 
    Becca shrugged and headed back to her car. “I know you, Breanne Erickson. You’ll be soaked by the time we get to the apartment. And then? Then I’ll make you do some naughty things!”  
 
    The two of us caravanned back to her place. She took me into her apartment where we showered together. She put lotion on my rear. And then… then we made sweet quiet love.  
 
    That afternoon, when I got home, something was nagging at me. I went into the den and picked up the family Bible. Ezekiel 23:29.  
 
      
 
    'They will deal with you in hatred, take all your property, and leave you naked and bare. And the nakedness of your harlotries will be uncovered, both your lewdness and your harlotries.” Ezekiel 23:29 
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   Lollipops 08/14/10  
 
      
 
    It was Saturday afternoon and I was complaining. In general, I'm not really a complainer, I’m more of a whiner, but I'd been continuously stuffed with a variety of sexual intense, vibrating, thick, or uncomfortable sex toys for two weeks, twenty-four hours a day, and frankly, my poor little pussy was getting a little worn out. Sure, the ben wa balls weren't vibrating, but every step I made had them swirling within my slit, keeping me wet. The vibroballs? Same thing, except those damn things were vibrating. The Husky Dildo? Thich and deep and all nine inches of it would be buried in my sex, held in by a pair of panties. The six-inch-g spot vibrator? Do I even need to explain? All in all, I was constantly wet, constantly stuffed, and constantly ready for fucking.  
 
    And, at least on that Saturday, I was also a little emotional, which is never a good thing for a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. 
 
    “It’s too much!” I complained bitterly, looking at the camera on my computer. Master Mark’s face was on the screen and he smiled in a relaxed manner. “I’m going crazy. I want sex all the time. I have to change my panties three times a day! I can’t walk straight anymore. Every step makes my hips sway back and forth like I’m fucking my way down the hall!” The litany went on. Master Mark sat there, listening politely.  
 
    I liked Master Mark. He's relaxed, a little soft spoken, very polite, and caring. Out of all the various online doms and dominatrixes that I converse with, Master Mark was the only one who really took the time to consider what I'd been going through while following NHPS Rule #1. The rule itself is simple: "A NHPS should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock. If cock is not available, the NHPS should stuff herself with whatever objects/toys are available in order to keep herself sexually aroused and ready."  
 
    For me, it has been the toughest rule to abide by, because it always affects me. At first, I thought I could get away with just wearing the ben wa balls. But Kari had shot that plan down. “You’ll get too used to them. Switch out every day with something different,” she said diabolically. So, I alternate. Ben wa balls, then the husky dildo, then the vibroballs, then the six-inch-g spot vibrator, then back to the husky dildo. I guess I need to make a trip to the toy store just to find some different things to stuff up inside myself.  
 
    But getting back to Saturday, I was more than a little tired and wasn't really all that happy with the fact that I had two elliptical egg-shaped bullets buried in my pussy. The stupid things weren’t even on and I was dripping wet. Master Mark was very understanding. 
 
    “I think the problem is that you haven’t exploded,” he said seriously. 
 
    I blinked. “I know I haven’t,” I said harshly. “I keep getting told not to!” 
 
    He shook his head. “No Bre. Look, you are a girl who needs orgasm. Lots of it. Unless you’ve been forbidden to cum as part of an assignment, you should feel free to masturbate multiple times a day. No one will gainsay you that.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked, shifting my hips. My hand was already going down toward my crotch. 
 
    He nodded. “Really. I know that even without the sex toys you were voracious. Didn’t you think about your mental and physical state when forced to endure constant sexual stimulation?” He shook his head. “I did. You must be going banana crackers.” 
 
    Banana crackers.  
 
    I swallowed. “I am. Want to watch?” I asked with a grin. 
 
    Master Mark laughed and shook his head. “Actually, as much as that appeals to me, I have an assignment for you.” 
 
    I stared at him, a feeling of frustration blossoming in my head. “An assignment.” 
 
    He nodded. “And you’ll love it.” 
 
      
 
    "Remove the vibro-balls from their little love nest. Take a mini-skirt, halter top, and flip flops, and no panties or bra. Go find a candy store. A REAL candy store. Go inside and purchase several lollipops. One can be regular size, but the other two need to be large and shaped differently. One should be long and wide. After you have the lollipops proceed to any park you would like, find a bench, spread your legs as wide as possible, and get out your first lollipop, the smallest one. Taste it. Lick it. Suck on it. Then fuck yourself with it for five thrusts. Then it goes back in your mouth for not longer than a minute. Then it needs to go back into your pussy. Follow this process until the lollipop is gone. Then do it again with the other two lollipops. Do not stop eating/fucking the lollipops, even if observed, unless you feel that doing so will endanger you or involve law enforcement. Cumming is allowed." 
 
      
 
    “Just remember, when you’re done with the lollipops, you have to have something ready to right back into your pussy,” he reminded me. “I think the vibroballs would be excellent, and if you aren’t driving, turn them on.” 
 
    I quivered. And in the right spots. To be honest, I was more than ready to get the vibro-balls out, and even better, drive somewhere and walk somewhere without enduring the constant stimulation that keeps me wet but doesn't make me cum. So, after giving Master Mark a good look while removing my vibroballs, I cleaned them, put them in my bag, and slipped my short, denim mini skirt and halter top in as well. After turning off the computer, I climbed into a pair of old jeans, tugged on my boots, pulled on a tee shirt, and headed downstairs, casually telling my parents that I was going out on an errand. A minute later I was out in the sweltering heat of South Texas’ summer, jumped in my truck, and cranked the air conditioning to maximum. It was 97 or so degrees out... sweltering... and I drove to the south side of the farm and pulled over on the side of the road.  
 
    It's a country road, with little to no traffic, which makes it a perfect, highly public, yet generally private place to strip. Following the process Mistress Ellen laid down months ago, I went to the front of the truck, removed my boots, socks, tee shirt, and jeans, until I stood there in just my panties. For a moment I raised my arms and just felt the sun on my skin, the breeze blowing my hair back, and breathed. There is something wonderful about being naked outside.  
 
    But then I got worried again. Someone would drive up and see me. So, I quickly shoved my panties down. They were wet. Soaked, and I rolled my eyes, chucking them on the hood of the truck as I folded everything else up. It took a minute or two and when I was done, I grabbed the mini skirt first and stepped into it, hauling it up over my bare butt. Next came the blue spaghetti strap halter top, which I pulled down over my head, shaking my red locks out afterward. It covered my breasts and that was just about it, leaving a full swath of bare midriff and a deep, enticing cleavage. I slipped my burning feet into my flip flops and casually turned around. For the first time in over two weeks, I was empty. Legitimately empty. 
 
    “YES!” I screamed into the air, pumping my fist. I let out a sigh of satisfaction and then headed back to the driver’s side door. I caught my reflection in the glass. I admit, I looked slutty, but in a decent, college co-ed sort of way. Everything went back into my bag and I chucked it into the cab before jumping in myself.  
 
    I went to the mall and no one stared at me. Oh My God. This was like the first time I've been to the mall by myself while not stuffed, half naked, preparing to be stripped naked, or some such. It was incredible. Okay, sure... I was still dressed like a college co-ed looking for a party to get laid at, but that's getting more and more common these days. I was one of a zillion girls, rather than one being singled out due to some serious sexual tomfoolery. I made my way to the candy store. Not the chocolate one, but the real candy store.  
 
    Lollipops galore. Did you know there are like a billion different kinds of lollipops? I didn't. I'm not a huge lollipop fan. When I was twelve, I liked them, but they really haven't appealed to me in years. Give me a tazo chai latte any day instead. But despite all the choices available, I was able to do my shopping relatively quick. When I was done, I had a classic large cherry Dum Dum, a standard blue lollipop shaped like Mickey Mouse's head, and lastly a nice seven-inch-long cream lollipop, spiraled around a stick. 
 
    The looks I got from the salesclerk were dark. I smiled, making it clear that it was exactly what he was thinking.  
 
    Since it was around three o'clock, I knew that most of the parks around town would be deserted, even on a Saturday, just because of the heat. I headed toward my favorite, the one with the Gazebo, and decided that I would head back to my favorite bench. It’s shaded, and I've sat there before for the occasional sexual fuck fest. I would be able to see oncoming pedestrians and cyclists long before they would be able to see me. And with that plan firmly in my head, I drove north, crossing I-10 and pointing the front of my truck down various neighborhood roads until I was able to park in the small lot. I climbed out of the truck with my goody bag and still empty, still wearing my outfit, I walked out into the heat, heading toward my bench.  
 
    Getting into the shade was my top priority, but once I got there, I sat my ass down on the green painted seat and set the bag next to me. I looked around. Not a soul in sight. I leaned back with a grin, settled delicately as I relaxed, and then spread my legs wide apart.  
 
    When I was a little girl, my mother taught me that a lady keeps her knees together. But I’m no lady. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, and every skirt I own is cut a little on the short side. Make no mistake. I have never, not once, bought myself a skirt. Every single one came from Kari, and she prefers me to wear the kind that barely cover the goods even when taking small, short steps, and conscientiously never bending down. Spreading your legs wide apart? Forget it. The denim rolled right up to the tops of my thighs, showing off my creamy white thighs, my soft, pink petals, and the glistening wetness of a slut in need. 
 
    I reached down, just a little surprised. I was wet. Still. I dipped a finger into my gash. I hadn’t had anything in me for over an hour. Why was I soaked? I felt a shiver as my nail found my clit and I pulled my hand away, taking a quick lick. Mmmmm. I got out my first lollipop, the Dum Dum, ripped off the wrapper, and stuck the golf ball sized sucker into my mouth. Mmmm.... cherry. I like cherry. It was better than I remembered them being. I sucked on it, licked it a few times, and then pulled it out. With my pussy exposed and ready, I brought the lollipop down and ran it along my petals. Instantly some of the red came off, coating my folds. I tapped the lollipop a few times against my clit, then began sliding it up and down my petals again until I was able to force the bulb into my hole.  
 
    I closed my eyes as I gave myself the prerequisite five thrusts in and out, my pussy clenching as the sticky, wet sphere on a stick went into my sex, but I felt rather cheated. Did it feel good? Yes. But it wasn’t this overwhelming sexual event. Evidently all those videos of girls fucking lollipops are for guys, because frankly that little Dum Dum didn't do diddly for my libido. It felt nice, but it didn't turn me into a raging storm of sexual lust either. After fiddling around between my legs, I pulled it out, noticing how gooey and rather musky the cherry flavor had become. I popped it into my mouth, sucking the juices off the thing, tasting Breanne mixed with cherry. It wasn't bad either. Maybe not good enough for a new ice cream flavor, but for a sexual escapade? Sure.  
 
    I rolled it around a minute, sucking like mad and then pushed the lollipop back into my pussy. Long story short? It took about ten minutes to wipe out that little Dum Dum. Mmmmmm... tasty. Eventually it broke off the stick. In my mouth, so don't worry. And I finished it off while enjoying the stretched feeling in my thighs and getting out the next lollipop.  
 
    The mouse pop was made of basically the same sort of hard candy the Dum Dum was made of, but this time it didn't fit in my mouth. Evidently, you're supposed to eat the ears first, then suck on the head. I opted to lick the whole thing, sucking on both ears, and then discovered that I could wiggle the entire thing into my pussy. The width was dramatically better than the DumDum pop and the awkward shape made for some memorable sensations. I sat there, the arches of my feet bent as I pressed down with just my toes, legs spread obscenely wide, as I literally fucked myself into a state. Way more than five thrusts followed and it was only after I heard a noise that startled me, forcing me to look around (it was just a bird), that I remembered I was supposed to be sucking the lollipop, as well as fucking it.  A 
 
    At the time it never even occurred to me that I was breaking the specifics of the assignment with all my furious, fast paced lollipop masturbation. All I knew was that it felt good and different and rather fun. I did notice however that my labia were turning blue. I guess I should have stayed with cherry flavor.  
 
    Then one of the ears broke off in my pussy. Not good. And very awkward. From a health perspective, you really don’t want bits of food breaking off inside you. How do you get them out? Granted, the lollipop was going to melt. But I was so worried about the sharp edges, I jammed the rest of the lollipop into my mouth while my mouth while my fingers went digging. It was sticky and sweet and wet, and I couldn't get a handle on the little piece. Finally, I gave up, letting it slowly dissolve inside me while I sucked on the remnants. The other ear broke off in my mouth and I sucked it into oblivion. I didn’t put the last bit back into my pussy until it too was almost gone because I was waiting for the other ear to dissolve. When I couldn’t feel it anymore, I gingerly stuck the last bits of blue lollipop into my hole and realized that my pussy was just as good at “eating” lollipops as my mouth! It took only two more in and outs to finish off the second pop.  
 
    And that left the last one. I admit I was a little concerned about the massive, thick, long candy treat. It was seven inches long and about two inches thick and I’d chosen it specifically because it was rather cock-like. I guess training girls to suck dick at an early age is okay now. I unwrapped it, took a tentative lick, liked the cream flavor, and then deep throated it. Once it was nicely lubed, I brought it down to my pussy, ran the tapered tip along my slit, and then pushed it in. I moaned softly, closing my eyes. It even FELT cock-like. Oh sure, it was hard and the spiral ridges felt… different. But had I KNOWN about these at twelve… well let’s just say that my hairbrush handle would have been spared a great deal of washing. Can you imagine coming across me at the park? I sat there, pumping and licking, sucking and fucking, eyes closed in sexual nirvana. At least, for a while. 
 
    My eyes popped open when I heard machinery, just in time to see a bicycle zip past me. I’m afraid that I reacted just a bit unconsciously, yanking the lollipop out from between my legs. I heard the bike’s brakes hiss and saw the rider looking back at me. I ignored him and sucked on the lollipop. He didn’t stop, but after a long look backward he shook his head and pedaled off. 
 
    Had he gotten a look? What kind of moron goes bike riding at 3:30pm in the middle of a Texas summer? Granted, he had on one of those water filled backpacks and he was dressed properly – all spandex – which looked good on his frame, but afternoon cycling? Very strange.  
 
    I admit another question struck me after my less than generous thoughts about the cyclist. What kind of moron masturbates on a bench at 3:30pm in the middle of a Texas Summer? Granted, I was in the shade, but I only brought lollipops, which in retrospect wasn’t the smartest thing ever. Maybe a water bottle would have been a good move too.  
 
    I looked down the path. The cyclist had disappeared from view and I popped the lollipop out of my mouth and moved it back down between my legs, which I spread back to their knees apart, unladylike position. With an electric thrill, my pussy quivered as I ran the tip along my slightly blue stained petals. The lollipop dildo went in smoothly and deeply, eliciting a small groan of satisfaction from me. I took a great deal of pleasure slowly thrusting it in and out, eyes open this time of course, completing around five or six thrusts before extracting the candy and licking it clean of my sexual goop. Cream and Breanne went a lot better together than blue candy and Breanne. In fact, now that I think about it, I’m still not sure what flavor the blue stuff was. I did some noisy slurping and then put the lollipop back in between my legs. Five thrusts, then enthusiastic sucking. Then five thrusts. I got into the pattern and the lollipop started to dwindle as both holes nibbled away at the hard candy.  
 
    It was frustrating too. The fucking was exactly what I wanted and I longed to just jam the thing deep and pound away. I was actually thinking of doing just that when I spotted movement again. Off in the distance was the cyclist.  
 
    Thomas Park is a big loop, or at least it does kind of circle around. Usually, because it’s so small, most cyclists don’t go around it. They go through it and continue cycling the neighborhood beyond. Going around a loop no more than three quarters of a mile long gets kind of boring unless you’re walking with a companion. I realized quite suddenly that there was only one good reason for a cyclist to repeat the circle.  
 
    And I remembered the other part of Master Mark’s little assignment. “Do not stop eating and fucking the lollipop, even if observed.” Suddenly every muscle in my body tightened and I kept my hand down between my opened legs, gently thrusting the sucker. I leaned back just a tad bit more, looking even more slutty, and I waited.  
 
    This time the cyclist slowed down long before he got to me and I could hear the ticking of bike as he rolled to a stop in front of me. I didn’t bother stopping my wrist and continued to pump as he stared in rapt astonishment. When I was sure I had his complete attention, I pulled the pussy juice coated lollipop out and stuck it in my mouth. Our eyes met as I deepthroated the lollipop. I could see the pulse of his heart in his neck and he watched in amazement. Then I drew the pop out of my mouth with a nice, wet smacking sound, brought it back down to my pussy, and pushed it in with a groan. Then I gave him a smile.  
 
    “Hi,” I said seductively. My voice was low pitched and husky. He was kinda cute. Dark sandy blond hair, in shape, and had a nice bulge in the front of his biking shorts. 
 
    “Hi” he replied. His eyes were locked onto the lollipop as it slid in and out of my pussy. I gave myself the required five thrusts and then drew it out again. I brought it up to my mouth, licked it, sucked on it, and then after a moment, brought it back down to my sugared snatch.  
 
    I admit, I was being a bit dramatic, but I was so aroused, and having an audience was a big turn on. I pumped the lollipop a bit, way more than five thrusts, making a bit of a scene as I worked myself into a moaning froth. Then, just as I was feeling the edge of a real orgasmic wave, I tugged the lollipop out and sucked it clean once again.  
 
    Unlike the Dum Dum, or the mouse shaped pop, this extra-long, extra thick cream pop seemed to be dissolving at a much quicker rate. I noticed that the tip had gone from a taper like end to something a little bit more dangerous and I bit the end off, crunching the candy noisily between my teeth as I licked around the now broken tip. In hindsight, that was probably not very erotic, and might have even had a deleterious effect, but evidently, he was a smart man and stayed right there. When the sharp edges were gone, I pulled my lollipop out and noticed it had gone from seven inches to around five, which was quite a disappointment when I put it back in my pussy. 
 
    My cyclist just sat there enraptured. I guess watching girls masturbate with lollipops isn’t a normal event in most guy’s lives. I can understand that. It’s sticky. It’s messy. It’s not quite sexually satisfying. After bringing myself back to the edge again, I extracted the still dwindling remains of my lollipop, lifted it up to my mouth and grinned.  
 
    “Want a taste?” I asked. His eyes bounced between the lollipop and my pussy again and to my shock, he quickly dismounted his bike. He came right up to me and as I sucked on the lollipop, he got down on his knees, and to my utter shock, stuck his tongue out and took one, long, lick of my entire slit. I gasped in shock, the electric feel of his mouth so good, that I quivered in absolute desire.  
 
    For over a minute he wiggled his tongue through my folds, over my clit, and plunged it deep into my candy-coated cunt. My toes curled as I lifted my feet up, my sticky fingers in his hair, whimpering as the lollipop in my mouth got smaller and smaller. I felt a sugar rush and suddenly, it wasn’t enough. I plucked the almost empty stick out of my mouth and held it up.  
 
    “My lollipop got smaller,” I whispered as he licked. “Do you happen to have a lollipop that’s big and hard?”  
 
    His head came up and he found his voice. “Oh yeah baby. I sure do.” 
 
    I sat up, the denim skirt covering my pussy as he rose to his feet. I grabbed his hand as I tossed the remnants of the dildopop in the trash and began dragging him over to the bushes. A second later I was on my knees, his lollipop in my mouth, as I sucked on something sweet and hard. I started slurping and sucking and deep throating his cock, just like I had done the lollipop, all while my sticky fingers worked my clit back and forth. It didn’t take him long to succumb to my powers of sexual stimulation and I stopped when I sensed him close to cumming. I grabbed my bag, extracted a condom, got that on him, and then laid down in the leaves and grass, spreading my legs. My denim skirt rode up around my waist and then he was kicking off the shorts. He knelt between my thighs and slipped himself inside me. 
 
    I can’t even begin to describe how awesome having cock inside me was. It had been a while, trust me, and no amount of sex toys, vibroballs, husky dildos, or ben wa balls do as much for me as real hard cock. I wonder if I could get Kari to let me have Robert for a day. I’d dose him with Viagra, put him on the couch, and just keep his hard cock inside me all day, fucking myself over and over. I’d be gentle with him, but it would be interesting to see how long I could handle keeping real cock stuffed in my pussy. 
 
    It didn’t take long for either one of us to cum. Granted, my cyclist came first, but I followed almost immediately. I love the sensation of a guy cumming inside of me. Their cock gets hard and then you feel this jerking and pulsing. Then they get still, frozen in place, and you feel this throbbing. If they aren’t wearing a condom, occasionally (but I admit not often) you might even feel them spurting. There is a rush of heat. Then they slowly soften, even while still pumping. It’s an incredible feeling. Some of my most powerful orgasms occur right after a guy cums inside me. Clitoral orgasms are nice, but the vaginal kind rock.  
 
    It was hot, and having sex, even in the shade, on a blustery summer day is not exactly a super smart thing to do. Would you believe that he screwed me while wearing his water pack, and he gave himself a decent squirt? I looked on in jealousy and he got the message. I got a nice drink myself as he stood up to retrieve his pants. Quickly I stopped him.  
 
    “After fucking the lollipop, I’m supposed to suck on it again.” I told him. This seemed to surprise him, but he moved closer, letting me grasp his flaccid wet shaft and suck on him. I tasted me, but the flavor was odd… sort of creamy and sweet. Definitely an improvement on my usual taste. I did a really good job too. I even managed to get him hard again. I stroked his balls and bobbed my head up and down and then pulled him down beside me. Another condom appeared from my bag and I put it on him with my mouth.  
 
    This time I was on top. I managed to straddle him as he struggled out of his water pack and I rode him rather aggressively. I was still horny, still wet, still sweet, and I wanted his cock back inside me. Hey, NHPS rule #1, right? “A NHPS should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock.” Well… I was stuffed with cock. I came again and then kept riding him as his hands pushed my halter top upward and kneaded my breasts. We fucked for maybe ten or fifteen more minutes before he gasped and came again. It wasn’t the same as the first one. Probably because I had taken quite a bit out of him. But he shuddered and exploded, which was nice. I took a moment to savor it, then got off him, pulled my shirt back over my breasts, and smoothed my skirt down.  
 
    “Thanks for the lollipop.” I said sweetly, and then just walked away. I could hear him scrambling behind me as I made it to the path and started heading back to my truck. It took him a bit longer to get his shorts back in place, grab his water pack and bike and catch up to me. But he managed. I didn’t slow down though.  
 
    What was said? Oh, the usual. Hi, my name is Drake. Do you do this often? Do you live around here? Want to go out for dinner? Blah blah blah. I was polite. I told him my name, but really didn’t give him much more information than that. I just smiled when he asked for my phone number. Instead, I told him to Google search “Breanne” and “NHPS” and click on the first thing he finds. He walked/rode me back to my truck and I unlocked the door with my key.  
 
    As I climbed in, I stopped and rifled through my bag. It only took me a moment to find the vibroballs. Since we were the only ones in the parking lot, I didn’t mind spreading my legs, giving Drake another nice view of my soaked, sweet, and well fucked pussy as I pushed both little bullets deep into my well.  
 
    “You’re insatiable!” Drake exclaimed as I closed my eyes, feeling the little objects settle inside me. Just for fun I turned on the remote and shuddered as the vibrations rattled my insides and immediately got my juices flowing again. I gave Drake another grin and swung my legs together and into the cab. He helped me shut the door, but I unrolled the window and leaned out to give him a kiss. 
 
    Which is when it hit me. I was insatiable. I wasn’t wet because I was being tormented. I was wet because I’m me. I’m Breanne. Nothing had really changed, other than the fact that my needs were being emphasized, but they were still my needs. I licked my lips and looked out at Drake. 
 
    “Yes, I’m insatiable, but it’s just another rule for being a NHPS. Got to stay stuffed,” I said after pressing my lips to his. I turned the engine on.  
 
    His eyebrows narrowed. “What’s a NHPS?” he asked as I basked in the cool air blowing from the vent of my truck. I gave him a wink as I put the truck in gear.  
 
    “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I replied.  
 
    He gave me a frustrated look. “Are you sure you have to go?” He asked in a whiney, pleading voice.  
 
    For a moment, I considered refusing. I needed to get back to the farm. I needed to let Master Mark know that I’d fucked and sucked my way through the three lollipops. I needed to admit that I’d broken some of the requirements of his assignment, and that I needed to be punished. I needed… 
 
    I needed cock. I looked at Drake. “Put your bike in the truck and get in,” I said teasingly. His eyes widened and he tossed the bicycle in the back. Then he hurried around and climbed into the cab with me. I already had my skirt up and I took his hand and put it on my thigh. In a daring spot. “I’m hot. I’m sticky. And I need a shower.” 
 
    He swallowed. “Me too.” 
 
    Then I grinned.  “And I need to fuck and suck another lollipop,” I whispered, patting his cock.  
 
    Because my pussy was wet. And stuffed. And vibrating. But mostly, because I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  
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   Hard at Work 08/23/10 
 
      
 
    By necessity, this is not going to be the long descriptive headfirst dive into my perverted sexual adventures. There are reasons. One is that I’m trembling a little. Another is the fact that timing is going to be an issue and I have a suspicion that I’m not going to be in a condition that makes writing possible for a little while. To be honest, I’m not sure what I thought I was doing. I’m not good at orgasm denial. Originally, the punishment was supposed to be me getting my nipples pierced. I agreed to something a bit more…intense… to avoid that. And despite my perpetual fear of needles, I’m beginning to have my doubts.  
 
      
 
    Breanne, your assignment is whilst wearing your usual work clothes (Blue jeans, a thick cotton long sleeve shirt, bra, panties, socks and work boots) you are to complete the following: From 9am to 5pm at the bottom of every hour you are to masturbate using any method you like until you are right on the verge of cumming and then stop, replacing any clothing you have removed. At the top of every hour, you are to quickly apply a coating of Icy Hot to your breasts and clit (no playing with yourself!) again replacing any clothing afterward. Aside from these two exceptions you are not to touch your breasts or pussy whilst you are completing the assignment. – Master Brandon  
 
      
 
    Why did I accept this assignment? NHPS Rule #3. I'm not allowed to refuse if it’s in my limits. And what exactly happens if I screw up? 
 
      
 
    Should you cum even once during this assignment, the proscribed punishment for cumming will be to stuff yourself with your largest butt plug and vibrator as soon as you wake up on the following day. You will also put on your butterfly clitoral stimulator. Both the vibrator and stimulator will be turned to maximum and you must endure the sensations until you've cum five times. Once you've cum five times you will apply a generous dollop of Icy Hot cream to your clit and then turn on both the vibrator and the clitoral stimulator again. Repeat this process (five orgasms, icy hot, then five orgasms) for the entire day until you go to bed. You may only turn off the vibes when you eat meals with your family.  
 
      
 
    To be honest, things started off okay. I usually get up around 5:30am, get dressed, and head out to the barn. I’ve got animals to feed, things to check, Mom’s silly little garden to water… it takes about two hours and by seven in the morning I’m starving and ready for breakfast. Today was pretty much like any other day, including the fact that I was walking around stuffed with a nine-inch-long, three-inch-thick rubber cock. Why? I was abiding by the terms of NHPS Rule #1. 
 
    A NHPS should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock. If cock is not available the NHPS should stuff herself with whatever sex toys and/or objects are available. I’d embraced the concept with almost single-minded determination and I’d even started to become used to it. There were negatives of course. For starters, I was going through panties at a prodigious rate, the cotton soaked in girl goo. Plus, there were the waves of mindless lust that were generated by my stuffed slit, and the constant pressure of being sexual stimulated. Per Kari, I’d been alternating different toys, just to make sure I didn’t get used to incessant stimulation. And I hadn’t. Every moment of every day I was thinking about sex. Even while doing other things. Driving the tractor… and sex. Riding a horse… and sex. Masturbating on a hay bale, my legs spread wide and toes curled as I exploded… and sex. I even thought of sex while having sex! There are times I just stop, reach down between my legs, and pump or finger or rub frantically, explode, and then keep doing what I was doing. It’s not easy, trust me. Being a NHPS is more difficult than it sounds. 
 
    But there were positives too. First, no matter where I was, I had access to an immediate sex toy. And I’d been cumming so much lately! My normal single orgasm had grown to four or five of them a day. I was practically swimming in sexual climax and I loved it.  
 
    After breakfast, I went upstairs and lay down on my bed. The first thing that crossed my mind was to cheat. No, I wouldn’t EVER lie about an assignment and claim one thing happened that didn’t, but I’m not above tipping the balance in my favor, so I unzipped my jeans, pulled up my button up shirt, and proceeded to rapidly and rather violently make myself cum… several times. The process was simple if a bit energetic. I grabbed the Husky dildo and jacked it in and out of my slit as fast and as hard as I could, all while my fingers pinched at my nipples. I’d gasp as the waves of ecstasy flowed through me, then sigh in relief, just to do it over again.  
 
    By 8:30, I was well sated, a warm glow that no doubt came from endorphin overload that had settled over me. I lay stretched out on the bed, naked, fingers tracing lazy wet circles on my skin and I was feeling pretty confident that I would be able to handle Master Barrett’s eight-hour long denial torment. Edging? Yeah. Whatever. 
 
    I got my clothes back in order, slipped on my cowboy boots, (for easy off and on), and headed out to the barn with my tube of soluble muscle cream. I had some mowing to do, so I got the tractor out and began getting the mower attached, but when my watched beeped at the top of the hour, I knew I had to pause momentarily. With my back against the big wheel, I unzipped my jeans, tugged them down just a bit past my hips, and slipped a finger into my slit. The Husky Dildo filled the opening and I rubbed softly at my clit, only to realize that what I really wanted was to pump the synthetic cock sitting in my cunt.  
 
    My jeans went down to my knees, along with my soaked panties and I spread my legs wide enough that the Husky Dildo slipped right on out of my well-lubricated pussy. I caught it deftly, pressed it back up, and gasped as it slid right back into my sex, filling me perfectly. I began pumping, standing there in the yard, in plain sight of the house, with only a tractor and wheel between my mother standing at the kitchen window and me masturbating to the edge. And the combination of doing the naughty outside, right there, with the risk of being caught, was more than enough to bring me to the edge.   
 
    It’s called “edging”, or that’s what I think. One of the blogs I follow, Agonizing Abstinence, calls it that. The concept is simple. The girl in question rubs herself until she’s right at the edge of cumming. Then she stops. It’s about will power. It’s about strength. It’s about mind over matter. In my head I pictured these massive cliffs towering over a dark abyss. The path to the edge was dusty and barren and I was running toward the crevasse at top speed, fully intending to hurl myself over. Then, knowing that I wasn’t allowed to cum, I would slide in the dust, fingers scrambling to prevent myself from flying off into the darkness. Cumming. 
 
    Edges suck. It’s about trying to do something terribly unnatural and so difficult that I’m amazed anyone can do it.  
 
    I shuddered, just a little breathless, but I managed. It almost got away from me, but I did it. Stopping was no doubt the hardest thing I’ve ever done. I rammed the husky dildo home (or deep depending on your point of view) and then yanked my pants up, zipping and buckling them before I came. I turned and pressed my forehead to the tire. Suddenly I didn’t feel so confidant. How the hell could I have spent over two hours cumming five times, only to find myself mindlessly aroused a fucking hour later? What the hell is wrong with me? 
 
     I spent a few minutes recovering before finishing the attachments and getting up into the driver’s seat. I pulled out a few minutes later, but only made it two or three fields away from the barn when I had to stop the tractor, unzip my pants, and apply a generous dollop of my muscle cream to my clit as punishment for being a wanton fuckslut. 
 
    My clit was already sensitive when the cream went on and I was already a bit desperate. And to be honest, I hadn’t realized that driving the tractor while wearing my Husky dildo was going to be so… um… intense. I should have of course. I’ve done it before. As my pussy began to tingle, my clit suffering a freezing, crawling sensation, I struggled to pull up my panties and jeans and still keep a hand on the steering wheel. Then the burning started and my hand hit the base of the Husky dildo. I cried out, my pussy quivering violently, clenching hard. I dropped down in my seat, bouncing, and felt the unescapable sensation. I clenched my teeth, trying to hold back, but it was too late. I was too close, going too fast, and as I skidded on my ass toward the metaphorical cliffs of orgasm, I exploded out into the abyss, cumming hard.  
 
    Yes, I know. I came when I wasn’t masturbating. My body shook, my pussy locked down on that damn dildo, and I let out a shuddering wail that no doubt startled the few jackalopes and prairie dogs that were watching the strange human girl sitting on a tractor with her pants down around her knees, a large rubber cock into her pussy.  
 
    Emotion flooded through me and it wasn’t a warm, pleasant feeling. I almost panicked right then and there. I WASN’T ALLOWED TO CUM! How the fuck could I have allowed this to happen? I almost cried with the thought of what I was going to be enduring tomorrow. I’m not built for constant stimulation of that sort of intensity! Worse, the orgasm I’d just had been a small one. A simple wave! Not the gut-wrenching, toe curling explosion kind that leaves a girl exhausted. It was the kind that that happens suddenly, and that doesn’t really give you relief.  
 
    I love it when GUYS have those kinds of orgasms. Their cocks are still nice and firm and suckable and fuckable even after they explode and you can make them orgasm a second time without spending twenty minutes sucking them back into readiness. It’s rare for them, but fun. For me however, I was still hovering on the edge, despite already screwing up, earning myself a day’s worth of vibrator hell.  
 
    Trembling, I zipped my jeans up, ignored the still burning cream on my clit, even as it began melting slightly and working its way down through my folds. By the time I made it to the southwest field, my pussy was on fire. I tried to mow, but I was so distracted, quivering and shifting in my seat, that the rows looked like a drunk armadillo had been driving. Finally, I stopped, pulled down my pants again and exposed my clit. The cream looked like it was gone from my clitoris, but I could still feel it soaking my panties and petals. Being exposed to the air seemed to help and I kicked off my boots, tearing free of my jeans, and I tossed my panties down to the ground. A moment later and I was sitting naked from the waist down, legs spread obscenely wide, as I aired out my sex.  
 
    Except, I was still stuffed with the Husky Dildo. Spicy girl goo began leaking out of my pussy and when my watch beeped again, letting me know that we were back to the top of the hour, I knew that there was nothing else to do but do it. I stopped the tractor, made a few slow and careful thrusts with the dildo, grazed my clit a few times with my finger, and clenched my teeth. Yes, I almost came, but to be honest, I was a probably a little too careful. I was back at the cliff again, except the last time I did it, I’d jumped. This time I stayed back a foot and enjoyed the view.   
 
    I managed. Again. I took a few deep breaths, and then resolutely thought of something very non-sexual. I forget what it was, but I got my mind straight, despite the physical demands my pussy was making, and I started mowing, not even bothering with my jeans. By ten thirty I had ALMOST got my libido down to nothing more than this wet throbbing remotely centered around the rubber rod I was impaled on. I checked my watch, stopped the tractor, and dabbed only a little cream on my clit. I didn’t pull the dildo out, or even bounced. I felt the cold tingle again and before I put the tractor in gear my pussy lit up once more, as if I’d just poured gasoline on my loins and lit a match.  
 
    Every little movement made my need flare up and as I put the tractor back in gear, I felt my pussy slipping on the rubber cock. The seat was soaked and unthinking, I put my hand on my clit and rubbed. That smeared the muscle cream all over the place and a moment later I had to stop the tractor, clutching at my groin. Burning pain radiated through me and I sobbed. It took me ten minutes to collect myself and I finally managed to get myself moving again, just a few minutes before it was time to masturbate to edge.   
 
    Tractor vibrations plus large rubber dildo, plus burning muscle cream does not equal “easy to deal with.” I should have realized that the Husky Dildo was going to drive me crazy, just as I should have known that the muscle cream would melt and seep into the folds of my pussy, catching everything on fire. I should have known that every bump of the tractor would make me jounce on my impaling rubber pole, forcing the synthetic cock that much deeper into my hole.  
 
    In hindsight, I knew about this. I’ve driven the tractor while stuffed with the Husky Dildo. And I seem to recall talking with Master Barrett about my plans for Monday. I’m hesitant to accuse him of this, but it’s entirely possible that he ALSO remembered that I have trouble just RIDING the TRACTOR while STUFFED with my DILDO.

So when I stopped for the fourth time that morning, right around eleven o’clock, I was shuddering in desperation. My pussy was a riot of sensation, the seat of a tractor a slick, slippery mess of girl goo, and my thighs were starting to turn red from the sun. Riding half naked wasn’t easy. I leaned back in the seat, reached down between my legs, felt the tingling of my clit, grabbed the husky dildo, and attempted, attempted mind you, to bring myself to the edge. I jammed one booted foot up on the console, spread my legs, and pumped the Husky dildo as fast and as hard as I could.  
 
    I aimed for the edge. And If orgasm is a cliff, then I certainly wasn’t using my brain as I ran straight at the precipice. No, I ran as fast as I could and only faltered when I realized that there was nothing under me and I was already flying. Sure, I didn’t mean too. But I was just so horny that the edge crept up on me faster than I expected. And this orgasm was much better than the last two. It rocked me, partly because my mind was already recognizing that I’d be suffering vibrator hell for a second day. 
 
    The base of my Husky dildo was firmly pressed to the vinyl of the seat and I felt, rather intensely, the vibrations of the engine. I’m not saying that the tractor turned my dildo into a vibrator, but it came about as close as possible to it. By eleven thirty I was feeling it again, and to be honest, was grateful that I was apply my cream, rather than masturbating to the edge again. But if I can fuck something up, I will. I put just a tad bit too much cream on my clit, because the high moisture level, combined with direct sunlight, perspiration, and a whole lot of pussy juice caused that little dollop to tingle my clit and then slide down through my petals. A moment later I was forced to stop the tractor yet again, cursing my stupidity. My hands were down there trying to wipe it off, out, and only succeeding in spreading it around. My hips were churning like mad, but the sting of it kept me from orgasming. It was about fifteen minutes before I was able to continue. Mowing the southwest field was taking an awfully long time.  
 
    At twelve, I masturbated again. This time I was even more cautious. My pussy was still tingling from the heat of the cream and so I danced within shouting distance of the edge, then quickly stopped. Suddenly I felt like I’d made a mistake. I found my jeans (my panties were long gone, churned into the cut grass,) and made a conscious effort to get back into my clothes. Then I disengaged the mower and on foot, walked all the way back to the house.   
 
    Twenty minutes later I was relaxing in the cool atmosphere of our kitchen, eating ham and Swiss with spinach leaves and carrots on the side. I love sandwiches. Of course, as soon as I had gotten home, I rushed upstairs, applied another tiny dab of muscle cream to my clit, and then gritted my teeth as I changed my clothes. I was soaked and dusty. What I really needed was a bath but considering that I still had half the field to mow, it didn’t make sense to do that. Then I headed back downstairs and ate. 
 
    Lunch took me past the one o’clock top of the hour, and I didn’t manage to get back out to the tractor before one fifteen or so. As soon as I was out of sight, I stopped the tractor, shucked out of my jeans and masturbated again. It was another close one. This time however I did a better job stopping near the edge. Granted, it was close, but I leaned out over the abyss and looked down. You’d be proud of me. I knew that I wasn’t going to do more than two days of vibrator hell.  
 
    I drove for about fifteen more minutes, my pussy was once again talking to me. It was saying “Breanne! Hey Bre! Hey! Make this dildo go in and out would ya? I’m so close!” Don’t get me wrong, I rarely anthropomorphize my sexual organs. To reward my talking pussy, I dabbed a bit more cream on my clit, just enough to tingle and heat me, but not enough to set my entire slit on fire again. I made it through, despite the half thrust caused by putting the dildo back in to its full depth and drove for another fifteen minutes. 
 
    The next two and a half hours were a repeat. At the top of each hour, I’d reach down between my legs, grab the Husky Dildo, and then see how many thrusts it took to get to the creamy center of my sexual tootsie pop. Except I’d learned my lesson. While each masturbatory session brought me ridiculously close to cumming, I held back, turning each little fuck into another brick laid across my sexual back. The muscle cream? I learned to put the smallest, tiniest little dab on my clit and even then… it was murder. Pleasure and pain, over and over. 
 
    I managed to get back to the barn right before four o’clock, which was good for me. I thought that the new environment and not having to ride the tractor would grant me a bit more control. I moved over to one of the hay bales, tugged down my jeans (I had put them back on when I got close to the house and barn) and very slowly, very sensuously began moving the Husky dildo in and out. It felt incredible. I was relaxed, almost on my back, in the shade, cooler. I slipped one hand into my shirt, unbuttoning the front just a tad so that I could work my other hand into my bra. A few delicate pinches here and there had me at the edge in seconds and I paused, just for a second. I was still a few inches away from the abyss and I thought another two or three thrusts would do it… that was the point of the edge, right? To be right there on the precipice? That’s what Master Barrett wants? 
 
    Proving that my judgment is not good. Two thrusts took me over the edge and the third thrust happened as I was falling. The fourth through twentieth thrusts (or however many it was,) all happened while I plummeted into the orgasmic valley. I was so far gone that I didn’t even realize what I had done until I extracted the rubber cock from between my legs. I was sore, tender, more than satisfied, and luxuriating in the afterglow. I guess I laid there with a stupid smile on my face for almost ten minutes before I remembered that there was a cost. A major one. A cost that I am not terribly happy about paying.  
 
    I sat up, took my clothes and dildo outside to the back of the barn and quickly hosed off. The cold water felt delicious on my clit and slit. Cool, refreshing, and sweet. I sluiced the water off as best as I could, then headed back into the barn. I checked my watch. 4:30pm. Time for another dose of muscle cream. Maybe it was the water. I don’t know, but it stung again… a lot. I grit my teeth however and just took it. Besides, I was so close to five o’clock. Just one more masturbation to go.  
 
    I puttered around the barn. Sure, I re-stuffed my pussy with the dildo. NHPS rule #1, remember? But I’ve been getting somewhat used to walking around with a thick rubber cock shoved up inside me. I cleaned a few things up, hosed down the mower, put everything away, and then it was time. Five o’clock. All done, except for one thing. 
 
    One more edge. I spread a blanket over the hay bale and kicked off my boots. My socks went next and then I unbuttoned my jeans. I wasn’t wearing panties and I had to catch the Husky Dildo as it slid out of me, the denim pooling around my ankles. As I lowered myself down, one word kept circulating through my head. Control control control. Slowly I began to pump the dildo in and out, the thick rod stretching my labia, opening me up. Waves of bliss shot up through me and I was startled by just how intense the sensation was. A little part of my brain screamed for me to go for it. To just cast fate to the wind and push myself through. To jump from that edge. But another part of me, the somewhat sane part, yelled for me to hold back. My pussy also had an opinion, and since it was tight and enjoying the sensation but wasn’t quite as pressured as the previous masturbatory session, it wasn’t quite as loud. I felt the wave building, rising to the surface, and just before it crested, I stopped, left the dildo alone, concentrated on breathing, and then got dressed. My pussy ached, fluttering around the Husky. And I heard it cried out for release, but I ignored it. I was finished. I went back to the house, headed upstairs, stripped naked, got in the shower, grabbed the Husky dildo… 
 
    Hey! It was AFTER five. That one didn’t count! I hope. 
 
    So that’s it. Four fucking orgasms and now I’m screwed. I hope Master Barrett allows me to break up the punishment days. I’m not sure I can handle four days in a row. In fact, I’m not sure I can handle even one day. We’ll see tomorrow. I’m just not sure how bad this will be. 
 
    How bad can it be?
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   Abrasive Punishment 08/25/10 
 
      
 
    During my second year of college, my best friend, lover, roommate, and Mistress developed something of a fetish. I was living with her at the time, an intense but rather satisfactory domestic relationship that had its ups and downs, but was still, for the most part, satisfactory. It was during the first semester of our college sophomore year when Kari discovered a new passion, one that I enthusiastically assisted with… at least at first.  
 
    Kari, usually on her own, but sometimes with me in tow as additional bait, would locate a nice, innocent, good looking, athletic young man and promise him a Saturday he would NEVER forget. Note that I said “Saturday.” That’s right. She wouldn’t invite him back to our place that evening. She’d make sure he showed up at eight in the morning, bright-eyed and bushy tailed.  
 
    Her reasoning was sound. Her victim would need all the energy he could muster. A good night’s sleep was essential. And when she tricked these unsuspecting males into agreeing to come to our place for a day of debauchery, she left out the sordid details of what we were going to do to him. For example, I remember this one day at the Student Union when she just approached this guy. You could tell he was a total nerd: lean like a runner, dressed in shorts and a polo shirt, glasses, dark hair, but he was cute, in a book-wormish sort of way. She was literally dripping with sexual tension when she went up to him, touching him, and then giving him our address and an invitation to show up Saturday morning for a sexual experience that he would remember for the rest of his life. She even pointed at me, insinuating that her roommate might want to join in the fun. Since I happened to be wearing high heels, short skirt, and a tee shirt that proclaimed me “Kinky as A Cheap Garden Hose”, I was certainly a decent advertisement for sexual perversion. It didn’t help that I wasn’t wearing a bra. In fact, if I recall, I wasn’t wearing panties either, just my pair of ben wa balls. But that was life with Kari.  
 
    Kari’s intended target would usually show up right on time or even a tad bit early. I would of course be naked, since Kari didn’t allow me to wear clothing when at the apartment, and then I’d open the door and let our astonished and now quite excited new boy toy in. Kari would join us wearing something sexy and concealing, in marked contrast to my nudity. I’d get him undressed, usually in the living room, only to pounce on him light a lioness takes down a gazelle, and then after he had cum once, Kari and I would take him to her bedroom where the real fun would begin. The number of young men who willfully allowed us to place the leather bondage cuffs on their wrists and ankles, drawing them out to the corners of Kari’s king-sized bed, was astonishing. In fact, now that I think about, not even one refused. Men are stupid.  
 
    And that’s when we’d milk them. 
 
    To milk a guy, all you must do is make him cum. Repeatedly. Over and over. The first few times we did it, Kari and I weren’t all that good. Eventually we created a pattern of tag teaming the boys. I’d go into the room, do my thing, and then as soon as our victim had gushed, I’d call out for Kari to replace me. Occasionally Kari would keep me in the room and do a few naughty things to me in order to encourage a hard on, but in the end, we discovered that grapeseed oil, a firm and steady hand, and repeated sucking and fucking were the absolute best ways to get a guy hard. Add in a little theater, a few darker elements like a good pussy whipping, or sometimes Kari would read a BDSM book out loud while I did the fun stuff, and we rarely had problems.  
 
    I don’t remember ever having difficulty in extracting the first three or four orgasms out of our boy toys. It usually took about an hour and a half, which is a noticeably short amount of time when you consider that men are not built for that sort of sexual intensity. Men are sexual sprinters if you want to call it that. They get charged. They pop. Then they need to rest. If you are a guy reading this, I want you to really imagine this. There you are, strapped down to a bed, spread-eagled, and a pretty girl is rubbing oil all over your body. In the process, she takes your cock into your mouth, sucking on it and rubbing you until you can’t hold back, giving up your cream and shooting your load into her mouth. Then, only seconds after you’ve blown your wad, another girl comes in, grabs your limp noodle, doesn’t seem to give a rat’s ass about the fact you’ve just cum, and then starts to give you an incredible blow job until you’re hard again. She makes you cum with her hands and mouth, and then, after you’re lying there exhausted, your cock feeling like it’s been run through a pasta machine, then the first girl comes back in, grabs your cock, oils it, and rubs it gently and completely until you’re hard again. Then she straddles you, bouncing on your shaft, pinching her own nipples, saying dirty things, until you can’t take it and you cum a third time. Then the other girl comes back into the room and immediately takes your tender, cumsoaked cock in her mouth and starts the whole process over again.  
 
    Now imagine that continuing for ten to fourteen hours.  
 
    No doubt you’re wondering why I’m reminiscing some of our college escapades. Simple. I’ve always wondered what those last few hours were like for our victims. I remember bright red, super sensitive cocks that were so sore that even touching them lightly, elicited jaw clenching squeals of pain from some of our victims. And don’t get me wrong, we weren’t trying to hurt them. We were just trying to make them cum. We were VERY gentle. It’s just nonstop stimulation. Friction, even with lubrication, is not the easiest thing to handle. Trust me, I know. Or at least I think I do now.  
 
    I spent Monday trying not to cum. I failed miserably. Unfortunately, the punishment proscribed for my spectacular failure at self-control was a little intense. Worse, I also completely forgot to do one whole part of the assignment! I was supposed to be putting the coldhot cream on my nipples too. How could I have forgotten that? I can’t believe I screwed things up this bad!  
 
    As soon as I woke up on Tuesday morning, I grabbed my butt plug, worked it into my ass, took out my largest vibrator (the seven inch one with the curved tip) and impaled myself on it. I pulled on my butterfly clitoral stimulator, which settled nicely into place directly over my still tender nub and I tightened the straps around my loins.  
 
    I know this doesn’t exactly sound like punishment. Except maybe the anal plug because I don’t like having things stuffed up my butt. In fact, it sounds more like me following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1, which of course states that girls like me need to be stuffed with cock or sex toys, so that I’d be constantly aroused and wet. And you’d be right. This wasn’t punishment. Yet. Gingerly I pulled up my panties and jeans, and right before getting everything place, I reached down, twisted the base of the vibrator to maximum, and switched on the butterfly to a similar setting. Then buzzing like a hive full of bees, I yanked my jeans up, groaned as the tight, blue denim pressed hard against my shaking accessories, and I headed out the door.  
 
    I’m sort of proud of the fact that I made it to the barn before I cried out, jamming a knuckle between my teeth, as the orgasm shattered through my slight but curvy frame. It was a tough walk. I ended up shuddering, one hand against the wall of the barn, weak kneed and faint as adrenaline, followed by ridiculous amounts of dopamine and endorphins blasted their way through my veins. Fuck coffee. This was better than that! Part of me wanted to turn down the toys, to just let the sensation of satisfaction take its course. But remember when I said that this was supposed to be punishment? Grimacing, I held my breath as the stimulation continued, setting my nerves alight. Finally, I moved forward, my hips moving in weird ways as my body tried to compensate for the fact that I felt as if my loins were pressed up to a revving engine. 
 
    I stumbled through my morning tasks, another orgasm hitting me like a freight truck only ten minutes later, then a third while I was brushing out Star. The fourth happened when I was feeding the chickens, and the fifth smacked me right between the eyes as I was checking on some of the pigs and getting them fed. I’m sure the animals were oblivious to the waves of intense orgasmic bliss in which I stumbled from one pen another. It took me almost two and a half hours to cum the proscribed five times as required by the punishment, and it was almost with a sense of relief that I once more pulled the tube of coldhot cream from my pants pocket and unbuttoned my jeans.  
 
    I’d learned my lesson the previous day. No dollops. No smears. No smudges. A miniscule, tiny dab of the white cream was all I put on my finger. It was enough to turn my clit into hot coals. I expected to be wincing in agony, stumbling around with my hand jammed between my legs, pressing hard as I groaned and moaned. And yes, it tingled and burned. But there was something else, especially as the clitoral vibrator still rumbled against my chemically stimulated clit, and the vibrator mashed in my pussy kept pulsing.  
 
    It turned me on. 
 
    That kind of frightens me. What the hell does it say about my psyche if hurting like that is an aphrodisiac? What kind of a fuck slut likes constant sexual torment? There I was, enduring a never-ending earthquake, with the epicenter between my legs, and then, just for fun, setting the whole thing ablaze. 
 
    I wonder if this is what California feels like. 
 
    Regardless, a few minutes later and I was almost back to the whole default “my God I’ve gotta cum now” position.  
 
    I remember leaning against a wall, my forehead pressed against the wood as I tried to deal with the waves of sensation streaming up from between my legs. The human body, especially a girl’s body, was not intended to be subjected to these kinds of torment. At least, I don’t think it was. You never know. God designed me and clearly, he intended me for more than I was expecting. 
 
     I can’t even begin to describe all the sensations. There were tremors, spasms, waves of lust, shoots of pain, tenderness, agony, ecstasy, orgasm. By the time breakfast rolled around my clit felt as if someone had been rubbing at it with sandpaper and my pussy was so tightly clenched around the vibrator that I thought I’d need help getting the damn thing out. I had my fourth orgasm of my second set, right before breakfast at seven and I gratefully turned off my vibrational torment to have a meal with my family. Breathless, exhausted, hurting, and limping, I managed to get back into the house without raising too much of a fuss.  
 
    Breakfast lasted longer than usual, mostly because part of me was dreading the almost instantaneous torment I’d have to inflict upon myself upon leaving the table. But after an hour, more slices of bacon than is good for me, an extra piece of toast, not to mention the eggs over easy, slice of ham, and some cheddar cheese, I sort of ran out of excuses. I stood up, told my parents I’d see them for lunch, and winced and waddled my way out the door.  
 
    Once I was at the barn, I unzipped my jeans, reached down, and discovered the my panties were once again imitating a swamp. The cotton crotch, which was holding the vibrator in my slit, were so wet that I could have wrung them out and gotten juice. My jeans, fortunately dark colored, were almost as bad. With a sigh of reluctance, I turned on the vibrator, twisting the base all the way around, and immediately began the involuntary contractions that normally come with being stuffed by a large seven-inch hard phallus that vibrates like a motorcycle engine. The butterfly came next and in moments I was reduced to a quivering, barely upright female who had trouble standing straight.  
 
    The orgasm didn’t take long to get there and I fell back against a hay bale, legs spread wide, toes curling inside my boots while one hand was jammed inside my shirt, tugging up my bra. I pinched at my nipple, the other hand pressing against the vibrating clitoral butterfly, and then the orgasm was upon me. A terrible, straining ache that left me lying on my side, teeth clenched, feeling like I’d been sliced up and then sugared. I had trouble understanding what had just happened. How could something so wonderful, that felt so great, hurt so much?  
 
    Since it was my fifth orgasm of the second set, I knew what came next. Slowly I rolled over onto my back, unbuttoning my jeans. I tugged them down just enough, and then pulled the panties aside. Then came the tube of cold hot cream. My hands were shaking and I probably got a bit more than I needed on my finger, but I rubbed it onto my tender clit, underneath the butterfly anyway. A moment later I felt a cold tingle, as if someone had pressed an ice cube to my sex. I gasped, thrusting my hips up, the butterfly slipping right back into place and shaking my sensitized, cold nub like a cicada on a tree, buzzing its wings. Then the heat exploded between my legs and I cried out, my ass clenching. My palm mashed down against the clitoral stimulator, which increased the stimulation slightly, but mostly it hurt. Have you ever increased the pain of a wound or irritation, to help you master it? Like running your tongue over a canker sore, or pressing hard on a small cut? Well, that’s what this was. My heels thumped on the floor of the barn as I rolled back and forth, pants half on, my hands jammed between my legs. Of course, what happened was another orgasm. A pain lanced, teeth clenching explosion that left me lying there like an idiot, twitching from the waist down, as my fingers switched off the butterfly in desperation. I know I was supposed to leave it on. But I couldn’t. It just hurt too much.  
 
    In my defense, I turned it back on after just a few minutes. I sat up, realizing that my jeans and panties had drifted down to just above my knees, and a disgustingly large wet spot had soaked the floor under my butt. I climbed to my feet, groaning, and then before getting my clothes back up over my ass, I turned the butterfly back on. I groaned, closing my eyes. It felt like someone was rubbing at my pussy with a cheese grater! I wobbled over to the tractor. I’d been mowing fields the previous day and I still had two more to do. I turned on the engine, tried to focus and almost hit the barn door as I pulled out. After driving maybe three quarters of a mile I realized that there was just no way. It wasn’t going to happen. At least not on full power. I couldn’t hold a straight line. Worse, my clit was on fire, and not from the muscle cream. It was just too much sensation. So, I turned the butterfly off. 
 
    I left the vibrator on of course. While terribly distracting and still intense, I could handle that, at least for a while. I couldn’t help wondering what Master Barrett would say about me using a medical out to prevent permanent damage to my clit, especially since that was subjective. Of course, I knew that there was a distinct possibility that he would consider me turning off the butterfly to be a violation of the nature of my punishment.  
 
    The hot sun beat down on me and while I was able to work my way across the field, more or less in a straight line, I could still feel the incessant stimulation surging upward through my pussy. But rather than full throated orgasms, the pleasure came in acute waves, every thirty or forty minutes, leaving me breathless and tired. There were no toe-curling orgasms and I felt tired, and dirty, and wet. Finally, my stomach got the better of me and I headed back to the house for lunch, right in the middle of the second set, seven orgasms in. 
 
    Lunch was another long affair, mostly because I was resting my pussy. I also went upstairs to change my clothes. New jeans and panties, along with some other feminine hygiene products made things a lot better. For some reason however, I didn’t remove the butterfly. 
 
    Once I was back outside, I again turned the vibrator to maximum. This time however, I also turned on the butterfly, just to a lower setting. It really didn’t matter though. Before I even made it back to the field, I was close to cumming. I hurried toward the tractor, grabbing hold of the frame as the pressure hit the boiling point. I gasped, turning to face the open air, holding on to the machine for dear life as my hips pistoned violently. I screamed out loud too, undoubtedly startling a few rabbits, and then I soaked my fresh pair of panties.  
 
    Idiot. Slowly, still shaking from the adrenaline rush, I hauled myself up, to collapse into the seat. For several minutes I just sat there, too tired to move, too aching to unsnap my jeans and turn off the vibrators. It was the discomfort that brought me to my senses, to give me the mental acuity to turn the key in the ignition, to start the tractor, to put it into gear and start mowing again. That was so hard. 
 
    Around two thirty, and just as I finished my third set of five, the batteries in my vibe failed. I could tell because the vibrations had slackened off and I when I noticed I wasn’t feeling them anymore I stopped the tractor, pushed down my jeans, extracted my vibe, and replaced the batteries. I had a couple of spare AAs in my bag because I figured this would happen. More coldhot cream followed and I was shortly back to the burning horny place that allowed no rest and was beginning to irritate more than just my libido. I was starting to chafe. I could feel the heat rash forming. Too much moisture. Too much heat. Too much vibration. I lasted only another hour before I was in agony, and not the sexual kind. I won’t go in to too much detail here, but let’s just say that my punishment for the day was over. 
 
    I have to admit, that I’m a little disappointed with how things turned out. Of course, I’m sitting here in loose gym shorts and no panties, covered in baby powder and ointment. I’m drinking my cranberry juice too, so don’t worry. Hopefully the heat rash will go away soon. New rule: no vibration punishments while mowing in the Texas Summer Heat. 
 
    Of course, I’m stuffed. The inside of me wasn’t damaged, so I’ve got the ben wa balls in and they are keeping me entertained. In the end, I came (sort of) eighteen times. Granted, they weren’t the same kind of orgasms I had at Kari’s when I broke my record, but they sufficed. 
 
    Remember me telling you about that guy that Kari invited back to our apartment? That very first one who arrived at 8 in the morning? It was ten pm that night when we finally let him up. He had been begging us to stop for about five hours. We got eleven orgasms out of him, though the last three took nearly an hour each. Kari and I were exhausted. His cock was an interesting shade of red, almost crimson, and you could actually see abrasions around the edge of his head. I think that was Kari. She liked concentrating on the tip when she rubbed. I did the whole length. What I do know is that we told him he could spend the night, but he immediately got dressed. You should have seen his face when he had to tuck his cock into his boxers.  
 
    We saw him a few more times during the year, but he always seemed to have to go somewhere and he turned down the one repeat invitation Kari managed to give him. But that was okay, there were lots of boys… and they all got milked. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [bookmark: _2s8eyo1]

  

 
  
   Between Burns 08/27/10 
 
      
 
    Gingerly, I lay back onto the coverlet of my bed and sighed. The soft cotton sheets felt good against my bare skin and I stretched out, pointing my toes as I groaned in relief. It felt amazing to be on my back, legs spread, away from the intense torture of the day. I’d been out working in the fields and due to some well-earned punishment, I’d managed to give myself a brutal heat rash in some very delicate spots.  
 
    I’d spent the afternoon treating my skin and by that evening most of the inflammation had died down and I had stopped walking funny. Of course, my clit was still swollen, sore, and just a tad bit cooked from the repeated coatings of the coldhot muscle cream. But me being me, I reached down, slid a finger gently along my folds, and found myself wet. 
 
    Of course. 
 
    With a sigh, I grabbed my phone and hit the one number I had on speed dial. A moment later my best friend, lover, and former (sometimes current) mistress, answered.  
 
    “Good evening, dear heart. How are you tonight?” Kari asked in her silky, velvet voice. I could just imagine her in my head, dressed in scarlet silk pajamas, lounging on a sofa, her bare foot glistening with oil and resting on her boytoy Robert’s cock. She would be massaging him of course, rubbing his shaft with her sole, driving him slowly mad until he finally spurted, covering her toes with his cum. Which he would then work into her skin. I swallowed. I liked that image. I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Okay,” I said nonchalantly as I pushed my finger a little deeper into my slit. “My clit is a little sore,” I admitted, working my finger in from the side and not touching the top of my sex.  
 
    “Sore?” Kari asked, clearly intrigued.  
 
    “I was punished today and my clit got cooked.” 
 
    There was a long pause. “I hope,” Kari said carefully, “that you are being figurative and not literal.” There was a distinct tone of displeasure in her voice and I wondered just what she was implying.  
 
    “Uh…” I said intelligently. “Um… chemical?  
 
    Kari sighed in exasperation. “Coldhot cream again?” 
 
    This time I cringed, but my finger kept moving in slow, steady circles inside me and I could feel the river rising. “Yeah,” I said. “But it was a punishment!”  
 
    “I understand that. Please tell me that you did not use it internally,” she replied.  
 
    I shook my head, then realized how stupid that was considering that I was talking on the phone. “No. Not inside. I didn’t use it as lubricant. I used it as…”  
 
    What had I used it for? 
 
    “Torment,” I said finally.  
 
    Kari hummed slightly. “I see,” she said. “And how many times did you apply the crème to your clit?” 
 
    I did some math, but someone was fingering my pussy and math was never my strong suit when aroused. “Um… a dozen?” I guessed with a little moan. “Or more?” 
 
    My longtime friend sighed and I could picture her shaking her head in exasperation. In my mind’s eye I saw her sitting up, reaching forward, and grabbing poor Robert’s cock, rubbing it vigorously as she chastised me verbally over the phone. 
 
    “Breanne, muscle cream is not meant to be used as a sexual enhancement product. Repeated applications to your clit can cause damage. Nerve damage. You need to find an alternative solution.” 
 
    I snorted. “Like what?” I demanded. My palm accidentally brushed my clit and while sensitive, it didn’t hurt. Not even a bit. I pushed down a little and gasped. 
 
    “Are you masturbating?” Kari asked curiously. 
 
    I yanked my hand out from between my legs. “Uh… no,” I said sternly. She made a disbelieving noise and I licked at my finger.  
 
    “Breanne,” she said in disapproval.  
 
    I sighed. “Kari, I’m me. What do you expect from me?”  
 
    “I have no objection to you masturbating,” she said primly. “In fact, I heartily support Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 and if a finger is what you have buried in your slit, and it is keeping you wet and ready for a fucking, then so be it. What I have an issue with is you using a chemical stimulant that could be harmful to your health if used in appropriately. For example, what if you rubbed your finger over your clit after coating it with the cream, and then stuck it in your pussy?” 
 
    Somehow, my hand found its way back between my legs and I pushed my finger back in. “Uhhh...” I said thoughtfully to hide the penetration. “Feel the burn?” 
 
    “Try poisoning yourself,” Kari said, a little nastily. I frowned, but she continued. “I know that you are somewhat blasé about health and safety, but we’ve talked about this.” Then she stuck in the knife. “And there are certain people who depend upon you.” 
 
    I knew who she was talking about. My family. I pulled my finger out from between my legs and wiped it on my thigh. I sat up. “Kari, that’s not fair.” 
 
    “Your father can barely walk, your mother takes care of the house, and then to top it all off, acts as a surrogate mother for…” 
 
    “Enough, Kari.” It came out a little harsh. Kari went quiet. For a moment, neither of us said anything. 
 
    “How is she?” Asked Kari softly. 
 
    I breathed. “She’s fine,” I said softly. “She thinks I’m her big sister.”  
 
    Kari didn’t reply for a moment, but then spoke and I could feel the love in her voice. “Breanne, you are still a beautiful person. Remember that. And be safe. I want you to look for an alternative to the muscle cream, okay? Maybe pepper oil or something. Just, nothing that will poison you. Okay?” 
 
    I nodded. “Okay,” I agreed.  
 
    “Now,” she said primly, pushing the previous topics aside. “Let’s deal with your current needs. You will need a vibrator, your alligator clamps, and a butt plug.” 
 
    I blinked. “What?” I demanded. “A butt plug? Why?”  
 
    Kari laughed. “Because when you’re being an ass, I’m going to plug it.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open. Had Kari just told… a joke? “Are you being serious?” I demanded. 
 
    “Yes, dear heart. Vibrator, clamps, plug. Now.” I swiveled off the bed and was about to put the phone down when I heard one more thing. “Oh, and darling. Keep [bookmark: _7dp8vu]your finger in your cunt while you get everything you need.” 
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   Tussling with an Alligator 08/29/10 
 
      
 
    It seems lately that I get into the most trouble on Saturdays. Not sure why. Maybe it has to do with the fact that I’m a bit bored on Saturdays. Sure, I get up and do my chores. A farm doesn’t run itself. But there’s also the fact that except for the daily stuff, I get a bit of a break. That personal time usually means me getting on the internet and getting on the internet usually means chatting. And if I’m chatting, it means I’m probably having a conversation with somebody who I must call either Mistress or Master.  
 
    I had been sort of on and off all morning yesterday, chatting with Master Barrett. We discussed a lot of things. For example, Master Barrett wanted to know how Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 was going. I told him it was going quite well, and that I was currently stuffed with my Husky dildo. We talked about the disastrous last punishment/assignment, in which I had ended things a tad bit early thanks to a rather violent case of heat rash in some delicate areas. We talked about my incipient horniness and the fact that I was pretty much completely healed. And then… then we talked about doing a Special Weekend Assignment. 
 
    I was taught years ago that when asked to describe what I was wearing there was a certain pattern I’m supposed to follow. You start at your toes. I suppose that makes sense. Usually I’m wearing boots, but that morning I was barefoot, my red painted toes wiggling against the floorboards of my room. Then the legs: I had elected for comfort, rather than utility, so my jeans were in the closet while a pair of gray gym shorts covered my cute little butt. After you’ve described what you’re wearing on your lower half, you go with the top. A decent tee shirt with a red cougar covered my breasts. And lastly you do what’s underneath. So, that would be a rather utilitarian bra and a pair of pink, bikini cut panties.  
 
    Hmmm… I’m wondering if I should add whatever toy is in me to the standard description? I guess so, even though I’ve already told you. I had my Husky Dildo buried quite deeply in my pussy and the panties were holding it in. There. How’s that? I promise from now on all clothing descriptions will also contain information on what I’ve got stuffed inside me. 
 
    Master Barrett felt that my outfit was missing something rather important: clamps. After a bit of wrangling and whining on my part, he reminded me that nympho humiliation pain sluts are supposed to be ready and able, at any time, to accept a torment or punishment. That shut me up. And since he was feeling just a tad bit cruel, and I’d been an annoying little snit, he sent me scurrying to my toybox to grab my alligator clamps.  
 
    Now I’ve got three sets of clamps. My rubber tipped duck billed clamps (standard sex toy), the Japanese Clover clamps (which I’ve used for a few more recent assignments), and a pair of metal toothed alligator clamps which are not your standard sexual fare. I’d gotten those from Mike the Hardware Guy just a few weeks ago. A gift he’d left on my tits after a particularly intense blowjob. While the teeth aren’t exactly sharp, they do bite down rather impressively, leaving little red marks. I’d hate to have you yank them off me, because I’d get torn and bleed a bit. Not exactly the most comfortable. I’d connected them together with a small, light chain. 
 
    I got them out, stripped off my shirt, and was putting them on when I had to deal with one of Master Barrett’s misconception.  
 
    ‘Put the third one on your clit,” he ordered. 
 
    I blinked. “Third one?” I asked. “There isn’t a third one.” 
 
    “What?” He asked incredulously. “Of course, there is.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. I only have these two.” 
 
    “Didn’t Mike put an alligator clamp on your clit?” 
 
    I sighed and shook my head. Part of me wished he had! “Want me to use a clothespin?” I asked tentatively. I had a drawer full of them. He shook his head. 
 
    “Well, that changes things,” he said sadly. “On the other hand, it does provide an opportunity.” 
 
    “It does?” 
 
    “Breanne, for your special weekend assignment, you will dress in nympho humiliation pain slut attire, which means a ridiculously short skirt, a tight tee, sans bra and panties, and high heels. You will attach the alligator clamps you do have to your nipples, and then head to the hardware store. Once there, you will purchase another alligator clamp. Perhaps a larger one would be more appropriate for your clit, and you will put it on immediately. And just to make things more fun, take a vibrator with you. Stop someplace public, lift your skirt, and give yourself two clitoral orgasms before heading home and removing the alligator clamps.” 
 
    I stood there flabbergasted. Oh my. But there was really only one thing I could say. 
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    Me being me, I had to ask for a few clarifications. Without panties, there was no way to keep the Husky Dildo in. Master Barret’s response was to turn up the volume. 
 
    “I think your vibroballs would be appropriate. Make sure they’re on any time you aren’t actually driving.”  And then, Master Barrett made it clear that I could take all three clamps off once I returned to the computer.  
 
    Still in front of the camera, I changed out of my shorts, tugged down my panties, and then took several minutes to remove the Husky Dildo. Why so long? Cause it just happened to keep slipping back in, that’s why! Of course, by then I was lying on my back on the bed, with my legs spread pretty wide apart.  
 
    In the end though, and without cumming, I finally, regretfully, removed my husky toy and slipped in my vibroballs. Two, pink, golf-ball sized spheres slipped into my slit and forced me to figure out what I was going to do with the stupid wire. I could run it up under my skirt to the waist band, and then tuck the controller into the pocket of my denim skirt. Or I could go the other direction, down to the hem, making it rather obvious that I was wired. I opted for the least embarrassing method and when I pulled my skirt up, you could barely tell I was stuffed with a pair of motorized bullets that would rattle and shake inside my pussy.  
 
    My parents were both down the hall in their bedroom, so I shouted out a quick “I’m heading into town for an errand!” and shot out through the door before they had a chance to see my rather questionable state of attire. While the tee shirt wasn’t going to present a problem, the skirt was definitely too short. There was also the possibility that they’d notice the fact that my bra was no longer wrapped around my 36c sized breasts, and that some very strange looking, electrician clamp style, hardware seemed to be clipped to my nipples. And that was just not a conversation that I wanted to have. My pussy felt tight and wet and ready, even without the vibroballs pulsing inside me and as I jumped into my truck, I could feel a trickle of girl goo wetting my thighs, reminding me that the purpose of a nympho humiliation pain slut was to suffer sexually for others. 
 
    Have you ever had alligator clamps on your nipples? They hurt. I know I’ve talked about how painful clothespins can be, and that’s because they bite awfully hard. The alligator clamps Mike the Hardware Guy had given me didn’t close anywhere near as bad as that, but those teeth! You can feel them pressing into your flesh. Worse, my nipples were throbbing, little pulses of pain that sparked upward into my chest. The numbness that normally comes after you wear clothespins on your nipples for any serious length of time doesn’t come with Alligator clamps. And that just meant they continued to hurt. And hurt. And hurt. A constant, acute discomfort that I had to just deal with. 
 
    Like anything though, you become adjusted to it. By the time I made it to the road I was at least in good enough shape to drive. My pussy was reflexively tightening around the vibroballs in anticipation of an orgasm, and that seemed to be intensified by my throbbing nipples. I suspected that had I barely touched my clit, I’m sure I would have cum.  
 
    For a moment, I considered heading to Mike’s store. It would have been the smart thing to do. But I had reservations. Mike had already shown himself willing to interfere with an assignment, and I wasn’t sure that was a good or bad thing. What if he changed Master Barret’s parameters, thus causing me to fail the assignment? Would I be punished for that?  
 
    So, with those questions circulating through my sex-soaked brain, I opted for surety. This was supposed to be an easy assignment, a quick one-hour adventure and I figured after the last time I was at that little hardware store, that I’d be spending quite a bit of time in a back office again were I too make the same mistake. I headed toward one of the really large home improvement stores over by the mall. I parked, took a few moments to compose myself, and checked myself in the mirror. 
 
    While the shirt was decent, the alligator clamps on my nipples were ridiculously obvious. Granted, I had attached both clamps from the bottom, so they lay flat against my breasts, but you could easily see the outlines of both alligator clamps clearly. It was quite fetching, but I’m quite sure it’s not a fashion statement many girls make. I grabbed my purse, smoothed down the back of my skirt, only to feel my bare bottom, and then turned on the vibroballs.  
 
    I set them to medium.  
 
    Inside my sex, the two motorized spheres began shaking and I gasped, standing there in my cork wedges, my hips shaking as my pussy tightened violently. Suddenly the alligator clamps on my nipples didn’t hurt quite so much and a shiver ran through me, making my toes curl and my butt wiggle. I gulped in sudden realization. I didn’t have a whole lot of time. I was going to explode. And soon. I turned my face toward the entrance and headed into the store.  
 
    If you’ve ever been to one of these types of stores then you know how tough it is to find stuff. I’ve been to these places a lot over the years, so I kind of know my way around. Of course, the staff is helpful when you’re dressed like a cowgirl, smelling like horse, looking for whatever. This time however, I was dressed like a two-dollar whore. With half my ass hanging out of the back of the skirt (okay, maybe not quite that much, but still…) I seemed to attract some immediate attention. One young man in a red vest eyed me with enough intensity that I felt violated. So, of course I went up to him. 
 
    “Hi,” I said warmly, smiling. “Can you please tell me where I can find alligator clamps? You know, the kind electricians use?” 
 
    Up to that point, I’d kept one arm up against my breasts, covering the outlines of the clamps currently chewing on my nipples. As I asked my question though, I lowered it down to my side. His eyes widened as he put one and one together and got two. But I’m not sure he was passed the arithmetic stage and into algebra, because I’m relatively positive he didn’t know what the third alligator clamp would be used for. 
 
    Ah… customer service. Sure, he could have just told me aisle blah blah blah. But oh no, he had to lead me there in person. Talk about attentive. Then there was the question of what SIZE alligator clamp did I need. I told him the largest, my breasts still throbbing as the vibroballs rolled and shook in my pussy. I was having trouble just holding still. I tapped my foot as he looked up and down the shelving, wondering when my will was going to break and the explosion, I was now trying to actively resist, was just going to cum popping out. He fished a disturbingly large alligator clamp down, handing it to me, and then he asked what I was going to use it for. 
 
    See what I meant about algebra?  
 
    I glanced around the aisle. No one else there. Cool. I gave him a wicked grin and told him I needed a third clamp for a special place. His eyes immediately went to my breasts and the obvious shape of the alligator clamps already in place. His expression became slightly hysterical but to give him credit he just sort of stood there and let his imagination run a little wild. He licked his lips and then asked the best question yet. 
 
    “Doesn’t that hurt?” he asked. I almost laughed out loud. Does it hurt? Seriously? 
 
    My wicked grin deepened and I nodded. “Terribly. But I’m a bad little girl who deserves punishment.” I held up the nice new exceptionally large alligator clamp, still in its package. “Do I need to take this up front, or can you ring me up back here?” I asked, giving him my million watts please let me buy this so I can clamp it on my clit smile. “I need to put it on as soon as possible. 
 
    He stammered a bit and then took the new alligator clamp from me and we headed back to the hardware desk. He rang me up and I paid cash. He was about to bag it but I shook my head and just took it from him.  
 
    “Are you really going to clip that on yourself?” he asked in worried amazement. Ah… innocence. I love destroying it. 
 
    “Can you come with me for just a moment?” I asked him. He nodded, curious, and I led him across the front aisle into the storage section. As we walked, I could feel the pressure inside me, both from anticipation and from the vibroballs. I closed my eyes, breathing a little fast. I was so close! I found a little corner in the very end where we would have ample time and notice were we to be approached. I quickly stuffed the receipt down between my breasts and then tore open the box. I handed him the package and then, much to his surprise, I lifted my skirt and exposed my rather wet, vibrating, and needy pussy. 
 
    I gave the young man a wicked smile, pinched the alligator clamp open, then with my left hand spread my labia, and then set the toothed clamp over my clitoral hood. It closed easily and… 
 
    And I would like to state for the record, for anyone who happens to be a NHPS. Don’t put an alligator clamp on your clit in the middle of a large hardware store. Especially if you haven’t TESTED the alligator clamp first. Granted, I was going for effect, but I think I may have taken things a bit too far. I didn’t scream, but I certainly let out a rather noticeable wail. My skirt fell, covering me as I pitched forward and clung to my hardware clerk. Tears welled in my eyes and the first thing I thought of doing was removing the clamp. It hurt. Seriously hurt. Pain was shooting up through my loins and it was worse than a pussy whipping. It also made the clamps on my nipples ache even more. I shook, trembling in the arms of my twenty-year-old clerk as I adjusted.  
 
    To be honest, I didn’t really adjust. I accepted. I got USED to it. It took maybe two minutes before the pain had changed to this roaring ache that pounded at me, but I was able to straighten. Had the vibroballs not been in my pussy, rumbling and shaking and pushing me toward orgasm, had I not already been right there at the edge, ready to cum, I’m not sure I could have handled it.  I gave the clerk a hurried, but rather chaste kiss and then slowly waddled out of the store back to my truck. 
 
    Each step was like walking on hot coals, except imagine your panties being filled with them instead of having them pressing on the bottoms of your feet. Getting up into the truck was fun too. Then, still too distracted to drive, I started the engine so I could get some AC, grabbed my vibrator from my purse, turned it to maximum, and flipped up my skirt. I pressed the tip against the new, steel toothed clamp and in seconds I was cumming. Hard. Girl goo squirted out all over the seat and I leaned back, hyperventilating until I managed to calm down.  
 
    I still have trouble believing how quick I came. I looked around. No one had noticed the little fuck slut in the truck masturbating. Or suffering. Struggling, I put the truck into gear and drove out of the lot. It wasn’t easy. Pain was still radiating up from between my legs and frankly, I couldn’t figure out why it hurt so much! Why were the clamps on my nipples only achy, while the one on my clit felt like it was chewing through my clitoris?  
 
    Suddenly, I realized what I needed to do. I turned the wheel hard. It wasn’t that far. The truck crossed under the freeway and a few, agonizing minutes later I pulled into a gravel lot, next to an old, white painted building. Stumbling, I almost fell out of my truck and then hurried into the hardware store. 
 
    The clerk at the front looked at me, but the place seemed empty. I didn’t even say anything. I hurried past and went deeper into the store. My clit was throbbing badly, way more than my nipples, and I went straight up to the manager’s office and knocked in desperation. A moment later, the door opened and a huge man with a well-trimmed beard looked down at me in shock. Then he smiled. 
 
    “Well now,” he said warmly. “My day just got better.” 
 
    My eyes were brimming with tears. “Please?” I begged. “Please help me. It hurts!” And then I fell into his arms. 
 
    Mike pulled me into his office and shut the door, though it felt more like being lifted. My breasts were crushed against his chest and I felt the alligator clamps on my nipples wiggle, but they still didn’t hurt anywhere near what I was experiencing between my legs. Mike showed a massive amount of concern and I could see that he wasn’t acting sexually excited in the slightest.  
 
    “What hurts?” He demanded seriously. “Are you injured?” He set me down on the desk. That of course made my skirt ride up and I just spread my legs and leaned back, my face a mask of agony. Mike eyes widened. He looked up at me. Then back at my pussy. 
 
    “Who the hell put this on you?” He demanded, his hands going straight for my sex. He grabbed hold of the clip, pinched it open, and then dropped it when I let out a scream. His hand came up, covering my mouth, crushing my entire body to his as I cried. But then he let his hand drop and I sobbed into his shoulder. He held me until I was done.  
 
    “Breanne,” he said softly. “Please tell me you didn’t do this to yourself,” he said. 
 
    I nodded. “Assignment. I had to get a new one for my clit,” I managed to blubber. Mike shook his head.  
 
    “I’m an idiot,” he swore softly. “Why didn’t you come here and ask for help?” He lifted the clamp I’d attached to my clit and held it up. “The two on your tits right now? Those aren’t ‘out of the box’. I’ve had those for years and the springs had worn out. They were basically useless. I took a file, dulled the teeth, and that was the only reason I felt they were safe to put on your breasts.” He put a hand on my left boob, under the nipple, and gave me a comforting squeeze. Then he let go, moved around to his chair, and sat down. This was a little awkward because I was still sitting on his desk, with my legs open, skirt rolled up around my waist, my dripping, vibroball buzzing pussy literally just a few inches away from him. 
 
    He ignored it. He picked up the jumbo alligator clip. Then he spun the chair away from the temptation of my pussy, opened a tool chest behind him, and extracted a number of different pliers and a file. I watched as he worked diligently. I heard a snap. Then he pinched the alligator open, testing it. At one point he let it close on the skin between his thumb and forefinger. Then he dulled the sharp, pointy metal toothed edge. 
 
    All while this was happening, I dealt with two things. First, I checked my clit. A row of disturbing red marks had been cut into the sides of my clitoral hood and even down my labia. I wasn’t bleeding, but I could tell it had been close. The second thing I was dealing with was my arousal and incipient orgasm. It was the totality of circumstances. I was literally sitting in front of a very attractive man, with my legs open, enduring incessant sexual stimulation, with my nipples throbbing in time with my pulse, while he fixed a device that I had every intention of putting right back on my clit.  
 
    Because, you know, I’m a fucking idiot.  
 
    Mike tested the clip again on his hand. Satisfied he looked up at me and held it out. I didn’t take it. Instead, I just leaned back a bit more and spread my legs a little wider. His eyebrow went up and he leaned forward, about to put the clip back on my clit. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck me?” I blurted out. 
 
    He looked up. For a moment he just sat there. “Yes. But not today.” 
 
    I blinked. “Not today?” 
 
    He shook his head. “As much as I would love to take you, right here, and right now, I’ve got things to do here at the store. And when I take you, I want to do it right.” 
 
    I bit my lip and then nodded. “Okay.”  
 
    He lifted the clip again. “Are you sure you want this on your clit?” 
 
    I smiled weakly. “It’s an assignment. Is it going to hurt?”  
 
    He shrugged. “It’s a toothed, spring-loaded clamp, Bre. Yes. It’s going to hurt,” he assured me. “But nowhere near as bad as what it was doing before.” He licked his lips, looked at my pussy, and then moved inward. I watched as the steel jaws came up and he positioned the clip to either side of my already quite swollen and damaged clit. Then, with a slow and steady hand, he let the pressure holding the jaws open relax and I felt the metal toothed clamp bite down. 
 
    And it ached. 
 
    But it didn’t really hurt. At least, not very much. I jumped slightly, but then sat up straight, looking down. 
 
    “Oh. Okay,” I whispered.  
 
    Mike looked up at me, concerned. “Are you okay?”  
 
    I nodded. I was already panting. I reached down with one finger and lifted the end of the clamp, feeling it twist and chew on my clit. I gasped and my hips twitched as a pained expression crossed my face. 
 
    “Bre?” Mike said, suddenly worried. “Bre? Is it too much? Is it cutting you?” He half rose out of his seat. 
 
    I clenched my jaw and threw my head back, only to haul my tee shirt up, exposing one breast. My other hand grabbed the alligator clamp on my nipple and twisted as my toes curled and the waves of pressure inside me finally hit the breaking point. 
 
    “Oh,” Mike said in understanding. 
 
    And I exploded. A moment later he was holding me as I made mewling noises into his shoulder. I clung to him, breathing in his scent, my pussy on fire, my clit pulsing with energy that matched my nipples, the vibroballs dancing away inside me. I shuddered and groaned until finally I caught my breath and looked up at him. 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered. He smiled.  
 
    “Still want a date,” he said smugly.  
 
    I laughed. “Of course, you do,” I grinned, still lost in the sexual euphoria I was feeling. 
 
    “And I’m going to do things to you,” he assured me. 
 
    “Of course, you will,” I said dreamily. 
 
    He laughed. “Alright. Go on.” He let me go and I wobbled for a moment, but then caught myself. Slowly, I hopped down from his desk, smoothing down my skirt. I didn’t turn off the vibroballs or take off any of the clamps. I looked at his desk and winced. The top was coated in my cum. He chuckled.  
 
    “Don’t worry about. It needed a cleaning and the idea of you cumming on my desk is just too precious.”  
 
    I nodded. “Thank you, sir.” 
 
    He grinned. I started toward the door and he coughed. “Bre?” 
 
    I looked back at him. “Yes?” 
 
    He pointed at my chest, which was still bare, the silver alligator clamps hanging from my tits, the chain stretched loosely between them. “Your top?” 
 
    I blinked and looked down. “Oh. Oh!” I said in alarm. I hadn’t even realized! I pulled my tee shirt down over my boobs and flashed him another smile. “Are you going to always save me from myself?” 
 
    Mike smiled. “I’ll certainly try.” 
 
    Back in my truck I turned the vibroballs off, but not for long. I drove halfway home, found an appropriate spot, switched them back on to high, and pulled out the six-inch vibrator I’d brought along in my purse. Master Barret had instructed me to masturbate a second time, for a clitoral orgasm and I pressed the motorized dildo against my clit, and then against the jumbo-sized alligator clamp.  
 
    It felt… amazing.  
 
    Did it hurt? Yes. But with a dull throb, shooting pains flashing up through my loins. I stretched out my legs and pulled up my top, not caring if some passing motorist got a glimpse of my still clamped boobs. I worked myself into a frenzy, my pussy clenching around the vibroballs, my clit tingling and aching and wanting. Then the dam broke for the third time, another orgasm rocked through me. Endorphins and adrenaline rushed through my veins and I felt incredible.  
 
    When I came down from my natural high, the seat was soaked, my pussy was tender, and the ache from all three clamps was almost unbearable. I’d had them on way to long. But I knew I wasn’t permitted to take them off. Not yet. I licked the vibrator clean and put it away, then headed for home. By the time I parked the truck in front of the house, all I could think about was getting the clamps off. All of them. I burst into the kitchen and hurried into the living room, heading for the stairs. 
 
    And froze as my father looked up at me. I could see the wheels turning as he studied my super short skirt, the obvious alligator clamp shaped bulges at the tips of my breasts, my blotchy cheeks, and the wetness on my thighs. I blinked. I’d seen that look before in men. Just not from my own dad.  
 
    He licked his lips for a moment, then said, “I guess you had fun.” I blushed scarlet and then unfroze. I scrambled upstairs humiliated and hurting, to throw myself at the computer, to beg Master Barrett to let me remove the clamps. 
 
    At first, he didn’t answer. I did the private message equivalent of screaming. Finally, he came on and I begged him to let me take off the clamps.  
 
    “Strip. Let me see them,” he demanded. I stood up and practically tore off my shirt, shucking out of my skirt. I stood there, naked, hurting, wet. “You may remove the vibroballs from your cunt, and the clamp on your clit, but you’ll need to use the vibrator or the Husky dildo and masturbate for me immediately.”  
 
    Whimpering, I pulled the vibroballs out of my slit, licking at them per his instructions. Then I grabbed the Husky, thrust it deep into my pussy, and worked myself into another orgasm. Number four. I collapsed into my chair, legs obscenely spread, nipples still clamped, the Husky dildo wet and half out of my dripping slit. I was dazed. Exhausted. And damn it, my nipples hurt. 
 
    “You may remove one of the nipple clamps,” Master Barret said simply. 
 
    I blinked. “Just one?”  
 
    “Just the one, and you’ll pay a price for it.” 
 
    “A price,” I repeated numbly. 
 
    And Master Barrett demanded another orgasm. 
 
    Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2 expressly states that I must be ready to endure a painful punishment at anytime, anywhere, for anyone. The rule is clear. So, I tried. I had already cum three times in the last hour, and it would be my fifth orgasm of the day. Besides, I was sore, still hurting, and to be honest, I was sated.  
 
    I pumped the husky in and out, and while it felt good, it was taking a bit of time to get back to my sexual peak. Master Barrett asked what the problem was, and why I wasn’t cumming. My typing one handed wasn’t the best, but I begged for more time. I could feel myself ripening, it was just slow going.  
 
    I was halfway there when he interrupted. “Breanne, do you need to have the large alligator clamp placed back on your clit?”  
 
    The very thought of it catapulted me up to sexual urgency as my mind imagined the alligator clamp latching back on to my clit. My pussy quivered and I imagined reeling with the pain, the agony, the intensity. My brain recollected the pain I’d felt, the perfection on Mike’s desk.  I gasped, so close… 
 
    I tore. Not physically mind you, but mentally. Part of me screamed “NO WAY!” The last thing I wanted was to put that alligator clamp back on my clit, to feel that pain. But there was another part, a quieter part, a more desperate part, a darker part that whispered, “Oh yes…. Hurt me. Clamp me. Make me do it. Keep it on me. Oh yes… I want to cum with the alligator biting me…”  
 
    Master Barrett never heard that little war. Instead, I exploded, rather intensely too. My body shook with release, even as the aches and pains of my torment reemerged a little quicker than I had hoped. Master Barrett congratulated me, and then, since my mom was calling me down for lunch, let me go.  
 
    Aching, sore, and satisfied, I pushed the Husky dildo back into place, pulled my panties up and then got into my shorts and tee shirt. I felt… incredible. I put my toys away, the alligator nipple clamps on the chain… the jumbo alligator clamp, the vibroballs, the vibrator. All of it.  
 
    So, what happens next time? Who knows? But the secret is out. When push came to shove, the little redheaded nympho humiliation pain slut wanted more. And I suspect that next time, my master won’t be so lenient. 
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   Vibration Hell – 09/06/10 
 
      
 
    I had trouble sleeping. I’m not sure why, though I suspected it was due to still feeling the aftereffects of yesterday’s torment. Touching my sore and swollen clit didn’t help. It hurt, but then the urge to rub just became more unbearable. I just couldn’t sleep like this. I wanted to cum.  
 
    Or maybe it was something else too. Not just the need. Anticipation? The fluttering of nervousness? The roller coaster of dread mingling with terrified excitement? I'd been experiencing it for the last several days, ever since I’d begged Kari to let me come over. You wouldn't believe what it cost me either. Kari does nothing for free, and while she's rolling in money and wouldn't accept any from me anyway (not that I have a bunch either), I knew I would owe her.   
 
    But how did I get to this point? Well, after my disastrous screw up with Master Barrett's assignment, immediately followed by my disastrous screw up completing the punishment, I had a very frank and apologetic discussion with Master Barrett about reparations. What could I do (or suffer) to get back into his good graces? Master Barret asked me to contact a few of my other online doms and get their opinion as well. That went about as well as I expected. Almost all of them were in favor of me repeating the assignment, except with worse torments, or submitting to Master Barrett in some sort of apology assignment, heavy on the pain and punishment. In fact, even Master Barrett was in favor of that, since it was obvious that environmental conditions precluded me from doing the vibration punishment over. I knew what he wanted though. He wanted my clit to be shaken to a point where I couldn’t think straight. So, I made an offer: I'll go to Kari's place. Let her tie me down spread-eagled, stuffed with a vibrator, butt plug, and wearing my butterfly clitoral stimulator, and stay like that for 12 hours. 12 Hours of non-stop, clit-shaking, mind-numbing, terrible sexual stimulation.  
 
    I had hoped this would be sufficient. But it turned out that practically everyone wanted me not only to suffer for the 12-hour vibration session with Kari, but ALSO to redo the assignment with a new punishment. 
 
    So, was it any kind of surprise that I was tingling with anticipation? Saturday night I shaved, washed, and even put off masturbating, all in preparation of being tied helpless while suffering maximum toy abuse. Of course, I was still following NHPS Rule #1, and was stuffed with ben wa balls, but all in all, I thought I was in good condition. Sunday morning, I got up, did my chores, ignored the pulsing wetness between my legs, and then headed off to Kari's apartment. 
 
    The drive was uneventful and I had my bag with me. It held my vibroballs, my butt plug, the butterfly stimulator, and of course, the tingly cold hot cream. I really hadn't dressed up either, because I knew I'd spend practically my whole day naked, so it was just a pair of flip flops, gym shorts, white cotton bikini panties, and a tee shirt. I hadn't bothered with a bra. I arrived at Kari's luxury apartment complex, found a parking spot, grabbed my backpack, and headed up the three flights of stairs to her door. Putting my bag down on the doorstep, I hurriedly glanced around. It wasn't quite light out, but the sky was already steel gray and I was just a tad bit early. The balcony entrance was somewhat sheltered, but there were at least two other doors within view, not to mention half the opposite building. An entire row of windows was facing me. I checked each one for movement, for a face, but after a quick scan, felt somewhat confidant that I had a moment’s privacy. Because there was something else I had to do before knocking on my former mistress' door. 
 
    I kicked off my flip flops and stuffed them in my bag. Then I removed my tee shirt, exposing my breasts to the still warm dawn air. My shorts and panties followed next, removed expediently with my thumbs. Everything got shoved into my bag and I picked it up, nerves humming at my nakedness in public, and knocked on Kari's door. It reminded me of college. This happened a lot back then, usually when I forgot my keys. 
 
    I admit, I was surprised when the door opened and it was not Kari who answered. I found my naked self-looking at a similarly undressed, but intensely masculine body. Tall, muscular, with zero flab and some rippling abs, stood Kari’s boy toy, Robert. A light bit of beard covered his jaw, but what drew my eyes was the black leather harness that was strapped around his groin It forced his cock, which was amazingly hard and extended. My eyes widened and I couldn’t help it. I reached out, wrapped my fingers around his full length, and just held him. A look of frustration crossed his face and he backed up, pulling me in, just using my grip on his penis. 
 
    "Geeze, Bre. You didn't need to strip on the doorstep," Robert said ruefully. I gave him a small disbelieving smile and kept a hold on his manhood. He let the door close and then gently disengaged my fingers from his cock. I let out a disappointed sigh, but then turned stepped into the beautifully decorated apartment. Kari's personal tastes change depending on whatever project she is working on. Right now, her furniture and art are a mix of modern and renaissance. It's not me, but it sure is her. I looked back at Robert. 
 
    "Where's Kari?" I asked. 
 
    Robert grinned. "She's out right now. She asked me to get you set up." 
 
    My heart thudded a bit. Kari was out? Robert was going to do this to me? I felt my pussy contract around the ben wa balls. It was still a few minutes before seven and I looked at him speculatively. "Can I reward you for helping me out?" 
 
    Another warm smile. "What did you have in mind?" as asked. 
 
    I didn't reply. I just went to my knees and had my mouth around that incredible cock in like seconds. I've sucked on Robert several times before, including some rather brutal milking sessions, which I still sort of feel bad about. But no matter how many times I suck on him, I always like to do it. My tongue swirled around the tip of his leather-bound cock and the groan I elicited from him made me smile. I could feel his pulse throbbing right through his full length and a moment later I was bobbing my head enthusiastically, sucking and licking on his rod. 
 
    Part of me recognizes that I might have been trying to soften him up before he tied me down, but I can be altruistic too. Maybe I just wanted the poor man to cum? Except, with that damn harness wrapped tightly around both his cock and balls, it took me almost ten minutes of enthusiastic sucking before I realized that all I was doing was torturing him.  
 
    “Bre, can’t cum like this,” he groaned. I didn’t stop though. I ran my fingernails over his scrotal sack, scratching lightly. He gasped and I tried to deepthroat him. Instead, he gently disengaged me and pulled me to my feet. Then he wrapped his arms around me, my bare breasts against his chest, and I felt his cock press up between my legs. I shifted my hips to accept him, to let him thrust into me (damn the ben wa balls! Full speed ahead!) but he didn’t take advantage of it. I whimpered, whining just enough to let him know that what I really wanted him to do was throw me down on the couch, spread my legs, open, yank out the ben wa balls, and then plug himself into my pussy, pounding hard until not even that harness could prevent him from cumming.  
 
    Then he let me go. We aren't lovers, not like that. Sex partners occasionally, sure. I think what really bonds us together is that he is the longest lasting boy toy Kari has ever had. I was her submissive too. I submitted to Kari from the time I was fifteen to my twentieth birthday. At least sexually. Mentally I’d been hers for far longer, and still belonged to her.  
 
    “Come on,” he said roughly, clearly in the same sort of agony of denial that I was feeling. “Let’s get you set up.” He led me down the hall to the bedroom. Kari’s sleeping chamber was huge, at least the size of the living room, and it was dominated by a massive, king sized bed with modern, black, metal frame foot and headboards. The comforter was white, as were the sheets, and they were turned down, leaving a broad expanse of bed, clearly ready for me. But even more interesting was the box, right in the middle, covered in shiny, expensive looking scarlet giftwrap, with a fancy, crimson lace bow. I gave Robert a curious look and he blushed.  
 
    "It's from both of us. I helped pick it out," Robert told me with a warm mischievous grin. 
 
    I tore into it. Gifts from Kari were almost always perverted in nature and I had trouble imagining what kind of diabolical toy could possibly be contained in such a big box. My jaw fell when I saw the picture on the side and tore into the cardboard. 
 
    Clearly, someone had already opened the container and when I extracted the contents, I stared in dismay. It was mostly made of black leather, custom stitched and cut, and consisted of a belt that both buckled and locked. It was also clearly made for a woman’s hips. But more interestingly, the buckle was on the side. The reason was due to a pair of attachment points positioned at the front and back. These clips were for another specially designed piece of leather, which apparently was supposed to go between my legs. I gulped as my eyes found a plastic bump on the inside, just above a rather large and impressive looking silicone covered phallus, which was only a few inches away from a shorter, but much thicker, plug. My mouth went dry and I looked up at Robert. 
 
    He nodded. “Yeah. It’s like the one I’m wearing,” he admitted. “When she ordered yours, she got this one for me,” he said, gesturing down at his own harness. I looked back at the plug, eyes widening. He winced and nodded. 
 
    “Oh,” I said weakly. I hadn’t even suspected that Robert’s bottom was plugged. 
 
    I swallowed again. “Well, it’s nice,” I said softly, grimacing, holding it between my fingers like a dead rat. “And I appreciate the gift,” I added. “But I’m supposed to be vibrated today.” 
 
    Robert laughed. He leaned forward and I felt his dick graze my hip. “It does vibrate. Here. Look.” He reached out and took the harness. First, he pressed on the outside of the crotch strap, right where the plastic bump was located on the inside. To my shock, I could hear a tiny motor start up and when I looked, the small nodule was shaking. I suddenly realized that if I’d been wearing the harness, that little vibrator would have been pressed directly against my clit.  
 
    Then Robert touched a spot where the first phallus was located. The seven-inch-long synthetic cock immediately began shaking, the motor twice as loud as the one in the little plastic knob. I tried to imagine what having that in my pussy would feel like, especially with the clitoral stimulation. But while I focused on that, Robert moved down to the now obvious anal plug, pressed the base, and a third motor was suddenly added to the mix.  
 
    “It’s a chastity belt,” Robert explained.  
 
    I stared at him, just a tad bit horrified. “How on earth can that be considered a chastity belt?” I asked stupidly. “It does nothing but fuck me?” 
 
    Robert laughed. “But no one else will be fucking you.” 
 
    I frowned. “Well, that’s a fucking disappointment,” I said, crossing my arms. Robert quickly turned all the motors off and silence filled the room. “I don’t see why I need to wear that.” 
 
    "Kari felt that the vibroballs and your butterfly were insufficient. I’m also supposed to tell you that this is yours. Permanently. Kari wants you to wear it often," Robert said.  
 
    My eyes widened. Oh shit. 
 
    "So, let's get you in it," he said amiably. 
 
    I looked at the chastity belt. "Don't you want to fuck me instead?" I whined. 
 
    Robert laughed. "Breanne, I'd love to screw your cute little pussy until you were cross-eyed and your tongue was hanging out, but this harness is so tight there is no way that I'm going to explode, so it's just torment for me." 
 
    "Oh," I replied, a bit disappointed. 
 
    "But let's get you going, okay? What do you have in you?" He lifted up his hand and I gasped as he cupped my sex. His fingers slid up between my petals and I spread my legs, my fingers gripping his biceps. I let out a soft groan as he extracted the softly ringing ben wa balls. He set them on the nightstand, where they left a nice wet spot on the glass topped table. Then he opened the drawer, extracted a bottle of sex gel and lubricated not only the anal plug, but the vaginal probe and even placed a dab on the clitoral bump.  
 
    “Alright,” he said simply. “The belt goes on first, then we clip the crotch band to the front.” He held up the appropriate part. “Then I can use these tightening buckles to make sure that the plug and phallus are in deep.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. “Right,” I whispered. The whole concept terrified me. Stuck in a leather harness? With a vibrating plug up my ass?  
 
    I picked up the waist belt and buckled it on, trying to ignore the fact that my fingers were trembling. The inside was felted, or maybe fur lined. I’m not sure, but it was insanely soft and comfortable. Then I faced Robert and he attached the front end of the crotch strap. I spread my legs as he threaded the hardware mounted leather between my thighs and a moment later I gasped as I felt the tip of the vaginal phallus touch my pussy. There was a click behind me, right at the small of my back, and about an inch of rubber cock slipped into my sex. 
 
    I groaned.  
 
    Robert chuckled at the noise. “Like that?” He asked. 
 
    I nodded. “It’s… it’s…” I began to say, but then he tugged on something. I felt my entire body lift up, but not before a hell of a lot more dildo slid into my cunt. I let out a little squeal, this time feeling another sensation, right against my bottom. I tightened up, expecting the worst, but Robert gave the belt another yank and this time I cried out as the thick plug was forced up into my ass. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I whimpered, bending over, bracing myself on the bed.  
 
    Robert pulled again. “It has to get seated correctly.”  
 
    I clenched hard. “It’s too big!” I blubbered. 
 
    Robert snorted. “No, it’s not. Stop clenching.” 
 
    “I’m not clenching!” I said.  
 
    And with that, he gave me a sharp, hard swat. I yelped, tightened up, then relaxed involuntarily. Robert gave me another hard yank at almost the same moment and I felt the full four inches of thick rubber pop into place as my bottom tightened around it.  
 
    “Fuck!” I blurted out, both in discomfort and embarrassment. I turned to glare at him. 
 
    Robert blushed. “Sorry about the spank. That’s what Kari does to me when I won’t loosen up.” 
 
    I frowned. “Well, just for that I’m not going to fuck you right now,” I said spitefully.  
 
    He blinked.  
 
    I sighed. “Now what?” I asked.  
 
    “Now you climb up on the bed and spread your arms and legs so I can get you tied down.” 
 
    With a sigh and a quivering, tight, clenching pussy and an aching ass, I did as asked and laid down. The bed was soft and huge and I'm sure I looked a little silly, wearing the equivalent of black leather panties. I spread my feet wide and lifted my arms above my head.  Geeze, I felt full! Robert bent down out of sight at the corners and produced some rather impressive lengths of soft, nylon cordage. The ropes were already tied to the frame, so all Robert had to do was wrap them around my wrists and ankles. He evidently knew his knots because I groaned as he pulled me taut. A few minutes later I could barely move. Robert then pulled something new out of the side table drawer. Two silver cylinders dangled from a pair of duck billed nipple clamps.  
 
    “What are those?” I asked, feeling just a little bit of trepidation. Afterall, I was tied up, helpless. I had a right to be concerned. 
 
    "Kari said that if you are going to endure real vibration punishment, it has to be everywhere.” He plumped up my left breast and quickly attached the clamp. It didn't hurt, not like my alligator clamps do, but it was tight and I knew that no amount of shaking on my part would relieve the pressure or dislodge the clamp. He climbed up on the bed and leaned across me to apply the other one. His cock was quite close. I turned my head in a rather vain attempt to reach it. I so wanted it in my mouth.  
 
    He glanced at the clock. "Two minutes," he said. “Then I will turn it all on.” It wasn't quite seven yet. I sighed and made a rude noise. 
 
    "Oh, just start it." I complained. He laughed. 
 
    "If I do, it will mean an extra two minutes for you." 
 
    I responded by sticking out my tongue. It wasn't very lady like, but he got the message and bent down to my crotch. 
 
    The first thing that roared to life was the anal plug. It was a decidedly odd experience. I've had a vibrator in my ass before, but it was nothing like this. I clenched around it, my body involuntarily responding to the intense tremors coming from my rear end. I could literally feel my butt cheeks vibrating and they were pressed to the bed! Then the vaginal dildo came to life, also shaking madly. Involuntarily, my legs jerked as I tried to close up, only to find that I had about two inches of available movement. My eyes widened as the sensation swept through me.  
 
    Then the small bump above my clit began pulsing with added intensity. Little spurts of intense pleasure shot through my groin and I think I let out a wail or a gasp or something because as soon as Robert finished between my legs, he shoved a dildo gag into my mouth and buckled it firmly around my head. My hips were already dancing up and down as my libido went from zero to sixty in about five seconds. I was close to cumming when he turned on the nipple vibrators. And then I did cum. 
 
    My entire body tightened in rhythmic spasms as my back arched. My hips pumped upward frantically as I lifted my butt off the bed, quivering in sweet ecstasy. I groaned around the gag as I shuddered, my ass, my pussy, my clit, and both nipples were all being directly stimulated, shaken, tormented, and most of them at slightly different speeds. My hips were still doing twitchy little dance, even as the sexual euphoria washed over me and my adrenaline levels came back down. I lay there, panting hard, my breath buzzing around the gag as I recovered from my orgasm. But even then, I could feel it. My pussy was already tightening back up, my clit slowly tenderizing, my ass puckering around the plug, and my nipples tingling from the vibrator clamps. 
 
    Robert sat and watched me for a while, but then he got up and left the room, leaving me to my own devices. And by devices, I mean the five separately powered, slightly unbalanced, electrical motors fucking me silly. Time seemed to slow down as my nervous system was subjected to non-stop stimulation and the fact that almost every vibrator was positioned in a sensitive spot, packed with nerve bundles, made me realize that perhaps I’d bitten off more than I could chew. Within fifteen more minutes I had another orgasm, squealing out my release through the dildo gag. It was a hard one, more caustic and laced with an edge. I know Robert heard me because he came into the room and asked me if I was okay, but he didn’t even come up to the bed. Dazed and trembling, I just laid there, trying to catch my breath as the little earthquake simulators continued their mad dance. 
 
    If I turned my head, I could see the clock on Kari's bedside table. It was digital and the red numbers seemed to move with agonizing slowness. After the second orgasm I started to twitch, a flurry of involuntary spasms rippling through my body. Each passing minute began to feel more and more intense and I began to feel sensitive. There wasn't any friction though and I was well lubricated, even on my clitoris, but the sensation of the non-stop tremors was getting to be like an itch you just can't scratch. It's always there, in the back of your mind, threatening to overwhelm you. I made it all the way through the first hour before the pressures inside me built to another explosive level, and this time, when I orgasmed, it was clitoral, rather than vaginal. I screeched through the gag, toes curling as my hips jerked up and down. I vaguely remember Robert looking in on me as I thrashed around on his bed, my pussy locked tight around the thick, vibrating phallus inside me. I closed my eyes with a choked sob, my mouth aching around the dildo gag as the vibrators didn’t let me down from the cliffs, and instead, started swinging me around, dragging me back up to the edge of the orgasmic abyss. 
 
    By eight thirty I was not quite right in the head. My hips had gone into overdrive and I was thrusting against the chastity belt as if I could drive the vibrators in and out of my body. My clit felt as if someone had their finger pressed against it and was shaking it back and forth. Waves of… well, not pleasure, but something else, washed over me with electric intensity and I whimpered loudly as my arms and legs felt leaden. I shuddered, sinking into the sheets, a sheen of perspiration across my skin, my arms and legs heavy and weighted down with imaginary iron. Even had I been loose, I don't think I would have moved much... except to turn off the vibrators. 
 
    My vision swam and I couldn’t even look at the clock. My body ached and the horrible purr of the vibrator against my clit burned. Tears streamed down from the corners of my eyes and I lay there, my chest rising and falling, nipples throbbing from the vibrator clamps as I tried to cope. I imagined myself in some sort of medieval torture chamber, my tormentors scrubbing at my nipples and clit with brushes, while someone jammed a massive dildo into my bottom, all at the same time. My knees quivered as sudden I screamed, the sound muted by the gag, as I pulled hard on my bindings. 
 
    Nothing happened.  
 
    Exhaustion overwhelmed me and I blubbered a bit as my hips quieted. I just lay there as my nerves began to numb. 
 
    A little after nine o'clock Robert came back into the room. He started at my breasts, switching off the vibrating clamps and then removing them. I had been wearing them for two hours and despite the fact that they hadn’t been on that tight, the loss of circulation had an effect. The moment the clamps released, the rush of blood going back into the crushed nubs revitalized my nerves. I bit down on the dildo gag, screeching. It was agony! He grabbed my breasts, giving them a soft, but through kneading, only to move his hands away, going down between my legs. He turned off the vibrators between my legs. Glory. I can't even begin to explain how that dead silence felt.  
 
    Steadily, he freed me, releasing my right leg, pumping it up and down, moving it back and forth.  
 
    “Do you need to use the bathroom?” He asked. 
 
    I shook my head. Just stopping the vibrations was enough. I groaned as he secured my right leg back to the corner of the bed. Then he went to my left side. Robert worked around my body, untying one limb at a time, moving it, stretching it, bending it, until he felt reasonably sure that I was okay. Then he took out the dildo gag, which was the true blessing. 
 
    "I'll put it back in if you scream," he said. I nodded, licked my lips and worked my mouth to try and relieve some of the discomfort. 
 
    “Where’s Kari?” I whispered. 
 
    Robert shrugged. “I told you. She had errands to run this morning. I’m not sure when she will be back.” He gave me a long look, his cock still hard and sticking straight out. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Ready for what?” I asked, my arms and legs still outstretched, pussy and ass stuffed.  
 
    He laughed. “For more vibrations.”  
 
    I closed my eyes. “I didn’t think…” I gulped. “I didn’t think it would be this hard.” A number of thoughts went through my head. Twelve hours? What the fuck was I thinking? Two had almost killed me! And I was going to be here, stretched out spread-eagled, buzzing and fucking for another ten? Was I fucking insane? “Robert? Could I maybe have them on at a lower level?” I whispered. 
 
    Robert looked up at my eyes, a sad sort of expression on his face. “Breanne,” he said softly. “They were already set at the lowest levels.” 
 
    That’s when the horror of what was happening really began to sink in.  
 
    He again started between my legs, switching the various probes on, the same speeds as before. I groaned, trying to keep quiet. I didn't want to have to wear the gag again. I felt the vaginal probe start up, and then the anal, followed immediately by the clit bump buzzing and pulsing away. As my hips began churning Robert came back up to my breasts and quickly reattached the nipple clamp vibrators. My nipples ached, even before he clamped them, but when he started the vibrations I moaned, my face flinching. He moved to the end of the bed and with his fingers, began rubbing the bottom of my bare foot, watching as spasms rippled through my frame. I gritted my teeth as pleasure overwhelmed me, along with that same, caustic tingle of over-stimulation, but damn it, I orgasmed again. My nipples and clit felt like I was being teased with a cheese grater, a tiny one, and each short pass sent waves of hurt shooting through me. The problem was that those waves were centered on my sexual bits. As a masochist who gets off on being hurt, this created a sort of feedback loop. Each little bit of pain just turned me on more. I panted, then groaned, and when the orgasm hit me, I couldn’t help myself. I clenched my jaw, screeching as my pussy seemed to burn. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later I had the gag back in and I was left to stew in my own juices. Robert walked out, his cock a dark red, almost purplish color and I knew that what he really wanted to do was stick it in me. I felt sorry for him, but the intensity of the torment being inflicted upon me was a bit distracting. It felt as if my clit were being licked, or stroked, or abraded with something rough. Time crawled and I squirmed, twitching madly, trying to struggle free. Spasms rippled through my frame and a mixture of boredom and overstimulation left my brain struggling to cope, the pain and pleasure mixing in my empty head, until I wasn’t even capable of rational decision making. I lay there, panting, cumming, whimpering, hurting, until Robert came back once again, to check on me.   
 
    He released the clamps on my breasts and shut down the motor pressed to my clit. The two dildos inside me went still and I let out a sob as he pulled the gag out of my mouth. Everything seemed sharp and cutting. The light, the air, even the bed sheets, and most especially the bump over my clit. Even my skin felt as if it had been stretched tight and then shredded. This time, my tormentor untied me completely, leaving each limb free until he pulled the dildo gag out of my mouth. I pulled my arms and legs in, curling up as I turned onto my side in a fetal position. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth and just lay there.  
 
    “Breanne,” he said firmly. “Come on. Let’s go to the bathroom.” He pulled on my arm, but I didn’t move. With a sigh, he sat down on the side of the bed and ran his fingers over my body. He touched me everywhere except on the chastity belt, and on my breasts. It was a comfort and about five minutes later I relaxed. I pressed my face into the pillow. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. “I can’t do this!”  
 
    Robert chuckled. “If anyone can, it’s you Bre,” he said encouragingly. “You’ve done four hours already! You only have eight more to go.”  
 
    My brain, which might not have been working at its normal speed, took a while to process that number. “Eight?” I whispered. Eight more hours of sexual torment? Was I fucking nuts? Slowly, I sat up. Robert’s cock was still hard, but he helped me up from the bed and walked me to the bathroom. I braced myself against the vanity as he unbuckled the crotch belt and then extracted the butt plug and vaginal vibrator.  
 
    I let out a groan. 
 
    Talk about sweet relief.  
 
    “I’ll give you a few minutes of privacy. When you’re ready, come out and I’ll put the chastity belt back on you.” 
 
    I bit my lip and nodded.  
 
    He smiled, gave me a little wave, and took the crotch belt and the associated hardware with him. “Call out if you need anything.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. “An Electro Magnetic Pulse device would be nice,” I muttered. But I don’t think he heard me.   
 
    I spent some time in the bathroom. Probably around twenty minutes. I needed the time just to catalogue the hurts inflicted on my body, and the mental fuckery that had screwed up my synapses. My clit was tender, but now that there were no vibrations going straight into it, recovering nicely. My pussy was easily the best. The seven-inch-long vibrator hadn’t been anything my cunt couldn’t handle. My bottom on the other hand, ached. Four inches of rubber jammed up your butt is never a good thing. I used the restroom, went to the sink, cleaned up, and when I finally felt vaguely human again, went back out into the bedroom. 
 
    Robert was waiting for me.  
 
    “Can we please fuck now?” I asked gingerly, hoping to spare myself.  
 
    He laughed and pointed to the bed. “Just climb up and kneel on all fours. I’ll get the chastity belt in place. 
 
    I bit my lip. “I’ll suck your cock again,” I offered.  
 
    He sighed. “Tell you what, I’ll let you suck me, but you’ll have to be wearing the chastity belt and clamps while you do it.” 
 
    I stuck my tongue out. “Spoil sport.” But I climbed up onto the bed and stuck my ass in his general direction.  
 
    Robert must have cleaned the equipment because when he brought it back toward me, I could see that there was fresh lubrication on all the inside bits. I whimpered a bit when they went in, the vaginal probe first followed by the anal plug. It was intense. I looked at the clock as Robert got me situated and moved back into a spread-eagled position. Around eleven thirty. He retied me then, securing my hands and feet, spreading me tightly across the bed. As soon as I couldn't move, he reached down between my legs, unlocked the covering of the crotch belt, and quickly activated all three vibrating toys. 
 
    The first thing I realized is that he must have changed a few batteries as well. Near the end of four hours of non-stop vibration the dildo and anal plug had been running at a much slower pace. The new juice certainly added some zest to things and I found myself bucking madly after ten minutes. Robert came around and applied both nipple clamps again. I burst into tears as the tingles surrounded me, burning into my skin. My clit felt sore and sensitive and I could already feel the building orgasm rising behind the edge of discomfort. To comfort me, Robert stayed right there, lying on the bed next to me as I tried to deal with the vibrators. 
 
    “Fresh b-b-batteries?” I asked.  
 
    Robert nodded. “Yes. But I also turned up the settings. At least for the anal and vaginal vibrators.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “What?” I gasped. He nodded.  
 
    “Kari’s orders,” he explained simply. “The first four hours are to be on low. The second four hours, on medium.” 
 
    Another shudder flowed through me as I processed that. Even in my distracted and sexually aroused state, I could do the math. “What about the last four hours?” I whispered. 
 
    Robert shrugged. He reached down to my breast and lifted the vibrating pendant away from my boob, though the same action caused my nipple to get twisted and tugged on. That only made me tighten more, moaning.  
 
     I had another orgasm about fifteen minutes later and Robert was forced to gag me once again as the waves of acute pleasure tore through me. My loins tightened as my pussy quivered against the tremors as my own personal earthquake continued to rumble between my legs. Robert stared down at me as I thrashed, yanking hard against the ropes, Kari’s bed, and my own, slight frame as the climax roared. Then, panting, I twitched as my over-stimulated nipples and clit and pussy, changed their tune from “YES! FUCK YES!” to “NO! FUCK NO!” My toes curled and I bit down on the dildo gag.  
 
    It was torture. Plain and simple. Sure, there was a sexual component to it. And yes, as a masochist, that torment was driving me right back toward another orgasm. But it was the kind of explosion that has a biting edge. Ever get a canker sore in your mouth? You know how it hurts when you press your tongue against it? But it also feels good? It’s a different kind of pain? 
 
    Imagine that happening to your fucking clitoris.  
 
    As the minutes ticked by, I realized I felt a new sensation, one not associated with the fire coming from between my legs. I glanced at clock, trying to understand the different sensation, when I realized what it was. 
 
    I was hungry. But that didn’t stop the vibrators.  
 
    Gagged, I was unable to express my frustration to Robert in any other way than squeals, moans, whimpers, and muted screams, but other than making some expressions of concern, he left me alone. I shuddered hard, my thoughts now a circular loop that emphasized my discomfort, separated with flashes of acute and utter pleasure. I vacillated between extremes. My mind turned to slush as my body overloaded on adrenaline and endorphins. Each shake of the motors between my legs felt like an avalanche, hurtling down the mountain to engulf me. Like a victim of Chinese Water torture, I was close to losing it. Sure, the sexual release was incredible, but all it did was make me even more exhausted, more susceptible, more easily abused by continuing. I closed my eyes, tears streaming down the sides of my face.  
 
    I didn't even hear the front door open or hear Kari calling until she was in the room, running her hands up and down my body. She got my attention simply by placing the heel of her palm against the base of the vaginal probe and pushing. The added pressure sent another wave of orgasm through me and I spent the next few minutes gasping and trembling as my body dealt with another round of orgasmically induced bliss. 
 
    "Having fun yet, Bre?" she asked me, leaning over as I twitched violently. I could smell her perfume. Lilac. I could barely focus on her. That's how out of it I was. Kari evidently thought so too because she reached down, grabbed the nipple clamps and the vibrators attached to my breasts and literally ripped them off me. Thank God they were duck bills and not alligators! I screamed by that didn't stop Kari from bending down, her mouth covering my throbbing nipple. She sucked hard on my tit, sending a fresh wave of sensation through my bosom, before letting go. Then her hand slapped at my breast, spanking my heavy boob. She climbed up onto the bed, kneeling next to me, and proceeded to spank and smack my breasts silly, back and forth until I was rolling my head in pain. Then she pinched my nipples, hard. I sobbed into the dildo gag she grabbed hold of the nipple clamp vibrators and put them back on me. 
 
    "I brought lunch. I'll get it prepared and then you can come and eat" she said softly, giving me a kiss on the cheek. I hope my tears tasted sweet, because at that particular moment, I hated her.  
 
    Robert followed Kari out of the bedroom and I was left alone. My chest hurt, my nipples were sore, my clit felt as if someone was rubbing sandpaper back and forth across it and my ass and pussy were in the grip of some strange phenomenon where my muscles alternated between tightening and loosening in this sexual rocking, thrusting movement that did nothing to relieve my needs. 
 
    And damn it, I was hungry. 
 
    They left me like that for another fifteen or so minutes and then Robert appeared. His cock was bright red, and I mean seriously red, as if it had just been slapped around or rubbed raw. And he was still wearing his harness. He ignored the discomfort though. He untied my feet and I immediately pressed my legs together, trying to deal with the sensations coming from the embedded vibrators. It didn't help much. Then I remember my arms being released, my hands flying to my breasts and then his rough hands were grabbing me, lifting me up and twisting my arms behind my back. I heard the snick snick of hand cuffs and the next thing I knew I was being marched forward out of the bedroom, the heavy nipple clamp vibrators dangling from my breasts even as the chastity belt continued to send waves of caustic stimulation up into my body. It was awful. 
 
    Robert marched me to the dining room. I don't know what I was expecting, but a nice lunch of oriental food wasn't it. He sat me down, still not freeing my hands, and I watched as the blonde goddess I worshiped moved next to me. Kari offered me some sweet and sour chicken, held up on a fork, and I was barely aware of opening my mouth and eating. Have you ever eaten while being sexually tortured? I was having trouble even thinking straight, much less chewing. I was constantly pulling on the handcuffs, my nipples felt as if they were being yanked off, and I was literally shaking from the clitoral stimulation. Robert sat down across from us, his own lunch on a plate, and began eating.  
 
    “How has Breanne done this morning, dear?” Kari asked in a friendly, conversational tone. 
 
    Robert smiled. “She’s been amazing. She’s handled everything.”  
 
    Kari gave her boytoy a warm smile. “That’s nice to know. Did she try to seduce you?” 
 
    Robert’s eyes flickered to mine. I gave him a little shake of my head and tried to communicate silently, but I could already see he was going to be honest. “Multiple times, actually. She tried to offer me sex in exchange for lowering the levels.” 
 
    Kari gave me a disappointed look. “How expected,” she said simply.  
 
    I didn’t reply. I just opened my mouth for another piece of sweet and sour chicken.  
 
    “Obviously, you’ll have to be punished for that,” she added. 
 
    I chewed, suddenly angry, and I wanted to say something, but the extra time allowed my fucked-up brain to actually work for a change. I bit back my retort, lowered my eyes, and focused on submitting. I’m not sure how much I ate, or how I managed, especially since I was spoon fed, but evidently, I finished my meal. Then I was led back to the bed and both Robert and Kari secured me back to the frame. The dildo gag went back in. I distinctly remember that and I remember having another orgasm. And then another. And another. 
 
    I lost it. I have only a few scattered memories. Feelings. Sensations. Orgasms. After lunch my mind left and I think I just screamed and came and then screamed some more. I vaguely remember being let up, blessed relief from the vibrators, and even two more stumbling trips to the bathroom. I remember clinging to Robert, and at one point I remember him climbing up on top of me as Kari removed his harness. For a moment, the dildo gag was taken from my mouth and then replaced with the real thing. I remember him cumming too and me swallowing. Kari came and went, but it was always Robert who took me to the bathroom and worked my tired muscles. 
 
    Minutes became hours and around seven I was let up again, the vibrators turned off, and Robert carried me to the dining room. Dinner was on the table and I could barely feed myself. Kari pampered me, whispering words of encouragement, her hands constantly touching me in non-sexual, comforting ways. But she didn’t remove the chastity belt, or the nipple clamps. And when I was done eating, I was taken back to the bed, tied down, and tortured some more. 
 
    The clock on the nightstand read nine pm when I screeched, my body contorting as a razor wire was dragged along my skin. It seemed to concentrate on my nipples and clit, going back and forth across my sensitive bits. I ached everywhere, each muscle in my body protesting at being held in place, at the constant stream of contractions, at the vibrations, and even the orgasms. I wasn’t crying, only because I’d already cried. Kari came to me, Robert beside her, and they shut off the motors. 
 
    I was untied and cared for, coddled even, even as I drank and huddled, wrapped in Kari’s arms. Then she took me to her bathroom and took of her own clothing. The shower was easily big enough, and Robert came in a moment later, helping me as we all climbed in. The hot water came down on me and the two of them washed me and comforted me. Still, it was hard. Even the soft brush of their hands over my nipples elicited a sharp yelp from me, and Robert had to hold me when Kari slipped soap covered fingers between my legs, cleaning away hours of cum. It hurt.  
 
    They laid me on the couch and I fell asleep. 
 
    It was late when I woke and Kari was sitting in the love seat across from me. Her head swiveled and she looked at me as I sat up with a groan. 
 
    “Are you alright?” She asked simply. 
 
    For a second, I didn’t answer. I took stock. I was wrapped in one of her blankets, warm and dry and safe, but just that little bit of movement told me that I’d done a number on certain parts. I groaned, wincing and Kari nodded. “Twelve hours of vibration is hell. The human body isn’t designed to take that kind of stimulation.” 
 
    I bit my lip. Was she chastising me?  
 
    Kari stood up and came over to where I was sitting. “Spread your legs. So, I can check the damage. I nodded and opened up for her. She pressed on my thighs, tilting her head back and forth. “Your clit looks like raw hamburger, but other than that, you’re fine.” 
 
    “I don’t feel fine,” I whispered.  
 
    Kari looked up. “Stay the night. There’s room for you in the bed,” she urged.  
 
    I frowned and shook my head. “No, I need to get home. My mother will be worried about me. Heck, I’m probably in trouble already.” 
 
    Kari smiled. “I called her for you.” 
 
    I let out a sigh. Kari had my mother were tight and she’d gotten me out of trouble before. “Thank you,” I said softly.  
 
    She nodded and stood up. “If you feel you have to go, there is one more thing…” She turned away and picked up something off the side table. When she turned back around, I realized that she was holding my ben wa balls.  
 
    “You’ve made a big deal of these rules lately. Your nympho humiliation pain slut rules,” she explained. “And right now, you are in violation of rule number one.” 
 
    I swallowed. “That a NHPS always has cock in her…” 
 
    “Or a suitable equivalent,” Kari said, holding up the ben wa balls. “And while I appreciate these little things, I’m not sure they’re suitable for your drive home.” 
 
    I stared up at her, waiting. It was like watching a big, dark, black storm, with lightning flashing, barreling across the horizon, heading straight for your house. She set the ben wa balls back down. And when she came back up, she held the chastity belt. 
 
    “No,” I whispered. 
 
    Kari smiled. “You will wear this back, sans vibration, until you arrive home, she said simply. I closed my eyes. It would be uncomfortable, especially since the butt plug was still attached. But I already knew I’d comply. This was Kari. Of course, I’d do it.  
 
    I stood up and let the blanket fall. The room was certainly warm enough, but I felt a shiver run through me. Kari unclipped the crotch strap from the belt and once more I felt the soft inner lining as it was secured around my waist. Then I spread my legs and closed my eyes as she attached the second piece. I felt the rubber dildo press against my pussy and then slide in. I whimpered as the tip of the plug pushed against my ass. I took a deep breath and relaxed as she pushed. Then she tightened it all. And lastly, she lifted up a small brass padlock and to my chagrin, locked it.  
 
    I blinked. “Wait. What’s the lock for?” 
 
    “To keep you in it,” she said simply.  
 
    I bit my lip. “Uh… what if I need to go to the bathroom?” 
 
    Kari laughed and brought my clothes over to me. I grabbed her wrist. “No. Seriously. You can’t leave me locked in this thing. It’s not a chastity belt.” 
 
    She grinned. “No. It’s not. The key is at your house.” 
 
    I stared at her. “What?” 
 
    “I stopped at your place before coming home this afternoon. I spoke with your mother and she let me into your room.” She held out my shorts. “When you park the truck, you will call me. You will then turn on the vibrators in your pussy and ass, as well as the one above your sore little clit. On their highest settings. You will cum for me, one final time, as punishment. And if I’m satisfied with your performance, I will tell you where the key is.” 
 
    I stared at her in horror.  
 
    “Now, get dressed and get going,” she said easily. “Before I decide that you need another punishment and turn the vibrators on right now.” 
 
    I grabbed my shorts and got dressed. 
 
    The drive home was difficult. I was tired. I was scared. I was also excited, and admittedly, by the time I pulled into the gravel drive that led down to my parents’ farmhouse, I was soaked and ready. It was tough to believe. I lifted my phone and dialed her number. 
 
    “Are you there?” asked Kari. There wasn’t a trace of tiredness in her voice, but there was another sound, a sort of wet, pumping sound.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied shortly. 
 
    “Then turn on the vibrators.” 
 
    I reached down into my shorts. Kari had showed me how to turn them on and I started with the little knob above my clitoris. There was a tiny switch on the outside of the leather crotch strap and a moment later I gasped as my clit was once again subjected to stimulation. A little lower I pressed another button, and the thick, seven-inch-long dildo in my pussy began shaking from top to bottom. And finally, I turned on the plug in my ass, leaving my entire groin a shuddering, shaking, trembling mess of sexual longing. 
 
    I realized it wasn’t going to be long before I exploded.  
 
    I heard a rough, masculine groan in the phone. “What are you doing?” I asked roughly, the waves of pleasure, already mixed with some discomfort from my earlier ordeal, rushing through me. Kari let out a laugh. 
 
    “Robert has taken your place and I’m stroking his cock,” she said amiably.  
 
    I swallowed, the image of him stretched out on the bed, tied spread-eagled, his cock sticking straight up while she lay next to him, talking on the phone with one hand, while the other rhythmically rubbed his shaft, was exactly what I needed. 
 
    “Are you going to let him cum?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “Maybe. I told him it wasn’t going to happen until after you exploded,” she added.  
 
    I bit my lip. “Tell him I’m close,” I gasped. I reached up under my tee shirt and began rubbing the nipple of my left breast.  
 
    “Why should I do that?” Kari asked curiously.  
 
    I groaned. The orgasm was coming and it was going to be a doozy. I could feel it. My toes were curling in my flip flops and my hips were grinding. Thank God the truck was in park! “Because” I gasped. “Because I’m close,” I whispered. “And then he can cum!” 
 
    Kari laughed. “Oh no. Not in the least. You don’t understand,” she said. “I told him he wouldn’t get to cum until after you exploded…” she let the sentence dangle. “Twice.” 
 
    My eyes snapped open and while all I saw was the white stone gravel of our drive, with barbed wire on either side, in my head I saw Robert’s pulsing, red cock, struggling to cum. “What do you mean, twice?” My pussy began to tremble in time with the vibrator and I knew what that meant. I let out a keening sound as the pressure inside me crested and I realized that I was about to explode.  
 
    “I mean exactly what I said. You’ll cum once for the punishment you owe me. You’ll cum twice if you want to spare him another hour of non-stop rubbing and denial of orgasm.” 
 
    I cried out, cumming hard. My body went rigid and I quivered violently, waves of pleasure shooting through me. But underneath that there was this pain, like a rug burn, swirling between my legs. I let out a slightly hysterical laugh and collapsed against the seat. 
 
    Another orgasm? Was she mad? I was exhausted. I’d cum so much! How the hell was I supposed to work myself into another climax locked in a fucking chastity belt? Or fucking belt…  
 
    “Do you want to know where the key is?” She asked. 
 
    And suddenly I realized what I had to do. What I had to suffer. What Kari wanted to inflict upon me. I let out a groan. A sob really. And I shook my head. 
 
    “No,” I whispered. “I don’t.” 
 
    I could hear her pleasure. “Good girl. Now leave the vibrators on. Call me when you’re cumming and I’ll tell you where the key is, and I’ll even let poor Robert cum.” 
 
    I swallowed. “Inside you,” I amended. 
 
    “Excuse me?” Kari asked. 
 
    “Inside you,” I repeated. “He deserves it. Please?” 
 
    Kari wasn’t a big proponent of vaginal intercourse. She was unusually sensitive between the legs and while she would occasionally indulge, it was something of a trial for her. I knew it. I could count the number of orgasms I’d given her over the years with fingers and toes, while she’d need a freaking calculator and some exponents to count mine. But I knew Robert would treasure the moment, quivering and buried to the hilt in his mistress’ pussy.  
 
    “Please?” I repeated. 
 
    There was a long, suffering sigh. “Very well.” 
 
    I smiled. The vibrations between my legs were intense, especially above my clit and I was sensitive already. It was like having a motorized toothbrush pressed to my nub. “Thank you,” I said. “I’ll call you back in a few minutes.” I put the phone down and finished driving back to the house. A few lights were on, but none upstairs. I climbed out of the truck, my bottom half vibrating like a fucking town in California during an earthquake. I went in through the kitchen door, trying to be quiet, with only the loud sound of the vibrators humming. 
 
    The television was on. 
 
    I peeked into the living room. My dad, with his walker and bum leg, was sitting in his easy chair. The History Channel was on and he was watching some World War II story. My face went white and I almost panicked.  
 
    “Breanne? Is that you?” 
 
    Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit!” 
 
    I stuck my head in. “Oh! Hi Dad.” I said, trying to still the quivering in my voice. I kept my hips behind the door frame. “I’m home. Just getting myself a snack.” 
 
    That backfired. “Oh? Can I get a glass of tea?” He asked. 
 
    Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I smiled. “Sure,” I said weakly. Oh my God! What was I going to do? I wasn’t allowed to turn off the vibrators until I exploded again! And I wasn’t close. Not really! I’d cum just five minutes before! I went to the fridge and poured the glass.  
 
    My mind raced. I wanted to obey, but what would my dad say if he heard the motors? How could I explain it? Or if I turned off the vibrators, what would Kari say? I wouldn’t be able to keep it a secret that I disobeyed! And I’d earn myself another punishment! Fuck!  
 
    I dialed the phone.  
 
    “That was quick,” Kari said curiously. 
 
    “Kari!” I whispered. “Dad is awake! Please! I need permission to turn off the vibrators!” 
 
    She laughed. “Are you serious? Of course not.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “What?” I demanded, a little too loud. 
 
    “Breanne? What did you say?” asked my dad from the living room. 
 
    “Ah, nothing Dad! Sorry. Talking to Kari. She wanted to know if I made it home safely.”  
 
    Kari laughed. “Of course, you can turn off the vibrators,” she said. “But poor Robert is going to suffer for it.” She hung up the phone. 
 
    I said a bad word, quietly of course, because a lecture from my father was not what I needed. I grabbed his glass, took a deep breath, and then marched into the living room, moving as fast as I possibly could with a leather crotch strap embedded between my legs, stuffed with a four-inch-thick rubber plug in my ass, and a seven-inch-long dildo in my pussy. Buzzing. Buzzing violently. Loudly. I set his drink down and was past him in about half a second when I realized that I heard cannon fire. Lots of cannon fire. I glanced at the television. Artillery was firing. My mouth curled up into a grin as I leapt for the stairs, taking two at a time. No way Dad had heard my vibrators over that! 
 
    “Breanne?” My dad called, just before I disappeared. I stopped, my heart hammering. I crouched down to look back at him and saw his eyes on me. 
 
    “What’s that buzzing noise?” He asked curiously.  
 
    My face turned beet red and for a moment I gaped, caught red-handed. I opened my mouth, struggling to figure out what to say, when I heard a buzz from the television. An airplane with propellers rushed past the screen and I pointed. 
 
    “Oh,” he said easily. “Have a good night.” 
 
    “Night Dad,” I replied. 
 
    I scrambled up to my room. 
 
    I tore of my clothes before I threw myself down on the bed and I called Kari a moment later. “They’re still on. I did it! I went past him!” 
 
    “Have you cum yet?” She asked. 
 
    I swallowed. “No.”  
 
    “Then you know what you need to do.” She hung up. 
 
    I lay there, imagining Robert. I spread my legs and with both hands cupped my breasts. I pinched my nipples, my mind playing back the perversions of the day, the torment, the passion. I imagined Master Barrett punishing me, a whip flicking against my loins, snapping at my swollen, sore, hurting clitoris. I wanted my legs tied apart again. Wider, my thighs aching. And I felt it. My hand trembled as I dialed Kari again. 
 
    “Are you cumming?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes!” I hissed. “I’m cumming! Oh God, I’m cumming!” I croaked.  
 
    Then I heard Robert gasp. He let out a groan so passionate I could tell that Kari had just straddled him, sinking down to let his entire cock enter her pussy. I cried out as the vibrators between my legs pushed me over the edge, and the only reason I couldn’t hear Robert’s matching moan, was because mine was too loud. 
 
    Kari was panting.  
 
    “The key,” she said roughly, “is in your nightstand drawer, under the vibrator. Take off the chastity belt, clean it, and then don’t forget to put something else in your cunt.” The phone went dead. 
 
    I swallowed, still breathing roughly. Damn I felt good. But the vibrations suddenly became too much again and I reached down, quickly shutting off the vibrations. I sat up, then opened my drawer. Sure enough, a small gold colored key was waiting and with a click, it opened the padlock.  
 
    I undid the belt and with a quiet groan pulled the two thick phalli out of my body. Chastity. Don’t make me laugh.  
 
    Then, in my head, I remembered Kari’s words. And right now, you’re in violation of nympho humiliation pain slut rule number one… 
 
    I sighed and stood up. Right. Because I’m a fuck slut. Because it doesn’t matter how many times I’ve cum, or many hours I’ve been sexually tormented, I have to be ready. Ready to fuck. Ready to cum. Over and over again. Of course. I went to my closet and got down my toy box. Dildos. Inserts. Vibrators. What could my pussy handle?  
 
    I picked up my Husky dildo, nine inches of thick, long, firm rubber and I took it back to the bed. I laid back, spreading my legs, bringing the fake cock up to my bright red, well used slit. I was wet. Surprisingly wet. Disturbingly wet. What the hell? Why? How could I possibly be wet and ready and willing to accept another impalement? 
 
    “What the fuck is wrong with you?” I asked myself. Then I pushed. Harder and deeper, until I was full.  
 
    I closed my legs and lay back. Screw it. I’d wash Kari’s gift in the morning. I needed sleep. I needed peace. I needed… I needed... 
 
    I rolled over with a mewling groan. 
 
    I needed to cum. I wanted to cum. 
 
    Because that’s what I am.  
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   Scavenger Hunt 09/13/10 
 
      
 
    Hopefully, everyone forgives me for not getting any assignments done over the last week. A couple of things came up. First, I was recovering from last Sunday, which if you read the last post, should be explanatory. Who isn’t sore after enduring twelve hours of sexual torment? My poor little slit had been stuffed, vibrated, and forced through multiple orgasms until my brain was rendered down into a puddle of gelatin and my pussy was so tender that brushing a feather along my clit would have made me scream.  
 
    And second, just in case you weren’t watching the news, we had ourselves a little bit of a natural disaster down here. A couple of our fields got flooded, and that required a bit of hands-on work. Not much time for sexual shenanigans when you’re knee deep in mud.  
 
    But all that changed on Monday morning, after I’d done my chores, and it was precipitated by a conversation with Master Barrett.  
 
    “So, show it to me again?” He asked. I was sitting at my computer, naked of course, my morning’s clothes draped over the footboard of my bed. I held up the chastity belt so that it would be in view of the webcam, blocking the view of my bare and clothespins clamped tits. It was a combination of metal and leather and consisted of a black colored waist band with a buckle on the right side, and multiple steel attachment points. I hadn’t originally noticed, but the buckle on the side could be locked, just like that connections at the front and back, where the crotch strap was supposed to go. I tilted the whole thing, so he could see and I watched as he nodded.  
 
    “Ahhh…” Master Barrett said. “I presume that front bump vibrates?” I looked down at the chastity belt. I had a problem with the word “chastity” and wasn’t quite sure it applied.  
 
    “Absolutely. It sits right on my clit and shakes,” I said in disgust. “And look at this vibrator!” I said, pointing to the first, and largest of the two probes mounted in the damn thing. “It’s huge!” 
 
    He laughed. “Well of course it is, my dear. We want that pussy of yours stuffed to the brim, don’t we?” I glowered. “What about the plug for your ass? How does it feel?”  
 
    I lowered the belt away from the webcam. “You’re kidding, right?” I said darkly. “It thick, uncomfortable, and it vibrates too.” I rolled my eyes. “It’s like everything bad happening all at once.” 
 
    He grinned. “Which just makes me want to inflict it all upon you!” He said cheerfully. “How about an assignment? You could wear your chastity belt.” 
 
    I blinked. “What? Now?” I asked incredulously. I glanced around and then over at the chastity belt. How the hell could it be called a “chastity” belt when the toys mounted on it all vibrated and were designed to fuck me until my brains leaked out my ears? How is that keeping me chaste? 
 
    “I think, for this particular assignment, it would be best if you were wearing your chastity belt, some Daisy Duke shorts, and a cut off tee shirt.” 
 
    I gave him a crazy look. “What? I can’t go out in public dressed like that!” 
 
    He laughed, but the look in his eye was particularly vicious. “Like this is worse than your usual? How would you like to go outside dressed in just a roll of toilet paper?” 
 
    I gulped, imaging myself standing naked at the front of my truck, trying to wrap myself in a roll of toilet paper. A single roll of toilet paper.  
 
    And it was drizzling outside. 
 
    “Okay,” I said a little more meekly. “Short shorts and a cut off tee shirt,” I agreed. “And do what?” 
 
    Master Barret considered this. “Drive to the mall,” he ordered. “Once there turn on all three vibrators.” 
 
    I groaned. “Are you kidding me? That will drive me nuts!” I said in irritation. “Besides, I don’t want to do laps again. That’s boring.” I also didn’t mention the fact that a trip to the mall meant stopping in and seeing Julie.  
 
    “No, smart ass. Not laps. Instead, you’ll need to take a shopping list.” He paused considering things. “Maybe a new pair of jeans?” I shook my head. “How about a cigarette lighter, a candy bar…” he grinned. “A new pack of batteries for your vibrators,” he teased. “A bottle of aspirin, and a new hair clip. Something with a bow that makes you look like a little girl.” 
 
    I stared at him, trying to decide if he was sane. 
 
    “Well? Don’t you need to write that down?” He asked. 
 
    I grabbed a piece of paper and a pen, writing furiously. 
 
    “Also, I think you should try not to cum.” 
 
    I stopped writing and looked up. “You’re kidding,” I protested. “Do you have any idea what that thing feels like?” 
 
    Master Barrett nodded. “Not in the least. Except from your descriptions. But that doesn’t really matter, does it? You’re a fuckslut and frankly, predisposed to orgasm. So, on this assignment you will not be permitted to cum.” 
 
    I reached down, grabbed the chastity belt, and lifted it back up into view, the clothespins on my nipples wiggling painfully. “Do you have any idea of what this does to me?” I said darkly. “It isn’t a chastity belt,” I hissed. “It’s a fucking ‘make Breanne cum constantly’ belt!”  
 
    “Really?” said Master Barrett, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms. He grinned evilly. “Then it will be the perfect tool to test your ability to resist orgasm.” I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “What happens if I cum?” I asked weakly, knowing I was doomed. Right from the start. 
 
    Master Barrett laughed. “Take that roll of toilet paper with you.” I wasn’t sure if he was being sarcastic, or sincere. 
 
    “No butt plug then,” I blurted out. It sounded a bit desperate. His eyebrow went up. 
 
    “You get to have multiple orgasms and you want out on the butt plug?” He asked. I could tell he was trying to figure out why I was being so difficult.  
 
    I grimaced. “But I’m not allowed to have them, even if I get them. And there will be a punishment, right?” My face softened. “Please?” I pleaded. “I promise next time I’ll take it up the bottom. Just today… I’m…” 
 
    “Sore?” He guessed. 
 
    I nodded. He sighed. “Alright, no butt plug,” he said. I grinned, happy to have one even a small victory against my online master. But then he gave me another evil grin. 
 
    “Unless you cum. Then you’ll need to attach the butt plug to your chastity belt, insert it, and wear it for the rest of the assignment.” 
 
    “What?” I demanded. He nodded.  
 
    “Yes, that will do nicely. And if you cum a second or third time…” he went on to explain what I had to take with me and I admit that the color drained from my face. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Putting on the chastity belt wasn’t that hard, especially with the anal plug removed, but getting my tight, denim shorts over it wasn’t that easy. I didn’t technically have a pair of “Daisy Dukes,” though I had one pair that were pretty darn close, without leaving my buttocks hanging out. I felt the thick dildo in my pussy, held in place by the belt, and I imagined flipping on the vibration function and creaming immediately. Then I gathered a few more things I knew I was going to need, jammed it all in a canvas bag, and took off the clothespins dangling from my boobs. Those went in the bag too and wearing an old tee shirt, I headed downstairs. 
 
    My father was sitting in his chair, looked at me with an appraising eye, and I felt my insides squirm. There was just something about the expression on his face, as if he knew that his daughter’s cunt was stuffed with a rubber, motor filled cock the size of a cucumber. Or maybe he was just passing judgement on my admittedly skimpy outfit.  
 
    “Uhhh…” I said. “I’m going to the mall.”  
 
    His eyes seemed to sparkle. “Alright.”  
 
    I felt my cheeks turn scarlet. But he didn’t say anything else. He just stared. I felt awkward. Sure, the shorts were tight, but I thought I looked like a typical college coed. “Um… okay. Need anything?” I asked. He shook his head. “Your mother and I are planning on taking Rachel out this afternoon. They will pick me up later,” he replied.  
 
    “Oh.” I blinked. “Okay.” I turned and headed out the door, feeling just a tad bit uncomfortable. But that didn’t last when I turned my thoughts back to Master Barrett’s assignment. I admit, it was nice not having to strip in front of my truck and instead go straight to the mall. Of course, there was still one small problem. My tee shirt. I didn’t have a cut off tee. When I pulled into the parking lot, I pulled into one of the empty lots, stripped out of the shirt, and quickly used a pair of fabric sheers I’d brought along to render it unwearable. 
 
    And then, like a dumbass, I put it back on. 
 
    In about half a second, I realized that I’d cut it a bit shorter than I should have. The very bottom of both boobs were now visible from straight on, revealing a swatch of curvy skin that bordered on outright problematic and crossed the line of indecency multiple times. I closed my eyes. What the fuck was I going to do now? I didn’t have another shirt with me! Buy one? Just so I could mutilate it? No thank you. With a sigh I looked at myself in the mirror. Great. I shook my head. I’d just have to roll with it, and make sure I didn’t lift my arms higher than my shoulders. Otherwise, my entire bust would be visible, greeting the whole world. 
 
    Dressed for sex and occasionally rolling my hips as I adjusted to the revealing state of my bodice, I parked in front of the sports equipment store and looked around. I was pretty much alone. Monday afternoon in the middle of September? Not that many people around. Unfazed, I pushed my jean shorts down my legs, unclipped the cover to the vibrators, and turned the clitoral bump on and set the vaginal vibrator to medium. The effects were instantaneous. I felt the rush of sexual euphoria burst through me like a water balloon hitting a chain link fence. I could literally feel myself getting soaked, contracting around the now spasming dildo, my hips involuntarily thrusting. I hadn’t even gotten out of the truck yet! I yanked up my shorts, got everything buttoned up, and then headed into the mall.  
 
    The walk from my truck to the front entrance was insanely difficult for me. This was really my first time to wear Kari’s Chastity Belt out and about and being mobile as the vibrator in my pussy shimmied and squirmed created a vastly different kind of experience. Each step caused the phallus in my pussy to wiggle, and the constant buzz against my clitoris was so freaking intense that the only thought going through my head sounded something like “oh my God, I’m going to cum and gush right here please rip off my clothes and fuck me silly!” 
 
    I found myself leaning on the wall next to the front door as I tried, rather ineffectively in my mind, to hide the clitoral orgasm that was rocking through me. Waves of pleasure swept through me and I panted, face flushed, as my lower half twitched madly. I hadn’t even gotten in the mall. Yeah. Brilliant plan, Bre. 
 
    “Hey, are you alright?” A young woman, just my age, said to me. I looked up. She was pretty, with dark hair, and had a concerned look on her face.  
 
    I nodded. “Yes. Just… a bit overwhelmed for the moment. I’ll be fine.”  
 
    She gave me a concerned glance, but then her eyes narrowed. “What’s that buzzing sound?” 
 
    Oops. Damn. 
 
    “Thank you,” I blurted out, pushing away from the wall and hurrying away from her. Inside my shorts, the vibrators continued to do their thing, never mind the girl goo starting to darken the crotch. I entered the mall and found myself in outdoor heaven. The cavernous interior full of boats and canoes and compound bows and tennis racquets and camping gear defied the imagination. I looked around, knowing what I had to do, so I grabbed a cute shirt off one of the racks and headed over to the fitting room. A young lady was there, eyeballed both my current shirt, and the one in my hand. She nodded with a skeptical expression.  
 
    “I think a new shirt is a really good idea,” she said in agreement, as if I’d asked her opinion. 
 
    “What’s wrong with the one I’m wearing?” I asked, feigning insult, knowing damn well what was wrong with it. Still, she blushed and looked away. Then I went into the fitting room. 
 
    It took me only a moment to open my shorts and slip them down over my ass. The flip flops I was wearing were hardly a problem and I turned off the vibrations at both my clit and for the vaginal probe. My sigh of relief was palpable. Then I removed the chastity belt with a groan.  
 
    The anal plug was in my bag and I pulled it out with a frown. This was going to be terribly uncomfortable and I wasn’t looking forward to it. Still, I had little choice, so I attached the four-inch-long probe in the correct spot, took a small bottle of jelly out of my bag and lubed it, then proceeded to pull the belt back up between my legs. Except this time, both holes got plugged. 
 
    Ugghhhh. 
 
    It took me almost five minutes to get it seated properly, and most of that was because I was just terribly resistant to the butt plug. It was uncomfortable and when it finally was in all the way, my ass clenched tight around it. I reached down and began switching on the vibrators, feeling my ass shake, then my pussy, and then just my clitoris. I closed my eyes, feeling the intense stimulation wash over me, and I wondered just what my psychologist was going to make of this little adventure! 
 
    I pulled up my jean shorts, which only increased the pressure of my chastity belt, and without even trying on the shirt, left the room.  
 
    “Did it fit?” The girl outside asked. I gave her an awkward smile. “Not enough ventilation,” I replied. “I like a shirt that lets me stretch.” And with that I lifted both arms up over my head, stretched and then brought my hands back down to haul my cut-off tee shirt back down over my boobs. The poor salesclerk was in shock and her eyes were wide. I blew her a kiss, almost vindictively, and began walking away. I was only halfway to the door when I realized that I was humming, and not from my mouth. I could clearly hear the muted buzz of the vibrators between my legs. And this time it was much louder. Evidently three sets of motors are louder than just two. I know I flushed because I could feel the heat in my cheeks. It wasn’t terribly loud, but anyone within two or three feet would hear it clearly. I almost turned around to run back to the truck. 
 
    The intense sensations in my pussy changed my usual confident walk into a sort of halting mini-step forward roll. Worse, the vibrations on my clit came in pulses, rather than a steady constant. Waves of orgasmic bliss were washing over me and it was only through another application of iron will power that got me moving again. I felt like I was drunk, or in a daze. Panting, I pulled out my shopping list and studied it. Jeans. Right. I needed a pair of jeans.  
 
    Things weren’t better when I exited the sports store and entered the mall proper. They got worse. While it was too loud for anyone to really hear the buzzing of my little mechanical demons, my cut-off tee was attracting a ridiculous amount of attention. I wrapped my arms across my bust, which helped, but each step was still a vibrating madhouse. I felt like I was walking funny and I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that every single person who saw me knew immediately that I was stuffed to the brim. My nipples got hard underneath the tee shirt thanks to the air conditioning. The walk was torture.  
 
    My first stop was one of the more expensive clothing stores, which I must admit is expensive for jeans, but I like the cut and Kari had given me a gift card for my birthday. I grabbed something from off the rack and for a split second considered trying it on. As I turned toward the register to pay, I changed my mind, and made my way to the changing room like a drunken sailor. I buzzed my way into the small closet like space just before my second orgasm brought a gasp to my lips. I flopped down on the seat and just let it rock through me.  
 
    After the orgasm, I shuddered on the bench seat, trembling. A puddle of girl goo had dripped out from around the base of the chastity belt and I struggled mentally to figure out what was next. It took me a while, but then I remembered Master Barrett’s instructions, as well as the punishments he’d specified for additional orgasms. I already had the butt plug in my ass. But now I needed the clothespins I’d been wearing earlier. I pulled them out of my bag and looked at myself in the mirror. I only needed to pull the cut-off tee shirt up an inch to expose my nipples and I set the clothespins on from below, so that they dangled down. I whimpered as the tight pinching only made my pussy clench, sending fresh waves of arousal through my petite form, but what were my options? Endure or give up. And I hadn’t even bought anything yet! 
 
    I took a deep breath as I lowered the shirt. The bottoms of the clothespins were visible, but I expected that. It was utterly humiliating though. Grimacing, I folded up my new pair of jeans, tried to pull myself together, and then left the dressing room to make my purchase. 
 
    It was awkward. The girl at the counter could hear the vibrators and the fact that my hips were twitching in spasmic bursts made it look like I had ants in my pants. Of course, her eyes lingered on the clothespins sticking out from the bottom of my shirt and I had to admit, that they caused the material to ride up even higher. Hell, my nipples were almost showing. With one hand across my chest, I managed to pay with my gift card, thank her, and then escape with nothing more than a curious look.  
 
    A quick glance at my list told me I was looking for a cigarette lighter next. I stumbled and wobbled my way down the mall concourse looking for a likely place to buy one, my goal to do it before orgasm number three left me in even worse condition. 
 
    It was a long walk. Carrying the bag with my jeans helped, but it was still terribly difficult. Do you have any idea how hard it is to walk when your pussy is violently contracting around a seven-inch long vibrating dildo? Or when your clit is being rapidly stimulated? Or when you have a thick plug shoved up your ass? Please, try to imagine taking a step, and then dealing with this sexualized involuntary thrust of your hips, as if you’re trying desperately to impale yourself. 
 
    In hindsight, I think that’s what I hate about the chastity belt. No thrusting. It’s just non-stop buzzing. And shifting. I’m not getting fucked so much as being fucked. Does that even make sense? I was almost a third of the way around the mall when I finally found a newsstand store. I went straight up to the clerk and asked if he sold lighters.  
 
    At first, he didn’t respond because he was staring at my breasts. My nipples were throbbing since both tips were caught in the bite of the wooden clothespins, but I still looked down, checking to make sure that my boobs weren’t showing.  
 
    Wait. Scratch that. I mean my nipples. Because frankly, more than enough of my boobs were showing. Just not the aching, pinched, pink tips.  
 
    “Excuse me?” I repeated. “A lighter? Do you have one for sale?” 
 
    He blinked but still couldn’t pull his eyes away. I snapped my fingers in front of his face. He blinked rapidly for a moment and then refocused on my face for a second before giving my breasts the answer.  
 
    “Yes, we sell them. What color would you like?” He reached behind him to the shelf, his eyes not leaving my chest as his hand fumbled for the lighter.  
 
    I shrugged, careful not to move my shoulder too much. “I don’t care,” I replied. Suddenly I felt a little thrill, and not just between my legs. I had an opportunity here. This guy was literally putty in my hands. You’d think he’d never seen tits before!  
 
    “How much?” I asked, as he set a green plastic lighter down on the counter.  
 
    “Three dollars,” he told me. 
 
    Three bucks? For a damned lighter? I can buy a pack of them for that much at WallyWorld! I gave the guy a wicked grin. “How about I show them to you in exchange and you buy the lighters for me?”  
 
    His eyes widened. He looked around and then, with a nod, grinned at me. I did the same, and since no one was looking, and I was facing inward into the store, I swept my arms up, lifting them over my head. My tee shirt rose more than an enough and both clothespins popped into full view. 
 
    “Wow,” he whispered. “Do those hurt?” He asked me curiously. 
 
    I smiled. “Just a little bit,” I said with a wink. Then I held out my hand. My shirt came back down, at least a little. Enough to cover one boob, but the cut-off got caught on the other nipple and clothespin. I left it hanging out for the moment. “Lighter?” I reminded him. He didn’t “ring it up,” and I can’t help feeling that I might have ended up with stolen material, but he gave me the lighter and I covered my exposed tit back up. I tossed the lighter into the bag with my jeans and paused momentarily when I saw the aspirin bottle on the shelf. Damn. 
 
    Realizing that I probably had just eliminated the one store in the entire mall that sold aspirin I went back out with a sigh of exasperation and headed toward the candy store. The walk there was just as trying, and about halfway along, orgasm number three hit me like a wooden paddle against a schoolgirl’s ass. I stumbled to a halt, face flushed, eyes closing in humiliated rapture as the pleasure between my legs plunged me down into a wet, panting mess. And after, the euphoria I craved like an addict, flowed through my fucked-up brain, leaving my head spinning. When my eyes finally refocused, I noticed a few people staring at me and I turned beet red, then dipped into one of the nearby stores.  
 
    Behind one of the racks of clothes I quickly removed the clothespins hanging from each nipple and replaced them with my clover clamps. The chain connecting them hung in full view, bouncing annoyingly against my stomach and when I headed back out into the mall, I wrapped both arms around me, looking ridiculous, but preferring that to wild stares. The clamps were huge and it lifted the shirt up even more, so much so that if you were looking straight on, you might have even caught a glimpse of pink nipple. Crushed, pink nipple. I stayed as close to the wall as possible, hunched over, quivering, and vibrating and throbbing as I shuffled along.  
 
    Even then, I could feel the chastity belt stoking the fires. Between my legs my clit was pressed tightly to the little nodule at the front of the belt, which was shaking violently. The huge phallus in my pussy was doing its own separate dance, and I can assure you it was shaking at a different speed and frequency than the plug in my ass. I made it around another quarter of the mall, walking through the various neighborhoods, pausing every hundred or so feet to rest, recoup, and at one point to orgasm. Again. 
 
    Number four. I stopped, gasped, lurched toward the wall, and exploded, pressing my hand to the faux stonework. My teeth were clenched and my eyes closed. Waves of pure pleasure blasted through me and I felt the soaking wetness between my legs. I jammed a hand down against the vibrating front of the chastity belt, bracing myself as a flurry of spasms rushed through my frame. I kept my mouth shut though, trying not to attract attention. Except, I guess that just wasn’t possible for a girl wearing a cut-off tee shirt with half of each breast showing, all while obviously sporting a steel chain dangling from each barely covered nipple. I heard a concerned cough and when I opened my eyes, a young man my age was standing in front of me, a look of concern on his face.  
 
    “Are you okay, miss?” He was dressed in a light blue oxford and tan slacks. Plus, he was sporting a name tag. “Andrew” was written in black letters on the plastic.  
 
    For a second, I wasn’t sure if he was being chivalrous or was just talking to my boobs. “Yes, I’m fine. Thank you for asking,” I replied, trying to pull myself together. His eyes snapped back down to my heaving bosom.  
 
    “You look like you’re about to faint” he said, still obviously concerned for my welfare, eyes locked on my chest.  I guess sick people often say they’re okay.  
 
    I shook my head. “It’s okay. I’m not going to faint.” I gave him one of my regular smiles, meant to reassure and not the kind that encourages men to rip off my clothes. He gave me a dubious look. Then his eyes narrowed and he looked around for a moment. A surge of embarrassment flushed through me as I realized he was trying to figure out where the buzzing was coming from. I straightened up quickly, my humiliation giving me a bit more strength.  
 
    “Um… thanks for checking on me!” I said brightly and did my best to move away at a reasonable and normal pace. Of course, reasonable people aren’t stuffed with vibrators and normal isn’t having their most sensitive sexual parts overstimulated. I’m not sure I convinced him, but like any decent person, he let me teeter off down the mall.  
 
    But a fourth orgasm meant another punishment and before I even made it to the candy store, which was next on my list, I stopped at another clothing shop, yanked a shirt off the rack, and disappeared into one of the changing rooms. This time I lifted my shirt and with a groan, removed the clover clamps, pinching each one delicately so that it released my tender, crushed nipples. I clenched my jaw as the blood rushed back into the tips of my breasts and I sat down, ostensibly resting my breasts before handling the next punishment.  
 
    I brought out the alligator clamps Mike the Hardware Guy had given me and with a swallow, I took a deep breath and brought them up to my nipples. Still tender, I let the two, metal-toothed clamps bite down on my nubs and groaned as the shards of pain shot up through my tits. Of course, there was an answering quiver between my legs, and I’m pretty damn sure it wasn’t just the vibrations still tormenting me.  
 
    At the candy store I didn’t even make a pretense of selection. I just grabbed a chocolate bar, tossed it on the counter, and paid for it. The girl running the place seemed bored and oblivious. She did give me one odd look, but I think that was more about my cut off tee shirt than because I had a silver chain dangling from my nipples. I took my bar and escaped back out into the mall.  
 
    The little toy store wielded up a pack of AA batteries and a compliment from the teenage boy who was running the place. “Nice outfit” was a combination of sarcasm and “I want to rip that tiny shirt off and have my way with your breasts.” You’ve got to read between the lines when you hear this stuff. 
 
    By this time, I couldn’t walk straight and I went looking for aspirin. I was biting my lip, all while taking tiny steps, pausing after about twenty feet, pressing my thighs together as tightly as possible, then continuing. I ended up going back to the newsstand store, beyond caring that I’d already bought one item there. The clerk was delighted and immediately offered to “buy the bottle for me” if I gave him another nice flash. How could I argue with that? So, for a full minute I stood at his counter, posing with my arms above my head, showing off my alligator clamped tits.  
 
     And that left just one more item. The hair clip. And that’s when I realized why I’d deliberately chosen the mall in town, rather than head into Houston. I found myself standing in front of a cheap, junk jewelry store. The predominant color was pink, unicorn plush adorned the walls, and everything shouted “teenage girl.” I lurched my way into the little store, vibrating my little ass through the earring stands until I came face to face with the salesclerk. Her eyes lit up and she looked at me in shock. Then she smiled wickedly. 
 
    Julie and I have had sort of a on again off again friendship. The first problem is our ages. She’s nineteen. I’m 24. She’s punk goth with all the fixings. I’m a south Texas cowgirl. She listens to that head banger alternative rock stuff that gives you a headache after about sixty seconds. I listen to country and pop rock. She’s a tree hugging flaming liberal and I’m a…  
 
    Well, you get the idea, right? 
 
    I’ve stopped by the store a few times, but except for once, we’ve only just been able to talk.  This time however, she was alone. She gave me a concerted look, then came right up to me, grabbed my arm, and pulled me into the back room. Shelves lined the walls and there was a small desk and chair, with a computer humming nearby.  
 
    “That’s a fetching outfit,” Julie said approvingly. “It’s practically begging me to order you to show me your breasts.” 
 
    I bit my lip and lifted my hands above my head. Of course, the shirt rose, showing her the alligator clamps. She reached up and with deft fingers, removed the steel toothed clamps. I groaned and then whimpered as they came off. Fresh surges of pain shot through my breasts. 
 
    “Can’t be wearing these when I say hello,” she teased.  
 
    My brow furrowed. “Say hello?” I repeated dumbly.  
 
    Julie lifted her hand and hit me. Hard. Right across my breasts. I didn’t even have time to cover them before she struck again and then I was crossing my arms, covering my chest while tears sprang to my eyes. The pain surged through me and instead of combining with the pleasure between my legs, it wiped some of it away. It was too intense and too separate to make things more concentrated.  
 
    I looked at Julie, eyes clearing from the welling tears not to mention the daze of prolonged sexual euphoria. Her expression was dangerous and I knew that if I kept my hands on my tits any longer things would get a lot more painful. I lifted my arms again, this time lacing my fingers behind my neck. Julie lifted her hand again. I admit I flinched, but I didn’t stop her as her open hand once more struck me hard.  
 
    “Stand still,” she said, her voice hard. I complied and she continued smacking me. In moments I had completely forgotten about my clit being vibrated, or my ass stuffed to the brim, or my poor pussy distended and swollen. All because my breasts were hurting. Julie didn’t stop until I burst into tears and then she pulled down on my arms, letting my cut-off tee shirt cover my tits. My breasts felt hot and huge, as if they were going to burst. She took my hand and pulled me back out into the store, sitting me down in the chair used to do the piercings. 
 
    “It’s been weeks,” she said bitterly. “Weeks.” I flinched as she glared at me. “I thought I’d done something wrong.”  
 
    She pulled out her phone. “Number. Now,” she demanded. Surprised, I gave it to her and she programmed it in. She even dialed, as if she didn’t trust me or something. Then she noticed how my hips were shaking. “I presume you’re doing an assignment?” She asked. I nodded. 
 
    “I’m wearing a chastity belt,” I explained. “And it’s got vibrators up front and in both holes. Master Barrett gave me a shopping list.” I dug into the pocket of the shorts and held it up.  
 
    Julie’s eyebrow went up.  “Well, that’s good for a fuckslut like you. What’s the catch?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “No orgasms. And punishment in case I do. Clothespins, then clovers, and more recently, the alligators.” 
 
    Julie grimaced. “So, I spared you,” she muttered in disgust. “I should have left them on.” She shook her head. “Did you come to my store to see me?” She gave me a concerted look. “Or to buy something?”  
 
    “Both?” I said weakly. Julie snatched the list from my hand, read it, and then went over to one of the nearby stands. She grabbed a set of hairclips, went to the register, rang them up, and then pulled a credit card from her purse. She ran it through the machine, and then with the receipt, but her card away. Then she came over to me, freeing the clips from the cardboard.  
 
    “Hands up, above your head again.” 
 
    I blinked. “Wait, Julie. I don’t have to wear them…” I managed to stammer. She gave me a look and I lifted my hands up, glancing nervously toward the front of the store. What if someone saw me with my boobs hanging out? Then, to my horror, she put the clips on my nipples. I felt the little plastic teeth biting into my areola. But these clamps were way bigger than the clover clamps. As I lowered my arms and my shirt settled back into place, I realized I was in bigger trouble. Now the whole bottom half of both breasts were clearly visible.  
 
    “Please! Julie! I can’t!” I said, horrified at the thought of walking through half the mall with a good portion of my bosom hanging out.  
 
    She gave me a look and I immediately stopped protesting.  
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “At least I got your mind off your clit. Now I want you to go. I’m working until close today and you are a fucking horrible distraction.” Then she grabbed me with both hands, cupped my bottom as she pressed her own slight frame against mine, and kissed me so hard that it almost hurt. Then she slapped her hand hard against my ass, making me yelp. She maneuvered me to the front of the store and pushed me out. 
 
    “Go on,” she whispered. “And expect a phone call soon,” she said sternly. 
 
    I have little recollection of that last mad dash sprint back to my truck. Yes, I got stared at and I wouldn’t be surprised if a few pictures of a redhead slut with obviously clamped nipples, dressed in a pair of short shorts and a cut-off tee shirt, show up on the internet. In any event, I even managed to get back through the sport store without exploding. I was fumbling with the keys to my truck when I came for the last time. Everything tingled, my clit, my pussy, my nipples, even my ass for some strange, odd reason. I climbed into my truck, my fingers trembling as I unsnapped my jeans and fumbled for the three switches. 
 
    Blessed stillness. Finally. I sat there, air conditioner on, perspiration dripping down my forehead, chest heaving, nipples still clamped as I relished the silence. My muscles were fatigued and I was still trembling slightly, undoubtedly aftershocks from the long-term exposure to the vibrational hell I’d just endured. I didn’t remove the chastity belt, but I did remove Julie’s hairclips from my nipples, tossing them into my shopping bag. I let out a groan. What a fucked-up afternoon! 
 
    Then I headed for home. 
 
    But there was just one more thing to do. The final punishment. I pulled over on the farm-to-market road that ran just south of our property. I reached into my bag and pulled the last item from it. Ten crazy minutes later, I pulled up in front of the house. My mother’s car was gone, so I knew that I’d be able to get away with it. The toilet paper wrapped around me fluttered in the breeze as I struggled to hold it together. Sitting in the truck hadn’t been good for the bit wrapped around my butt and it was tearing with every step. With my blue jeans shorts and ruined tee-shirt lay draped over one arm I pushed through the kitchen and then entered the living room, heading for the stairs. I made it halfway when I realized I wasn’t alone.  
 
    I looked to my left and the color drained from my cheeks. My dad sat in his chair, his eyes wide, staring. The toilet paper I had wrapped around my loins, hiding the chastity belt, fell.  
 
    “Um… your mother called. Said she was going to with some of the other ladies to the library,” my father said politely.  
 
    I nodded, then felt the heat in my cheeks. I didn’t speak. And I didn’t hurry. And this time, the look on my father’s face wasn’t quite so easy to read. I reached the stairs and started to climb. Of course, I could feel the paper tearing, parting and separating even as I climbed. My hands went to my ass even as the toilet paper covering my breasts tore and began to fall. I made it just a few more steps before I ran up the stairs, mostly naked. And then I heard a comment from down below.  
 
    “I guess you did have fun.”  
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   Can I Cum Part 1 - 09/19/10 
 
      
 
    There have been a few times in my life when I've wondered if I'm an addict. I understand the general concept. There’s this unscratched itch, a longing, a desperation that comes with increasing intensity, destroying logic and rational thought as your mind and body reacts to a craving that you know must be satisfied if you’re going to be able to function. Which might explain why I’ve got a six-inch-long, vibrating rod stuffed up inside me at this moment. It makes typing difficult, but without it… I’m longing.  
 
    I've always been a very sexual person. My first orgasm came at the tender age of twelve and I had some impressive masturbatory experience long before Kari and I became lovers or mistress and submissive. If virginity can be taken by inanimate objects, I lost mine to a hairbrush handle. I still masturbate a lot. More than most guys if I hear correctly, though I think most guys lie about it. When I was living with Kari, I was still quite active when it came to self-pleasure, but Kari was in lockstep with most of my needs and I found that just walking past her would generally result in her satisfying me. Now, with me living back at home, with just myself to rely on for satisfaction, my set of dildos, vibrators, and other inanimate bring me right to that crest of bliss where everything sort of shuts down and there is nothing but awesomeness. 
 
    I usually do the dirty deed about four times a day, except for that one week of the month, which we don't really need to go into. I wake up desperate, which is great if there is someone in bed with me. But that hasn't happened much lately. What usually happens is I slip my hand down between my legs, only to find the previous day’s toy. If it is battery operated, you can bet I turn it on. If not, there is the steady, wet, slide of thick rubber moving in and out of my sex. I gasp, moan, pant, and spread my legs, because I like the sensation of my thighs being taut. And then, with a minimal amount of fuss, I cum.  
 
    Then I go about my daily chores. By ten or eleven o'clock, unless I'm out with someone or really busy, I start to feel that need again, and I find a quiet spot to push my jeans down, reach into my panties, and rub myself until I'm gasping with my forehead against a wall. Or if I have a vibrator, you’ll find me buck naked, lying on a hay bale, or out in the fields on a blanket, the sun and wind around me, legs spread, one hand down between my legs while the other teases a bare nipple. Climax comes and I will lie there, head swimming in sexual euphoria.  
 
    By three, I'm desperate again. This time it will be at the barn, standing in the back yard, my jeans and panties twenty feet away along with my boots, while I stand there with the water hose between my legs, the cool, refreshing liquid spraying up into my pussy, striking my clit. My fingers will glide through my folds and I find myself leaning against the wooden wall, gasping. My entire body trembles as the waves of pleasure shoot through me, until I can’t hold off anymore. I thrust a finger, or two, deep into my slit and clench my teeth as the orgasm overwhelms me, leaving me a sodden, cool, wet mess.  
 
    And then, right before bed, my clothes puddled on the floor, I step naked into the shower. Soap and suds and water and a thick, nine-inch-long rubber dildo with a suction cup change getting clean into a porn video and I find myself bent over, thrusting myself back and forth against the rigid and satisfying cock. Until I cum.  
 
    Which just reinforces the perception that I am an addict. 
 
    I should have refused. I should have said, “no. I’m the kind of girl who needs more orgasms, not less. This will be too difficult.” Instead, I’d idiotically agreed to Master Barrett’s assignment. And after just a day and a half, I'm going crazy.  
 
    Admittedly, Saturday wasn't so bad. I denied myself my morning orgasms, suffering the want and desire as my ben wa balls rolled and slipped through my insides which each step. The two small spheres stuffed into my pussy had no motors, but that didn’t matter. With a free moving weight inside, every movement of my hips caused the damn things to shift around, as if someone’s fingers were lightly swirling through my pussy. By the middle of the day my desperation had peaked and I was more than ready to find some stranger and ask for permission to cum. I rushed upstairs, chucked my jeans into the laundry hamper, and grabbed a more appropriate outfit. Five minutes later I was in my truck without a clear idea of where I was going, only that I needed someone to say yes. I ended up at the local mall. Beats me why I went there.  
 
    The drive itself wasn’t without its own excitement. On the way, I slipped a hand down and unbuttoned my shorts, tugging the zipper down until the pink, bikini cut panties were in full view. I might have wriggled my hips too, because after a moment the shorts were closer to my knees than my waist, but I didn’t care. My hand slipped under the damp cotton and I gasped as the truck swerved across the center line a bit. I managed to get the truck back on the right side of the road, while my middle finger bounced eagerly over my clit and slid down through my soaked folds. I gasped, my fingers tightening around the steering wheel as I diddled myself with increasing eagerness. I might have taken it just a bit too far, but then I remembered what Master Barrett had said about unauthorized orgasms. I didn’t want to risk the punishment. 
 
    Or did I? 
 
    It's tough to drive a stick shift with only one hand. It's even more tough when the other hand happens to be slipping in and out of your pussy while occasionally rubbing your clit. I pulled into the mall parking lot, panting heavily, and positioned my Ford F-150 a little way off. In retrospect, I probably should have headed for Mike’s Hardware Store, or maybe one of the Feed stores. Still, I finally spotted what I was looking for and quickly sped across the lot. I took my hand away from my crotch long enough for me to roll down the window, and then put my wet fingers right back where they’d been. In my pussy. As I got close, I slowed down and then gave the nice middle-aged man one of my famous “million watts” smiles. I stopped the truck, waved a few slick fingers at him and said, "excuse me sir!" 
 
    What guy doesn't stop? A cute redhead wearing a tight tee-shirt who probably needed directions? Of course, he’d smile and walk on over. He stopped immediately and stepped right up to the side of the truck. "Can I help you miss?" he asked politely, leaning on the open door and looking in at me. It took him a moment to process it all, but as his eyes slid down my body, he saw that my shorts were around my knees, my panties were skewed, and that I was visibly, noisily, fingering myself. His expression changed dramatically.   
 
    I blushed a little bit as my fingers continued dancing between my legs and my chest heaved with excitement. I don't think he noticed though. "Well sir, I was wondering if you might give me permission to cum," I panted, my cheeks red from a mixture of sexual longing and embarrassment He blinked a few times.  
 
    "Excuse me?" he said, a look of confusion and disbelief on his face. He gulped, still obviously a little bit discombobulated. I could feel the rampant desire within me building. I was so fucking close! He had to say “yes!” and soon!  
 
    "Please?” I whined. “Can you please give me permission to cum?" I asked again. This time I said it with all the passion I felt. The desperation. I was dangerously close to cumming whether he gave me permission or not.  
 
    "You need my permission to cum?" He looked at me quizzically again, this time following the spasmodic and jerky movements of my arm down to my exposed pussy. I closed my eyes, groaning. So damn close! 
 
    "What are you doing?"  
 
    "Masturbating! Please, can I cum?" I demanded, with probably a bit more force than I needed. He looked at me shocked and then nodded, granting me permission. 
 
    I had my middle finger buried up to the knuckle while my palm was pressing and rubbing my clit. My pace increased dramatically and then I let out a loud gasp. The orgasm hit me and I realized the truck was moving. I had let my foot up off the brake. I quickly mashed it back down and realized that the man had walked along side of the truck, watching as I climaxed. I put the truck in park, feeling the effects of sexual euphoria effect my mental capacity, and I extracted my rather wet finger from between my legs and licked it clean. I admit, I made a show of it, but seriously, he deserved SOMETHING for granting me permission. I might have also made sure not to cover up my exposed little pussy.  
 
    "Thanks," I said. "I really needed that." 
 
    He gave me another one of those disbelieving looks, but I could see the amusement in his eyes. "You needed permission to cum?" His eyebrow arched up and I couldn't help thinking of Star Trek's Mr. Spock. I grinned. 
 
    "This week I do. Which both sucks and blows." I put the truck in gear and gave him another smile. "Thanks for the permission! You can read about it if you want. Just Google search Breanne and the letters NHPS." I gave him a slight wave. "Bye!"  
 
    Then I drove off feeling so much better. 
 
    Satisfied, at least for the moment, I headed back to my parents’ farm. Nothing was said and if I came in with a slightly more relaxed attitude, my family merely chalked it up to me getting out. The rest of the afternoon went by slowly, especially since the ben wa balls were still rolling around in my slit. But since I spent much of the time watching television with my dad, it didn’t build up until dinner time. Then, as I worked my way around the kitchen table, setting the places, I felt the familiar stirring of my honey pot. Still, I resisted and endured, telling myself that I could handle the denial.  
 
    At least until bedtime. I stripped out of my shorts and stood there naked, looking at myself in the mirror. I longed to run my hands through my slit, to fall back on the bed with my legs open. I wanted to tug the ben wa balls out of my pussy and lick them, only to replace the sex toy with a thick, rubber dildo. I wanted to pump it good and hard and send myself off to dreamland with an orgasm, my brain filled with endorphins and dopamine, the flood of addicting and naturally occurring oxytocin that comes with a good fuck.  
 
    “No, Breanne,” I said to myself. “You know what he’ll do to you. Or make you do if you break the rules. You must have permission to cum.” I swallowed hard. Then I turned, walked over to the bed, and slipped naked between the sheets. Every fiber of my body told my brain “do it. Rub. Just a little. You know you want to. You know you need to.” For a moment I considered getting dressed, going out, and finding someone to say yes. But since it would be tough to find a good excuse to go out at ten in the evening like this, I just suffered until I fell asleep.  
 
    I woke up that way. Suffering. I actually had my fingers in my slit, rubbing eagerly before I remembered that I wasn’t allowed to cum without permission. I groaned, licked at my fingers, then climbed out of bed. I already knew what the day’s toy was supposed to be and I waddled over to my closet, retrieved my “toy box,” and pulled the nine-inch-long “Husky Dildo” out of it. Solid rubber and thick, I pushed it into my soaked slit after tugging the ben wa balls free. For a moment I almost lost it, the urge to just lay back on the bed and pound that thick dildo in and out of my dripping sex was so strong! I let out a pitiful whimper and forced myself to let go. I grabbed my panties, pulled them up to hold in the dildo, and then stuffed myself into a pair of jeans and a tee shirt, complemented with work boots, tube socks, and headed out to do my chores.  
 
    Out in the barn, I asked Star (my horse) if I could cum, but she just nickered and I figured that it was more likely she was laughing at my obvious sexual wantonness than granting permission. The second I finished, I rushed back into the house, packed a bag with a ridiculously short skirt and halter top and drove out to the road behind the farm. 
 
    The morning heat of summer washed over me as I climbed out of the truck, went to the front, and stripped with surprising speed. It wasn’t even fear that motivated me this time. Usually, I’m scared to death of someone driving down the Farm to Market road, someone who might see me naked, in the middle of changing from farmgirl to fuckslut. But this time, I’d have welcomed it. I’d have stepped right up, hand out waving, hoping they’d stop to ogle, to stare, and maybe, give me permission.  
 
    But as luck would have it, or fate, no one drove by. I hopped into the short skirt, which tried to cover my butt, falling and inch short of the task. I had to keep the panties on though, just to hold in the dildo. Then I pulled off my tee shirt and took off the bra, baring my large breasts to absolutely no one, and pulled on the halter. Then I hurried back to the cab of the truck, climbed in, and drove in a near panic.  
 
    Oh. By the way. Never ever drive a Ford F-150 Super cab on a gravel Country Road with a nine-inch-dildo buried inside you. It does some strange things to your libido, especially if there is no relief in sight.  
 
    I didn't want to do a repeat of the mall thing, so instead I went to the park. I drove to Thomas Park and once again parked my truck, looking over at the gazebo. There were a few other vehicles parked there and I figured that with it being as early as it was, a few folks would undoubtedly be walking by eventually. I knew what I wanted to do, so I peeled my panties down, shifting my hips left and right as I took off my underwear in the truck. Carefully, I got out of the vehicle, my thighs locked together because I didn't want the dildo to fall out. I'm sure I looked ridiculous, waddling toward the park bench on the other side of the tree line. It was relatively secluded yet provided me with plenty of visual warning if someone I DIDN'T want to see me doing what I was doing happened to walk by. I moved to the bench, lifted the back of my skirt so my bare bottom was on the wood, and since I was alone, spread my legs and very gently, very slowly, began moving my Husky dildo in and out.  
 
    This went on for about five minutes with me getting closer and closer to orgasm. Warm sunlight bathed my exposed thighs as lifted the soles of my feet up from my flip flops. Each sweet, slow thrust of the dildo was like taking a draught of cool water after a long day’s hike in hot weather. Every agonizing draw of the full length out was like developing the thirst in the first place. Girl goo dripped down onto the bench between my legs and I made a couple of groans that would have made anyone nearby look to see just who was in need.  
 
    When the lady walking the dog appeared, I was about as desperate as I thought possible. Instinctively I pulled my hands away from my skirt, smoothing down the material and clamping my legs together. The full nine inches of the Husky dildo were buried in my slit and I tightened around it, my hips rolling even as she approached me. I gave her a warm smile, even though she gave me an oddly judgmental look, clearly disapproving of my slutty attire. "Hi! Afternoon," I said as she started walking past me. Her eyes snapped toward me with irritation and even the dog, a small scotty, yipped with irritation.  
 
    "Good afternoon," she replied stiffly, clearly hoping to end the conversation right there. She looked away from my bare legs and even picked up her pace.  
 
    “Not to bother you,” I said politely. “But I was wondering if you'd mind if I came?" She stopped, the dog pulling on her leash, clearly surprised at their sudden deceleration. She gave me a suspicious look.  
 
    “Came? You want to come along with me?” 
 
    I laughed and shook my head. “No. I mean would you mind if I exploded.” 
 
    “Exploded?” The lady said. I bit my lip. 
 
    “I mean orgasm. I’ve been masturbating and I need permission.” 
 
    She gave me a shocked look and then turned and hurried away. How rude! I let out a groan. I was terribly disappointed. I was so close! I kept my hands away from the Husky dildo and kept my thighs pressed tightly together for a moment, figuring that I needed to calm down. But a moment later the itch returned and I couldn’t help spreading my legs again, slouching on the bench, my knees spread as widely apart. I caught the Husky dildo as it slid out of my slit and pushed it immediately back in. Suddenly the woman’s rudeness didn’t matter to me, and Master Barrett’s orders not to cum without permission didn’t seem that imperative either. I began pumping, too aroused and too needing to really hold out. Within a few minutes I was close. The squelching wet noise of the dildo getting buried in my pussy was sweet music and the pressure inside me had risen to a crescendo.  
 
    I was saved by circumstance and I recognize that I probably should be punished, just for my mental state. Especially since I’d made the active decision to just cum, even without permission. But then I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. A man about ten years older than me was rounding the outer trail by the gazebo. He clearly hadn’t seen me yet, but he was going to be coming my way, and that meant I might be cumming his. For a second, I shifted, as if to close my legs, hide my charms, and keep from exposing myself in as publicly humiliating fashion as possible. But then… then I changed my mind. I lifted my heels off the ground so that the arches of my feet were exposed, a pair of imaginary stilettos on my feet. I moved my knees so far apart that my skirt was just a blue band around my waist. My pussy was a wet, bright pink gash, stuffed with rubber cock and I didn’t stop pumping. And as he approached, I pushed my halter top up over my breasts, baring them. 
 
    Well that certainly got his attention. I moaned as I thrust the dildo back in and then I looked at him as he slowed down and stopped in front of the park bench. His eyes were wide and I certainly had his attention.  
 
    "Can I please cum?" I whined. Not my most glorious moment. 
 
    He nodded with a grin. "Oh yeah, baby."  
 
    Getting that permission was like a breath of fresh air and I cried out as I began jamming the dildo through my pussy hard and fast. Fluids splattered my thighs, the bench, and even the concrete sidewalk as I exploded almost instantly. Relief flooded through me as I gasped, shuddered, and then sort of collapsed right there on the bench. Then with a stupid grin on my face, I turned toward my audience as I pulled the dildo out, gave it a nice long lick, and said, “thank you.”  
 
    He gave me a smile. "Was that enough for you, baby?"  
 
    When is one orgasm ever enough for me? Sure, the pressure that had been building all morning was gone, but who knew how long it would be before I found someone else to give me permission to cum. Besides, I believe in paying my debts so I stood up, reached out with the hand NOT holding the dildo, and pulled him back into the trees.  
 
    Despite the fact that my skirt fell back down over my ass, he didn’t seem to mind as I set the dildo aside and instead concentrated on his cock. It was thick and hard and went down my throat rather well as I bobbed my head back and forth, slurping on his manhood with steady determination. I was on my knees for less than five minutes before I felt him push me back onto the grass, my legs spreading before him. Then the soft, yet firm tip of his shaft found my sodden, sweet slit and he slid into me with a groan. He grabbed my ankles, hoisting them up into the air as he fucked me behind the bushes in the steamy heat. I felt him stiffen, his cock rippling with spasms, and I looked up at him. 
 
    “Please? Please come in my mouth?” That was all I needed to say and he knelt over me, pumping his dick fast, my open mouth an inch away from his tip. Hot jism shot out from his loins, striking me on the cheek, then the nose, then the forehead, his aim rather lousy. But I didn’t care. Instead, face covered with his dripping semen, I leaned forward, grabbed his softening shaft and put him back into my mouth. He really liked that.  
 
    I used my skirt to clean my face when he finally sighed in satisfaction, a second, less explosive orgasm sucked from deep down in his balls. I licked my lips as I politely declined an invitation to go back with him to his place, and instead gave him my email address, and then managed to get my clothes back in place. Then, to my recent paramour's astonishment, I spread my legs and rammed my husky dildo home. 
 
    "I thought you were satisfied!" he said, clearly astonished, watching as I pushed all nine inches of solid rubbed deep into my pussy.  
 
    I laughed. “I am. But I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and there is a rule that says that girls like me must be stuffed with either cock or a sex toy. All to keep us wet and ready.”  
 
    He blinked. “You can use my cock again,” he offered ruefully. I grinned. 
 
    “I’m not sure you can be hard enough just yet,” I teased. He sighed. 
 
    “True. Two orgasms is unusual for me,” he admitted. “Still, I like the idea. I think all girls should follow that rule. It would be a lot more fun.” 
 
    “But that would make me a lot less special,” I replied.  
 
    “Too true,” he replied and he walked me back to my truck. I got a nice wet kiss to go along with it and I raced back toward my house to get there in time for lunch.  
 
    And now I'm sitting in my room, my gym shorts around my ankles, impaled on the Husky dildo, bouncing as I write all this up. I'm guessing I'll be posting more tomorrow too. Why? Because I'm ready to go back out and ask for permission. Can I please cum? 
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   Can I Cum Part 2 – 09/20/10 
 
      
 
    It was around ten o’clock at night and frankly, I couldn't stand it anymore. Carefully I opened the door of my room and glanced down the hallway. My parents had gone to bed a little early that night, much to my pleasure, so sneaking downstairs and out of the house was actually doable. I hadn’t even bothered to change my outfits, and the tight, yet comfortable gym shorts and tee shirt made me look more like a college coed than some farmgirl escaping from her parents’ ranch house. The husky dildo had been replaced during my evening shower and I was now filled with my vibroballs, both of which had been silent for most of the evening but were now buzzing merrily away between my legs as I struggled to complete the terms of my current assignment.  
 
    The den was dark and the lights off, so I quickly padded barefoot across the room and into the kitchen. I grabbed the keys off the hook and with a minimal of fuss, escaped out into the hot darkness. I climbed into the truck and started the engine, moving quickly just in case someone woke up. Driving with an active set of vibrating motors going in your pussy is not very bright and by the time the vehicle reached the farm to market road, I’d found the wired control box that was tucked into the waistband of my shorts. I turned the toy off, sighing in relief as the vibrations stopped.  
 
    I had to cum. I knew it. I was just too aroused. My late morning sex had been enough to push me through most of the day, but the vibroballs had just been too much for me to handle. Especially on. I reached the outskirts of town and the glowing lights of fast-food restaurants and all-night grocery stores, I realized that a quick stop at a drive thru might net me the very thing I needed. I pulled up to the first one I saw, got in line, turned the vibroballs back on, and reached down between my legs. My fingertips found my clit and it wasn't long before the fire in my pussy roared. I soooooo wanted to cum. We inched forward, bit by bit and I stayed right on the edge of the orgasmic cliff, not wanting to get to close to the abyss just yet, but knowing I needed to stay within a minute’s walk of it. I ordered a drink, my voice no doubt sounding a bit strained. That's what happens when you order a diet coke with your fingers delicately pinching your clit repeatedly or wiggling your middle finger around inside you as you push and prod two vibrating golf ball sized spheres. 
 
    The line barely moved and my right hand moved rapidly from steering wheel to shifter to my breasts. I wasn't wearing a bra under my tee shirt and a few well-placed squeezes there immediately tightened both nubs into hard little bumps, easily seen through the thin cotton. Finally, I pulled up to the first window and was politely told by a young man that I owed a dollar sixteen. I handed him five quarters, twisting in my seat so that I could keep my left hand between my legs. When he passed me back my change, I gave him a beaming smile and breathlessly asked my question.  
 
    "Would you mind if I came?" 
 
    Blink Blink. "Came where?" he asked, clearly not understanding me. 
 
    "Right here," I replied, working my pussy a little faster. His confused look made me sigh in exasperation. "I'm masturbating and I was wondering if you would mind if I orgasmed right here?" 
 
    A small diet cola equals a dollar sixteen.  
 
    Vibroballs for stimulation equals twelve ninety-nine.  
 
    Loose gym shorts and panties costs around eighteen or so bucks.  
 
    The shocked look on the young guy's face when I asked him if I could orgasm? Priceless. 
 
    I know, cliché. But kind of funny too. And damn it dates me. In any event he was a bit too shocked for words and I had to press him just a little. 
 
    "So, do I have your permission?" I asked. He nodded, eyes bulging. And with that I went to town. I was ridiculously close anyway so it didn't matter. I even managed to cum before the cars in front of me pulled forward and I pulled out a very wet finger and sucked it clean, all the while giving my little cash register boy a pleasant memory, even if he couldn't really see anything. I sort of regret that.  
 
    I got my drink and washed down the flavor of my own juices and headed for home. A quick slide of my thumb against the vibroball remote turned their little rumbling to silence and I sighed in contentment. 
 
    I parked the truck closer to the barn and turned the vibroballs back on. It wasn’t going to be enough to set me on edge again, at least I didn’t think it would be. But the rules were the rules. I went back to the kitchen door, unlocked it, and let myself in. 
 
    There was a blue light in the den. Someone was watching television. Uh oh. I gulped, inched forward and peeked in. My father sat in his recliner, his walker next to him, as he watched some old World War 2 documentary on the History Channel. I bit my lip. Maybe, if I timed it right, I could pass him and he’d chalk up the sound of the vibroballs to the rumbling of a Panzer.  
 
    I waited for the squeak of tank treads and stepped into the room. My dad turned his head and looked at me with a smile. 
 
    “Where have you been?” He asked. 
 
    I bit my lips. I suck at lying. “Late night munchies,” I said with a shrug. “Just needed to go out for a bit. Why? Were you worried?” I asked. 
 
    My dad shrugged. He is a strong, powerful man except for his right leg, which is shriveled and practically useless, the result of a car accident involving a drunk driver. He grinned over at me.  
 
    “It’s not like you need permission,” he said easily, “to come. And go.”  
 
    My eyes widened and I froze at the innuendo. A thousand thoughts rushed through me. He knew! Oh Fuck! He knew what I’d done, and why I’d done it! My pussy tightened up around the vibroballs and suddenly, I needed to cum again. Holy shit! I bit my lip, blushing crimson, and I moved quickly, crossing in front of him, heading toward the stairs. I mixed in with the roar of the Third Reich rolling toward the Bulge and started upstairs. 
 
    “Bre?” I heard my dad say. I turned and looked back down. 
 
    “You’re an adult and can make decisions for yourself. Besides, you had your phone.” 
 
    Suddenly I felt a sense of relief. His commentary had been innocent. I’d interpreted it wrongly. I gave him a smile and hurried up to my room. A moment later the vibroballs were off and I was nestled between my sheets, dreaming of being naked, of vibrators and tanks and explosions. And near the wet and satisfactory ending, there was a man, strong and powerful, but wounded in battle, and I remember asking him for permission. 
 
    “Permission to do what?” He asked, already knowing, already smiling, already watching as I slid my hand down between my legs. 
 
    To cum.  
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   Can I Cum Part 3 – 09/21/10 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, things might have been getting just a tad bit out of hand. I was sitting at my desk mid-morning, having finished up all my outside chores, and the private messenger window was open. My libido was set to “over-active,” which is only two or three levels above “constantly wet and horny” and the vibroballs which were still inside me were shaking like a Los Angeles office building during an earthquake. The little, battery operated sex toy had been on all morning and I was going quickly mad. Frankly, I needed permission to cum, soon.  
 
    “I don’t suppose you’d be willing to grant me permission?” I asked tentatively. 
 
    I could almost sense the laughter in his response. “Me granting you permission to orgasm would defeat the purpose of your torment.” 
 
    That set my teeth on edge. “There’s a purpose?” I replied. 
 
    “Of course. You are a nympho humiliation pain slut. Your purpose is to entertain us with your sexual suffering.” 
 
    I licked my lips. “Well, if you aren’t going to give me authorization to cum, I’m going to end this conversation in just a minute or two and go for a drive.” 
 
    “Yes, about that…” he muttered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, honestly Breanne, I feel that you driving up to some random individual and asking to explode, from the safety of your truck, sort of defeats the purpose.” 
 
    “What?” I repeated. “But the guy at the restaurant got to see me yesterday!”  
 
    “Did he? Did he really?” 
 
    I bit my lip. “Well, probably,” I said, knowing that it was something of a lie. That poor guy only saw me acting like I was cumming. He hadn’t been able to look down into my lap and see how I was fingering my dripping slit, spreading my petals, and flicking my fingers at my clit.  
 
    “Um, I did it at the park too,” I said weakly. 
 
    “Yes. That was much better,” Master Barrett admitted. “Still, I think we have to up the ante, to increase your levels of humiliation, not to mention arousal. I had pictured your needing to ask permission six or seven times a day, rather than a middling two or three.” 
 
    I gulped. “Increase… my levels of humiliation?” I managed to whisper.  
 
    “Indeed,” Master Barrett said. “So here is what you’ll need to do…” 
 
    It took him almost five more minutes to explain, to add in consequences, and generally change the assignment into something four times as sexually intense. I trembled at the thought. Finally, I’d grabbed the new outfit he wanted me to wear, stuffed it into a bag, and headed downstairs and out to the truck. The second I started the engine I turned off the rumbling, pussy shaking, sex spheres and slumped back in relief. I’d worn vibroballs for extended periods before and let’s be honest, I’m like the world champion for enduring direct vibrational. Ok. Sure, I wasn’t coherent about an hour and a half in, and I’d have gladly fucked a monkey’s uncle, but I still DID IT! 
 
    I pulled over less than three minutes later, the tires of my Ford F-150 crunching on the gravel. Soybean and cotton fields stretched off in every direction, as far as I could see, and nothing but the hot, late summer wind whistled by. There wasn’t a vehicle in any direction and I hopped down out of my truck and trundled up to the front grill. 
 
    Because I needed to change.  
 
    I kicked off my boots first, which was more of a requirement than any conscious selection. Wincing as the rocks dug into my stockinged feet, I reached down, one by one, and pulled the dusty white cotton tubes off my toes. Barefoot, I went for my jeans, undoing the buckle on the belt, then pushing the denim down. I had to catch the wire that went from the vibroballs to the controller, but a moment later the two little spheres were purring again and my pussy was rippling with vibrations. As my hips rolled, I tugged off my shirt, then unclasped my bra. Lastly, I pushed my thumbs into my panties and rolled them down off my legs.  
 
    Voila. Naked. 
 
    Next, I folded everything. Neatly. I admit I rushed, but mostly because I was terrified that someone was going to come driving up to see me standing in the buff with a wire coming out of my cunt, going to a battery-operated control box with a freaking slider on it. But while that humiliation would have been horrible, the idea of it turned me on, and by the time my clothes were nice and neat, I was looking around, not in terror of being seen, but hoping someone was approaching.  
 
    Unfortunately, I was out of luck. No one was in sight. Which was why I choose to change at that spot in the first place.  
 
    I shook out the skirt, a blue denim number with a ruffled hem. It was too short, at least by my defining standards, and my mother would have been scandalized. My dad would have raised an eyebrow, partly in appreciation, but also in consideration of where his shotgun might be located. Relationships are complicated in Texas. The halter top I slipped on left my midriff bare and pushed my boobs together in a rather impressive fashion. But the neckline was decidedly low, which made me look half hooker and half stripper and all slut.  
 
    I hopped in my truck and immediately sped off with no particular destination in mind.  To be honest, I think my pussy was driving, pointing me in some innate direction that only my libido could sense. The truck trundled along and I found myself heading westbound toward Houston. Not wanting to end up in Downtown, I turned south on Highway 6 and began cruising, pulling into parking lots, looking for a target.  I passed the icehouse I had once spent an afternoon getting gangbanged in. I passed the service center where both my car and my pussy were thoroughly lubed.  Then I was into the more eclectic shopping strip malls. Oh. How appropriate! Strip malls! 
 
    I pulled into one massive parking lot, got out of the truck, and cranked the dial of my vibroballs to maximum. The skirt didn’t have pockets, so I was forced to tuck the controller into the waist band. The wire was the problem. It was pink and stuck out like a sore thumb. Anyone looking at me would see the wire running up under the skirt and get the right idea. And maybe that had been Master Barrett’s point. I grit my teeth as my pussy tightened and started walking.  I was looking for something in particular: a single guy, getting out of his vehicle, where there was some nearby concealment. Like a large sport utility vehicle. Preferably a Hummer if I could swing it.  
 
    Unfortunately, no Hummers.  I guess gas prices are making those things lawn ornaments these days. I walked on, teeth clenched as my pussy contracted almost continuously around the vibroballs. My nipples were hard as rocks and it took almost an insane amount of willpower not to lift my skirt, slip my fingers in between my sodden petals and finish the job. It took about ten minutes to find Mr. Right, wearing a black polo and a lanyard with a name tag on it. It said “Eric” on it, not that it really matters, but I managed to approach Eric before he had made it more than three or four steps away from his vehicle. Even better, it was right between a van and a Ford Explorer. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me!” I asked, probably a bit more intensely that I meant to. It startled him.  He gave me a surprised look, which turned to appreciation. Definite appreciation.  
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    I didn’t get that close. I stayed between the van and the Explorer. “Can I please cum?” I begged, one hand going down to my skirt, pressing on the denim over my pussy. 
 
    “What?” He asked in confusion. I sighed. Clearly, I need to be more explicit when I ask that first question. It would eliminate these tiresome repetitions. 
 
    “I need to orgasm. Can I please masturbate?” I said, trying not to grit my teeth in frustration, sexual or otherwise.  
 
    He glanced around, his shocked expression still written bold upon his face.  “Here?” 
 
    I nodded quickly, no doubt conveying the absolute urgency of the situation. Be honest.  If a somewhat cute, 24-year-old girl came up to you and told you she needed to masturbate to orgasm immediately and needed your permission, wouldn’t you say yes? Plus, I helped him with a visible incentive. I lifted the front of my skirt, flashed the wet, pink petals of my sex, and jammed my finger against my clit, rubbed back and forth frantically with one hand, while my other turned up the vibroballs to maximum. Then I yanked my shirt up, exposing one nipple, which I pinched pretty hard. I fell sideways against the Explorer, my eyes closing in absolute pleasure as I diddled myself in the freaking parking lot, right there in front of this man. He got an eyeful, let me assure you. 
 
    And I got a handful: of juices. I let out this low-pitched whine and the pressure inside me burst. My hips jerked wildly and I let my nipple go, just so I could jam my knuckles into my mouth. Girl goo began to shoot out of me, filling my hand and splattering the pavement. Suddenly I was glad I wasn’t wearing shorts. Inside me the vibroballs hummed at full throttle and the resultant orgasm was rather powerful, thanks to increased stimulation and the fact I hadn’t cum in like ten hours. Despite the fingers in my mouth, I was pretty noisy too, but we didn’t attract anyone’s attention. 
 
    “Holy shit,” was Eric’s comment. I let out a sigh as I started to relax, pulling my hand away from both my crotch and my breast at the same time. My skirt flopped back down to cover my well sauced slit and my hand tugged at the controller, which I turned back down to low, as per Master Barrett’s orders. I shuddered, the adrenaline in my system receding, leaving me to enjoy the sweet afterglow of orgasm. Somewhat dazed, I wiped my hand off on the backside of my skirt and then gave Eric one of my patented “million watts” smiles. I tugged the halter top back down over my tits and took a step closer to him.  
 
    “Hope you enjoyed the show,” I said wickedly. “I appreciate the permission. Thank you,” I said politely. Then the situation got the best of me. I blushed crimson, looked around, and started to walk off.  
 
    “What the fuck?” Eric said loudly to my back.  “You’re just going to walk off and leave me like this?” 
 
    I stopped and looked back. “Like what?” 
 
    “Confused? Horny? Wondering what that control box goes to?” 
 
    I grinned. “Yep. See ya!” And then I walked back to my vehicle. As I climbed into the cab of my truck, I suddenly felt bad for poor Eric. Should I have done something more? Gone into his store with him? Gotten down on my knees and sucked his cock? Laid back on the hood of his car, letting him flip my skirt up, pull the vibroballs out of my sweet slit, only to feel his thick, long dick sliding in as a replacement? 
 
    Well… maybe not that last one. Come on… in the parking lot? 
 
    I drummed my fingers on the steering wheel, full of indecision. Then my pussy tightened. It had nothing to do with what was going on in my head. It was just an involuntary reaction to the vibrations still buzzing around between my legs. Master Barrett wanted me stimulated. And Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 is about being ready… 
 
    I let out a deep breath, grabbed a condom from my purse, and got back out of the truck. 
 
    I had a man to fuck.  
 
    Eric’s name tag had provided me with more than just a name. It had provided me the name of a store. I found it relatively quickly. Mostly because he’d parked practically in front of it. I marched up to the glass door, tugged on the handle, and found it locked.  
 
    Oops. So, I knocked. 
 
    I saw movement and then Eric came up. He unlatched the door and looked at me, eyes wide. “We’re still closed,” he said, but from the tone of his voice, I knew he was happy to see me.  
 
    I gulped. “I thought about it and figured it wasn’t nice to leave you confused,” I said softly. 
 
    His eyebrow went up. “Or horny?” 
 
    I nodded. “Or horny.” 
 
    “Or wondering about the wire?”  
 
    I tugged the vibroballs remote out of my waistband, the pink line still going down my side, then under the hem of the skirt. I held it out to him, the little slider down at low. He took it, gave me a curious look, then pushed the little knob all the way up. Inside me the two spherical motors went into to overdrive and I gasped, hips fluttering as my pussy locked up around the diabolical sex toy. I groaned, mouth open, eyes wide. 
 
    “Sex toy. I see,” Eric said. Then… then he pulled. Using the vibroballs wire. I felt myself drawn into the store by the pussy and the door shut behind me. Eric locked it again and I found myself being led, pulled really, toward the back. We rounded the counter and a moment later I was in the back-storage area, surrounded by boxes. There was a desk and a chair and refrigerator too, and Eric gave me a look that made it clear what he wanted.  
 
    So, I pulled off my halter top.  
 
    That’s not exactly accurate. I mean, yes. I pulled off my halter top. But I did it slowly, inch by inch, in a sort of strip tease that made Eric’s eyes widen. He’d already seen my tits once, but there is something erotic and exciting about a girl exposing herself incrementally. I let out a low, breathy moan and then tossed my top on the desk next to him. Our eyes met and the tension practically smoldered. I unbuttoned the skirt. I couldn’t turn more than halfway in order for him to see my rump as I slid the denim down my legs, and there was an awkward moment when the denim got hung up on the wire, but Eric was sufficiently astute to help with that and a moment later I was standing there naked, with him holding the wire to my vibroballs. Which were still going crazy at full power. 
 
    “Can I suck your cock?” I begged, my chest heaving in excitement.  
 
    He nodded and I dropped to my knees, the wire pulling slightly on my pussy. My hands came up and began unbuttoning him and I found his manhood a moment later. It was just like I’d imagined it. Long and perfect. I didn’t wait. I was feeling voracious and suddenly I didn’t want to tease him. I wanted to feel him inside me. Fully and completely. And since that wasn’t going to happen between my legs, at least not for a while, I opened my mouth and jammed his entire dick as deep down my throat as I could go. 
 
    For the record, that’s not the way I like to start blowjobs. I like to hold a cock in my hand, rubbing gently as I begin at the tip, licking in slow, soft circles around the head. Then I begin to bob, letting my mouth engulf more and more until there is an unending cylinder of hand and mouth, rubbing and sucking. I’ve been told that it’s difficult to tell where my palm ends and my cheek begins. Then with my free hand, I like to use my nails to caress his balls. Lightly. Almost as if I were trying to tickle him. This makes them tighten up, pumping, and I swirl my tongue around inside my mouth, over and over, lapping at the thick, pumping, surging cock until the entire thing is deep and I’m almost gagging.  
 
    With Eric, I did it all backward. I don’t know why. I just had this crazy urge. I deep throated him first, then bobbed and swirled and brought my hands up to cup his scrotum and the base of his dick. Despite my inverted technique, he responded perfectly and I felt his own pressure rise. Just not quite at the same pace mine was. 
 
    I pulled myself off his dick for just a moment and looked up at him, eyes wide and pleading. “Please? Please fuck me?” 
 
    Eric didn’t have to be asked twice. He pulled me up to my feet, his hands finding my hips as he maneuvered me over to the desk. Suddenly I was lifted, my little bottom placed upon the wooden surface. He leaned me back and I lifted my feet, putting my heels on the edge of the desk. This spread my legs open widely and I gasped as the new position put some very different angles on the stimulation. Then Eric pulled on the wire and I groaned as the vibroballs started to come out.  
 
    I heard the motors get very loud and a rather unpleasant sensation went through me. My pussy was now empty and holy crap… I didn’t like that. Not one bit. “Hurry!” I blurted out. “Put it in me! The condom!”  
 
    But Eric was looking at the vibroballs. Sure, his cock was hard and out, but there was something in his eye. He didn’t turn them off either. What was he thinking? “Please?” I whispered. Then he smiled and lowered the vibroballs back down to my vulnerable, exposed pussy. For a second, I thought he was going to stick them back in. Instead, he dangled them above my clitoris, then let them touch me. 
 
    Oh. My. Fucking. God.  
 
    The vibrations that had stimulated my insides were now streaming directly into my clit and my back arched as if I’d been suddenly electrified. I yelped, eyes wide, and one foot slipped from the desk. For a moment I lay there just trembling, the two little balls just dancing around and over my petals and clit. It felt… it felt… amazing. Then Eric, despite the wetness, mashed his hand down between my legs, trapping both vibrating balls between my pussy and his palm. He pressed. Hard.  
 
    And suddenly, I needed to cum. Badly. 
 
    Master Barrett’s orders flashed back through my head and I glanced at him with a desperate look. “Please? Can I cum?” I asked in a ragged voice, panting hard. His other hand came up and he grabbed my tit, squeezing it, pinching the nipple and giving it a little twist. I shuddered, eyes rolling up into the back of my head.  
 
    “I don’t think so. Not this time.” 
 
    It took me a moment to process that, but when I finally figured out that he’d just said no, I almost panicked. “What?” I blurted out. “Please! I need to cum!” 
 
    Eric shook his head again. “No. I told you. No cumming!”  
 
    “But I’ll be punished!” I almost screamed. 
 
    His eyebrow went up curiously and I could see that admission intrigued him. It also made him hesitate, but the pressure didn’t relent, and while he was wrestling with indecision, I was wrestling with a monster called orgasm. And I knew I’d already lost. I gritted my teeth and my head rolled as the pleasure burst up through me like a bursting geyser. My pussy tightened around absolutely nothing, but this was a clitoral orgasm, the overwhelming and intense overstimulation of one little nerve center. My legs snapped close, thighs tightening around Eric’s hand and he blinked in surprise as I took his decision on whether to grant me orgasming rights away. He undoubtedly felt my squirt of cum and then I shuddered violently, spasming on his desk as all my energy was suddenly spirited away. My feet dropped and I lay there stupidly, eyes unfocused, panting as my unauthorized climax left me a mindless fuckslut.  
 
    Eric pulled the vibroballs away, turned them off, slipped the condom on over his cock, and slid it into me. I mewled a little at the penetration, but damn it sure felt good. He thrust himself against me almost a dozen times before I began squeezing him with my vagina, reacting to the coital intercourse instinctively. By the time he was ready to cum, I was starting to use my brain again, and I blinked the sexual euphoria out of my eyes to look up into his.  
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. “Fuck me. Hard. Use me. Hurt me,” I said. I grabbed his hand and brought it up to my breast. “Pinch me again. Twist my nipple.” 
 
    He followed my orders and a surge of erotic pain shot through my bosom. I groaned loudly and he clearly liked that. We moved in rhythm, my body accepting his every thrust, his shaft slipping hot and wet through my insides. I watched his face as he reached his peak, the expression of not quite pain that flashed through him. I nodded, smiling, accepting, and I cupped my own breasts, pinching my nipples as he hammered me until the entire desk shook. 
 
    When it was over, he sighed and pulled away. His cock was flaccid and he pulled off the condom, letting it drop into the nearby trashcan. I lay right there on the desk, feeling languid and sort of floppy. My legs dropped down over the side and not in a comfortable way, so I sat up, leaving a rather impressive wet spot on the wooden surface. I looked at him with a grin.  
 
    “Still confused?” I asked teasingly. 
 
    Eric looked up at me. Then he smiled. “A little. What’s the punishment for cumming without permission?” 
 
    I blinked. Then I groaned. Right! Fuck. I’d cum and he hadn’t allowed it! I sighed dramatically and hopped down from the table. I looked around for the vibroballs and found them. “Anal plug,” I said in a dejected tone. “Alone with a crotch rope.” I picked up the two spheres and turned back toward Eric. He watched as I began pushing them back in. Not erotically. Mechanically. 
 
    He blinked and shook his head. “I’m trying to process this.” 
 
    I let out a laugh as the two little motors went back into my pussy. Then I grabbed my skirt from off the floor. “It’s complicated. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I’m being tormented today with the vibroballs.” I pointed to my pussy. “I’m not allowed to cum unless a stranger gives me permission.” 
 
    Eric blinked. “I’m a stranger.” 
 
    I laughed as I stepped into the skirt. “You were a stranger.” I gave him a very intimate smile. “I think we know each other pretty good now.” I set the skirt in place. Then I reached down, picked up the vibroballs control, and turned them on. 
 
    “Jesus Christ!” Eric blurted. “On?” 
 
    I nodded. “On low. All day.” 
 
    “You must be cumming almost constantly!” 
 
    I swallowed as my pussy tightened up. “Well, not quite. But it’s been challenging.”  
 
    “And because I didn’t give you permission, you’re now going to get an anal plug stuffed into your bottom?” 
 
    I bit my lip and nodded. He looked away. 
 
    “Sorry about that.” 
 
    I sighed. “Don’t be. I can handle it. I don’t like it, but I can handle it. Besides, the crotch rope is going to be more of a challenge.”  
 
    Eric just stared, as if I were mad. I grabbed my halter top and tucked my boobs back into hiding. Finally, I turned. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Can I have your number? Are you doing anything this weekend?” He asked immediately. I laughed. I turned back to the desk, ignored the wet spot, grabbed a pen and pad, and wrote a few things on the paper. Then I turned back to him, handed him the note, and grinned. “You have a store to open,” I reminded him. “And I have a punishment to endure.” 
 
    Eric took the note, looked at it and grinned. “You’ll have to tell me how it went,” he said with pleasure.  
 
    I leaned over and kissed him. Long and slow and with tongue. When we finally parted, just a bit breathless, I nodded.  
 
    “I will.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Master Barrett had made it very clear what needed to happen should I fail any portion of my assignment and at first, I thought I would hurry home, not wanting to delay. But when I realized I’d make it home just in time for lunch, I had second thoughts. The last thing I wanted to do was sit at the kitchen table eating while the vibroballs were churning around in my cunt. There would be questions, and what if I got close to another orgasm?  
 
    I stopped at a drive through instead, getting a chicken sandwich and waffle fries, and eating them in the parking lot, before heading home. It was a small delay, but a necessary one, and except for the fifteen minutes I was eating, the vibroballs didn’t bother me all that much. Granted, I was aroused. But two orgasms in the space of an hour or so had settled me nicely and when I made it back to my house, once more dressed in my tee shirt and jeans, I was able to waltz in past my mother, who offered me lunch, with no visible sign of my torment.  
 
    Up in my room I undressed and got out my anal plug. Four inches long and a similar width at the base, the anal plug Master Barrett had selected for me to endure was one of my more uncomfortable ones. I’m not a fan of anything anal. The anus is an exit. Not an entrance. Or at least that’s how I felt about the matter. But because it wasn’t technically on my list of limitations, every dom and domme within four thousand miles felt that stuffing my bottom was good for me.  
 
    I greased the rubber insert and knelt on the bed. It usually takes me a few minutes to get anal plugs in, mostly because it takes a great deal of mental focus for me to relax sufficiently, and to resist the natural urges to tighten. I whimpered and let out a groan as I began pushing, my ass rejecting the thick intruder. It’s tapered for easy entry but widens diabolically and basically feels like someone is shoving a baseball bat up my ass. 
 
    Not that anyone’s ever done that, but I’ve had a Louisville Slugger stuffed in my cunt, so I can say I have an idea of the sensation. When the anal plug finally locked into place, my sphincter tightening around the base, I rolled over panting, ass aching, and wondered if I were crazy. But the vibroballs were on, my pussy was starting to really tingle, and I knew that my punishment was going to be both terrible and awesome. 
 
    Next, I got out a certain hemp construct I made some time ago.  It basically was a one-inch-thick rope, approximately twenty-nine inches long, with another similar rope about twenty-five inches long tied on one end in the middle of the first. I wrapped the longer rope around my waist, tying it off in the front, so that the attached rope dangled down between my butt cheeks.  I reached down between my legs, grabbed the dangling rope, and pulled it upward as I spread my ankles. The rope pushed the plug a little deeper and I reached down and spread the petals of my sex apart as I tugged the rope into position. Soon my labia were parted with the thick, scratchy hemp. The rope was then looped under the waist string and tied off with a clove hitch.  I tightened it so that the knot was literally right above my clit, the crotch rope just a tad too tight. The wire to the vibroballs stuck out from under my new “panties”. Then, rather carefully, I pulled my panties and jeans back on, tucked the vibroballs remote into my pocket, and gingerly took a step. 
 
    Allow me to describe in detail exactly what was happening.  First, the vibroballs were still buzzing merrily away inside my pussy. But they weren’t just shaking. The moved with every step, rattling against each as the internal motors spun. This sensation was now enhanced by the rope between my legs, which literally slid about half an inch, back and forth, through my pussy with every step I took. To make matters worse, the large knot directly above my clit was too big to actually come off my clit, so not only was my clit being rubbed aggressively, but the knot was putting a lot of pressure on it as well. Walking was going to be a challenge.  
 
    But I did it. Barely.  I mastered my sexual urges and the acute sexual discomfort and went downstairs. I made a pretense about some chores. Then I went out to the barn. The fire between my legs smoldered, then ignited, and within twenty minutes I was more than ready to either cum or quit. I closed my eyes, pocketed my keys, and hopped back into my truck. A moment later my Ford F-150 was trundling along out the main road.  
 
    As I changed out of my blue jeans and tee shirt, swapping them for the same blue denim skirt I’d worn earlier, I thought about what needed to happen. Master Barrett had proscribed the exact procedure for removing the crotch rope and anal plug and if I moved quickly, I could probably succeed without any further complications. I pulled the halter top over my head and tried to formulate a plan. It wasn’t easy. Finally, I gave up, figuring that at least I could turn off the vibroballs if I were driving. I climbed back into the cab of the truck and took off toward town.  and I quickly drove into town.   
 
    All I needed to do was find a stranger, explain my predicament, and ask him or her for permission to remove the crotch rope thong. Of course, I technically had to remove it right there in front of them, so it wasn’t going to be another parking lot ambush as far as I was concerned. I instead started driving toward a series of small shops, which at two o’clock in the afternoon should be only barely busy. I needed privacy for this one. 
 
    I pulled up to the first strip mall and only aggravated my situation by walking the entire length, because I needed a store without customers. I also preferred stores with only one employee. Grumbling, I walked past maybe fifteen retail spaces, only to find that not even one of them were suitable. I made it back to the truck, my pussy now on fire and quite hot thanks to both the vibroballs and the crotch rope sawing at my clit and labia. I moved on.  The next strip mall was a bit longer and I made it past three stores, none of which were acceptable, when another orgasm rocked through me. It was very intense and made me sway and lean against the wall. I think it was the rope that did it. It hurt, and at the same time I was being sexually stimulated by the vibroballs. My body just couldn’t handle it.  To be honest, I’m not surprised.  After a few minutes I recovered, tentatively took a step, and realized that I needed to get the crotch rope off and the anal plug out of my ass… quick. Between the plug and the vibroballs, my pussy and ass were constantly contracting, and the rope was abrading my clit. 
 
    I went into the next store that looked even remotely possible. It was a gaming store, shelves lined with video games. I’m not much of a gamer, except for Elder Scrolls: Morrowind, which I play on my computer, but I’ve also got a Wii so I’ve been in places like this before. I went in, still slightly reeling from my last orgasm and was immediately greeted by the clerk, a nice young man who oddly enough, was wearing a terribly similar outfit to my early morning conquest Eric.  We smiled at each other and he asked me the loaded question.  
 
    “Good Afternoon. What can I do for you?” 
 
    I walked up to the counter, slowly of course, put my elbows down on the counter, bent over, blinked my pretty eye lashes, and then gave him a million-watt smile. His eyes flickered down to the front of my halter top and delved deep into the cleavage. Perfect.  
 
    “Well, I certainly hope you can do me,” I said, starting off. I knew this was going to come out weird no matter how I said it, so I just went right on ahead. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, and my master made me put on a crotch rope. He said I could only take it off if a stranger gave me permission to remove it. You’re a stranger, so would you be willing to give me permission to take it off?” The words came out in a rush, and I suspect something of a jumble because the guy just stood there.  
 
    Hmmmm. Maybe it’s not the way I ask, but what I’m asking? I guess it just takes a moment to compute. Or something. 
 
    “Excuse me?” He asked, clearly confused. I sighed and resisted doing a facepalm. With a deep breath, I repeated myself. “I’m wearing a crotch rope and I’d like your permission to remove it,” I said, this time a little slower. I took a step back from the counter and literally pulled up the hem of my skirt to show him the waist rope and the knot above my clit. His eyes widened in shock because I’m guessing it’s not every day a cute redheaded girl comes into his shop and lifts her skirt up.  
 
    “You need my permission to take off the rope?” he asked, still clarifying, his eyes just a little wild. I gave him a grin and nod. His name tag said “manager”.  How the hell do you become a manager and have trouble with a simple request? 
 
    “Precisely,” I replied.  “This isn’t a joke. No cameras, no audience, no anything. Just please say ‘yes you can take off the rope’.  It’s easy,” I told him.  
 
    “Uh. Okay. You can take off the rope,” he said, this time with a little more confidence. I grinned my thanks and immediately yanked my skirt all the way up. To the waist. Right there.  
 
    “Wait!  What are you doing?” he demanded.  
 
    I rolled my eyes as my fingers tugged at the various knots. The thick hemp had been rubbing at my clit for over an hour and I was going nuts. The vibroballs weren’t making it easy either. Even on low the vibrations were increasing the sexual pressure. I clearly didn’t have a lot of time. “Taking off this damn crotch rope. It’s tearing up my pussy,” I replied, continuing. 
 
    “You can’t do that here! In the middle of the store!”  You should have seen his eyes.  They were popping out of his skull. 
 
    I stopped.  “You want me to do this in your back room or something?” I asked innocently. 
 
    “That’s for employees only.” His response sounded automatic. I needed to kickstart him again. I managed to loosen the slip knot above my clit and groaned softly as the rope threaded between my labia came loose. It was soaked, the individual threads of the hemp fraying even more. My hand went back to the knot and I began to unthread it. I didn’t see what the manager was worried about. There weren’t any customers, nor were there likely to be until school let out. Plus, I was technically behind a big cardboard poster like thing holding a gun and displaying a game name. I managed to free the knot, sighing out in relief, when he came out from around the counter, grabbed my arm, and pulled me into the back room. 
 
    What a mess. As a manager, he wasn’t the most organized guy I’ve ever encountered.  He stood in the doorway, keeping watch on both his store and me and I looked up at him as I pulled the center line out from between my legs. I admit, I was feeling just a bit cruel, but also horny, and a bit playful. I pretended I couldn’t get the rope loose. 
 
    “I can’t get this rope off. Would you mind?” I asked him, rotating my hips and lifting one leg. I put my flip flop clad foot on a chair as his eyes fell out on the floor and began rolling around. I guess the raw pinkness of my protruding pussy won him over, because he came over and immediately tugged the crotch rope out from between my legs. I winced a few times as it moved across my clit, but it wasn’t long before he found the anal plug. 
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” he asked, pressing the bottom of the plug.  I wish he hadn’t done that. I nodded and then he reached out and I felt a light tug. The wire. His hand followed it up to my waistband. Then he pulled he remote out. With the vibroballs on low, I could feel the shaking deep in my sex.  
 
    “What’s this?” he asked. 
 
    “Vibroballs.  In my pussy,” I replied.  The bastard then turned the slider to maximum and the muted roar of the balls was suddenly audible. I groaned, my hips involuntarily churning, as my ass tightened around the plug. Now I can stand a lot of sexual stimulation. I’ve accidentally trained myself to tolerate long term exposure and even some intense sex play. But I’d been tormented and teased all fucking day. I’d been walking around for over an hour all hot and bothered and tormented.  
 
    “Please!” I gasped, feeling the orgasm rushing toward me.  “Please stop! I can’t cum! I’m not allowed too!” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he demanded, leaving the vibroballs on their maximum setting.  My hands went to my pussy as my clit began to throb.   
 
    “The rope and plug are punishments for cumming when I wasn’t supposed too.” 
 
    “So, what happens if you cum now?” he asked, clearly intrigued with the situation. 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t know...just please!” 
 
    I could see the look in his eyes. It’s a common look for guys, the wheels turn, the blackmail rises to the top.  And then it came. 
 
    “What will you give me to stop?” 
 
    The words were out of my mouth before a second had passed.  “Anything! I’ll give you a blowjob! I’ll let you fuck me! Just…please turn it off!” 
 
    My loins went still. I fell against a shelf gasping, my body shaking. He handed me the remote and I took it, still slightly dazed from the intensity of the torment. 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” he said politely. I was left on my own for about a minute and then he was back. He took the remote away from me, the little wire leading back down to my pussy, and he pushed me down so that I was on my knees. He presented his own crotch to me and then I was faced with dick. 
 
    “We’ll start with that blowjob and if you don’t do a good job then this happens.” He thumbed the vibroballs again and they roared to life for a few seconds. It was like throwing gasoline on a bed of hot coals. Whoosh! I nodded as the roar faded and he turned the vibroballs off again. I opened my mouth and tried to give him the best blow job of his life. 
 
    My mouth opened and as I wrapped my hand around his shaft, I let my tongue dart lightly against his tapered head. I heard him give me an encouraging moan, but it was his thumb on the controller that spurred me to get more serious. A second later I’d engulfed his entire cock, wetly sucking on it as I bobbed my head. His pants slipped downward and I used my left hand to find his balls, my nails delicately scratching at them, almost tickling him as I slurped and moved up and down his length. My tongue swirled around his head and I went deep, trying to get him all the way down my throat, only to gag a little and come back up for air.  
 
    It wasn’t long before my manager was groaning, one hand on my head while the other played with the vibroballs remote, occasionally turning it up to low, other times sending a jolt of powerful vibrations through my pussy. I could sense he was getting ready to cum when he pulled away from me, tugged me to my feet, and turned me around.   
 
      
 
    I was ready for this and grabbed a condom I’d tucked into the cleavage of my shirt. With a quickly shouted “wait!” I had the condom out in seconds and he let me put it on him, even as he changed the roar of the vibroballs from high to low back and forth. When he was appropriately clad, he ordered me to turn around and bend over. How prosaic. 
 
    The vibroballs got turned off completely, which was a bit of a relief, but then he tugged them out of my body. He ignored the anal plug. I got bent over the chair and his hand went up under my halter, pushing it up as he exposed my breasts. His fingers kneaded the soft flesh while he positioned his cock at my pussy. Then I got impaled. 
 
    As far as fucks go, this one was actually pretty good.  Of course, I was trying extremely hard not to cum. The guy was intense. His pumping was steady, sort of slow, and he seemed to be building back up to a powerful orgasm. I could tell when he was close because his grip on my breast got tighter and then he was pinching my nipple. I gasped, realizing that I was closer to climax than him. I let out a moan of eagerness that only incentivized him.  
 
    “Yes!” I mewled. “Hurt me!” That really did it, because he twisted the tip of my breast, even as his cock rammed me repeatedly from behind. I shuddered and then couldn’t hold back any more as another orgasm rippled through me. I cried out, making it very clear that I was in the midst of a powerful orgasm. And that was what he needed to hear. I tightened around him just as he started to cum, and we sort of just stood there shaking as our muscles locked into place. He filled the condom and I just sort of sighed. 
 
    We sort of just separated and he was stripping off the condom as I turned around and planted my anal plugged ass in the chair. My pussy was dripping and I just sort of gave him this loose relaxed grin of pleasure. 
 
    He laughed. “You came anyway.” 
 
    I nodded. Then with a sigh I inclined my head toward the fallen vibroballs.  “I need those back in on low.” 
 
    He gave me a look of incredulity. “Seriously?” 
 
    I nodded again.  “It’s sort of a punishment.” 
 
    “Wow, you are a slut.” 
 
    I smiled. “A nympho humiliation pain slut,” I told him with a smug grin. He buckled his pants and then picked up the vibroballs, handing them to me. They were still a bit wet. Slowly, I pushed them into my now widened, pink, and still slightly abraded slit. Once they were embedded, I turned them back on, setting the dial to low.  I admit, I let out another groan, but I wasn’t so out of it that I couldn’t pull myself together.   
 
    I left my breasts exposed as I rolled my skirt back down, covering up my exposed loins. I could see the slight look of disappointment in my paramour’s face, but it wasn’t like I could leave the store with my skirt in a roll around my waist. Then I adjusted the halter top, tucking my breasts back in. The vibroballs remote got tucked into the skirt’s waistband, the long pink wire once more standing out like a flag against the blue denim, leaving the indecent to think… well… indecent things about me. I bent down and grabbed the rope thong which was lying on the floor.  
 
    “Um…” I said. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Jack.” 
 
    “Jack,” I allowed. “I really appreciate your assistance.” 
 
    He grinned and crossed his arms. “No one is going to believe this,” he admitted. I bit my lip and gave him a direct look.  
 
    “Well, they might…” I began. It took only a moment to explain the blog. And my writing. His eyes widened.  
 
    “You… you aren’t going to use the name of the store? Or my name?” 
 
    I grinned, rose on tip toe, and kissed his cheek. “Only the name ‘Jack’,” I swore. He sighed in relief and I followed him out of the back room and into the main store. A piece of paper was taped to the front door, and he moved quickly to it, tugged it free, and then unlocked the front door. 
 
    I continued down the strip mall, looking for a similar spot to extract my anal plug.  I’m not a fan of things in my ass, even cocks, so getting the plug out was at the top of my list of things to do that afternoon. It was getting hot so I stepped into one of those large wanna be department stores. You know, the ones that are warehouses trying to be department stores, instead of department stores trying to look like warehouses? I went in there. I think I wandered around for about ten minutes before I found what I was looking for; single woman, impeccably dressed, thin, a little waspish, but vain if her jewelry was any indication. I approached her, introduced myself and then explained my predicament. 
 
    “You actually agree to this abusive behavior?” she asked, her tone clearly disapproving.  I nodded, mentally groaning already. I didn’t need a lecture. A simple yes or no would have sufficed. “You should discontinue this sluttish behavior. It is unbecoming of a woman in today’s world,” she said haughtily. 
 
    “But I like being a slut,” I replied, just a little surprised. 
 
    “Then keep the offending object in your ass.” She turned away from me. 
 
    My next target was a bit more conventional. This time it was a store employee, male, who was a little younger than me.  
 
    “Hi,” I said, sounding more than a little embarrassed. “I have a minor problem.” He listened to my unconventional request, made the normal remarks of disbelief, and then led me to the changing rooms. No one was around, so I invited him to come in and watch, which was sort of the idea of the punishment in the first place. You should have seen his grin. We went in together, I quickly lifted the back of my skirt, and of course there was the obligatory question about the soft buzzing sound and what the remote did. However, unlike the game store manager, my latest gentleman was much less aggressive. He just enjoyed the show. I pulled out the plug, much to my relief, and then offered him a blow job.  
 
    Yes, I know. I didn’t need to. But he was SO nice! I felt he deserved it. I was quick and an expert and he came quickly. The only screw up was that he jerked when he came and some of it caught me across the face, rather than in my mouth. I wiped some of the cum off my cheek, licked my finger and grinned. I gave him a chaste kiss, got my plug, and went off to find the woman who had been so cruel to me. 
 
    This time I approached her I was holding the still slightly moist plug up high. I cleared my throat, looked at her, saw her astonished expression of horror and said, “Excuse me, do you happen to have some tissue? I think I’ve got sperm in my hair.” 
 
    I am soooooo evil.  But I enjoyed it.  The woman just stared at me, in shock, and I turned and left the store. I did sort of wipe the plug off… on something. Uh… don’t ask.  
 
    With the vibroballs buzzing I headed for home, ready for more sexual escapades, but the reality was that I felt satisfied. Even with the vibroballs inside me, my baser nature had been sated. I felt… good. I stopped on the side of the road again, right before turning down the gravel drive of our little farm, just to get back into my jeans and tee shirt. As the afternoon sun warmed me and I went from little fuck slut to farm girl, I pulled my boots on, with only the softly buzzing of the vibroballs to remind me of how I’d spent the day. 
 
    But… I’m me. And I knew as I climbed back into the truck, that anoth[bookmark: _i7ojhp]er orgasm, and most certainly another punishment, were already on the way.  
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    I’m seriously beginning to hate clothespins. 
 
    It was nine-thirty in the morning and I’d finished my chores, only to get back to my room and discover that Master Barrett wasn’t terribly happy with me. My usual excesses evidently merited another punishment and he decided that I needed a nice, long round of Clothespins.  Of course, he called them pegs, but whether you call them wooden clamps, clothespins, clothes clippers, or pegs, they’re all the same. Two pieces of wood held together by a spring under pressure. Oh yeah, and they come in plastic too. 
 
    Mine are classic though. Wooden, cheap, and the bite is just strong enough to hurt and be uncomfortable without cutting off circulation. In the pantheon of clamps I own, they’re actually some of the lightest, but tightest. They’re versatile though, and you can get them in packages of two dozen at a time for just a few bucks. Do you KNOW what it feels like to have two dozen clothespins dangling from just your sensitive parts? 
 
    Dangling. That is exactly what Master Barrett asked me to do: dangle clothespins. For the entire day. He was a little nice and gave me the option of either having one on my clit, or having one on each nipple, but no matter what, I was to stay clamped. After four days of sexual frustration interspersed with some amazing powerful orgasms, having clothespins dangling from the two most sexualized and sensual spots changed the dynamics rather intensely. 
 
    Now I’ve done an assignment before where I was required to wear clothespins like this.  In private, the pegs had to be on my nipples. In public, the pegs (both that time) had to be on my pussy and clit. It was tough, but I managed, and I figured that a similar pattern would keep either my nipples or clit from being over sensitized. Now it’s hard to walk straight when you’ve got a two-inch-long wooden clamp dangling down from your clit. Mostly it’s because the base of the clamp digs into your skin. This of course does all sorts of things to your clit. Pushing, tugging, pulling. You end up doing this sort of waddle as your nub becomes tenderized, and you begin thinking that having the clothespins on your breasts isn’t such a bad thing after all. 
 
    And don’t forget – I still was required to find someone to grant me permission to cum. So horny and now uncomfortably clamped with a clothespin on my clit, I left the house around 10 am and headed out with no destination in mind except the O-zone. Master Barrett had also told me to wear my ben wa balls as my toy of the day. Slow, steady torment with each step.  
 
    I stopped, as usual, along the side of the road and glanced out over the fields. Fall had officially started, though you couldn’t tell one damn bit, as the south Texas sun continued to bake us. I shook out my hair and moved to the front of the truck where I quickly peeled out of my tee shirt, shorts, bra, and panties, to stand naked in the hot, morning sun. Still, there was a breeze and I closed my eyes, just reveling in the freedom of it. 
 
    Then my nerves got to me and I quickly snapped out of my momentary nirvana and got dressed. Then, correctly attired, with the wooden clothespins dangling from my clit, I climbed back into my truck and took a moment to figure out where I was going. I ended up at my local mall, walking slowly through the “neighborhoods”, trying not to excite my clit too much as the ben wa balls slowly churned inside me. Frankly, the sex toy was just frustrating, making me insanely wet, but never quite taking me to the levels of immediate need. 
 
    As usual, I was looking for solitary men, mostly because I have no interest in poaching. The key is always to find someone who is looking at you. Eye-contact. Because if someone eye-fucks you, there is a good chance they’re also going to be interested in actually fucking you. So, despite the embarrassment of how I was dressed, I kept my head up and smiled. I found one that gave me the right sort of look, and when he turned away, I followed him. I expected him to go into a store, but lucky me, he went down one of the bathroom hallways. I let him go into the restroom, then after waiting a few moments, opened the door and stuck my head in. It was one of the smaller restrooms, with only a few stalls. No one was at the sinks, and I didn’t see any feet under the stalls, but there he was, standing at the urinals.  
 
    I’ve always had a sort of sick fascination with men’s public restrooms. I’ve become an expert on them. This one was cleaner than most. The one thing that really has struck me is seeing the number of stalls compared to the number of urinals. I wonder if there is a formula somewhere that dictates “if you have this many men using the restroom, you need x number of urinals and y number of stalls. So, I guess I’m not really an expert.  
 
    I waited near the door until he was finished, and then when he got himself zipped up and turned around to go to the sink, he saw me. He was about thirty-five or so, with a slight paunch. I don’t really mind that. If a guy isn’t grossly overweight, I can take it. Granted, I like sculpted athletic bodies, but clean and sweet is sometimes just as good. I can’t abide dirty guys. The absolute worst are guys who masturbate a lot and don’t clean their cocks afterward.  Yuck. 
 
    Ewww… sorry about that.  Probably killed any sexual tension you were feeling, right?  Ok, well picture this instead: Bathroom. Two people. One could be you. The other? Twenty-four-year-old white female, dyed, fire-engine red hair. Pale complexion, but with a smattering of light brown freckles on her cheeks and arms. Attire? Simple. An incredibly tight tee shirt, pink, with the words “Princess” in white, slightly faded. No bra, both nipples clearly visible through the fading, overstretched material, and they aren’t even hard. The skirt is blue denim, also faded, flared with pleats. Long smooth legs go all the way down to a pair of blue colored flip flops. Her toenails are painted pink. Her only accessory is a small purse on a thing silver strand that crosses her chest, making her breasts stand out even more. 
 
    There?  Back in the mood?  Good. 
 
    Anyway, the guy saw me, stopped, smiled and then said the classic line men always seem to say when they encounter me in a men’s restroom. 
 
    “One of us seems to be in the wrong bathroom.”   
 
    No. Seriously? Really? One of us? You just fucking peed in a urinal and you think ONE of us is in the wrong room? You aren’t sure? The sign on the door has a figure who ISN’T wearing a dress. I think we could probably come right out and say that I’m the one in the wrong restroom. 
 
    I hid my irritation and instead replaced it with one of my million watts please fuck me like this was your bedroom smiles and took a few steps closer.   
 
    “Yeah, I know. I’m in the wrong place, but I really needed some help and I was wondering if you’d be kind enough to do it.” 
 
    His eyebrow went up. “What can I do for you?” Ah… what a gentleman! Of course, I find most guys to be gentlemen. At least usually. 
 
    “I was wondering if you would give me permission to have an orgasm right now,” I asked. The surprised look on his face made me grin. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need your permission to have an orgasm. I’m seriously wet and I need relief.” 
 
    “Seriously?” he asked, his eyes flashing down to my breasts. I stifled my groan and nodded. 
 
    “Uh, sure.  You can go ahead and orgasm,” he told me. 
 
    I glanced at my watch, quickly lifted my skirt, and immediately began working my fingers in and out of my hole. I didn’t quite catch his expression because my focus was elsewhere, but I heard a low whistle of astonishment, so I’m guessing he either was impressed at the clothespin dangling from my clit, or the fact that I was doing this in front of him. Or maybe it was both things. Who knows?  
 
    My thumb began doing some rather intense things to the clothespin on my clit, mostly flicking it even as I drove three fingers deeper and deeper into my pussy. For the first thirty seconds, I was worried that I wouldn’t manage in time, but the frustrations of the entire morning, the agony of denial, and now finally, the humiliation of doing this in front of a stranger got to me. I felt the wave build up and then crash into me, swamping me wetly. I felt the juices squirt out onto my hand and I leaned backward against the wall gasping, my face flushed, hand still buried in my sex. 
 
    “Damn girl, you are a slut,” my audience said, clearly pleased with the show. He had a hard on and he was stroking it slightly through the material of his trousers. 
 
    After recovering, I pulled my hand away from my crotch, let my skirt drop, and then moved to the sink, washing my hands. I turned toward him with a smile and thanked him. 
 
    I thought about offering him a blowjob, but for some reason it just seemed awkward. So instead, I waddled on out of the restroom without another word. He didn’t follow, which admittedly surprised me, but I managed. Feeling sated, but just a tad bit hungry, I went to the food court, got some food and ate lunch.   
 
    After lunch I stopped by the junk jewelry store. I shouldn’t call it that, since the jewelry is quality stuff, just cheap.  Julie wasn’t working, which was good because I didn’t think I was up for having my breasts slapped again. She loves doing that for some reason.  I had to stop by just in case though, because the last time I walked the mall and didn’t and posted about it, she got pissed that I hadn’t “dropped by.” And when Julie gets pissed it hurts. 
 
    I headed back out to my truck then, only feeling the stir of the ben wa balls slowly trying to build the fire back up. As I got behind the wheel, I pulled my tee shirt up and moved the clothespin from my clit to my right nipple, got out the second peg, and attached that to my left.  I left my shirt up. It’s not illegal to drive topless! Ha ha! 
 
    And I went home.  Yeah, I know boring, right?  Except by the time I got home, the added stimulation of having my breasts hanging out, not to mention the incredible sensation of the wooden clamps chewing on my nubs, had me ready for another orgasm. I got dressed on the side of the road again, pulling on my blue jeans and long-sleeved shirt. Then I drove the last little bit down to the farmhouse, parked the truck, and suffered in silence through the rest of the afternoon. 
 
    I even suffered through dinner. 
 
    But around nine that evening I couldn’t take it anymore. Granted, I’d moved the clothespins back and forth all day, but my clit was now so tender that I was hurting. The ben wa balls made it difficult to move around, and my nipples, while having received the least amount of attention during the day, were still hypersensitive. With my family already in bed, I changed into a halter top and high heels, put my skirt back on, and escaped. 
 
    There were several places that I could have gone and one of them happened to be a bar I know. I’m not much of a drinker, but I’ve been taken to a few bars in my time. This one was unique since I’d never been fucked in it before. The music was heavy rock, the lighting was strobe, and the volume was so loud that if I had to go every night, I’d be deaf as a post within a week.   
 
    I was dressed appropriately and immediately got asked to dance. I said yes before considering the consequences and the next thing I knew I was up on the dance floor in this handsome guy’s arms, being twirled and bent in half, his hands on me, the ben wa balls suddenly going into overtime as my clit was stretched, tugged, pushed, pulled, and in general, terribly tormented. I made it through the dance without pulling off this guy’s clothes and fucking him, but only through a massive burst of will power. I ended the dance with a kiss, sticking my tongue down his throat.   
 
    His name was Jonas, but I only found that out afterward.  When the dance and kiss were finished, I told him to take me someplace and fuck me or we could do it on the floor. 
 
    Trust a guy to know right where to take a girl for a quick fuck.  Evidently this bar is a little lax on their regulations regarding public fucking, though granted we did move to a back corner.  In moments he was sitting on a chair while I was straddling him. I took out the ben wa balls, dropped them on the floor (yes…bad idea I know) and then watched his eyes bug out as I pulled the clothespin off my clit, tugged up my halter top and moved it to my nipple. I fished another clothespin out of my skirt pocket and held it out to him. He laughed and added the other clamp to my tits. His cock was out already, sticking straight up and I went to my knees, sucking and licking him for a few moments. Then I put a condom on him. 
 
    I admit I didn’t do my normal job on his cock. I was too horny. After only a minute or two I stood up, straddled him, and then impaled myself. We pumped as the few party goers around us cheered Jonas and me on and then he was grabbing hold of the clothespins, twisting them around as my breasts jiggled with my bouncing.  Oh god…. It was awesome.  I clutched at him, begging “can I cum? Please can I cum?” 
 
    “Yes!” He shouted over the music. 
 
    I felt my halter top being pulled off my body by someone other than Jonas and I shook and shuddered through my sexual release. No need to consult a watch. I came fast. I kept up with the bouncing though until I felt Jonas stiffen inside me, his cock throbbing as he exploded. I bent over and kissed him as his dick softened.   
 
    Disentanglement is always so anticlimactic. I picked up my ben wa balls from the floor and dipped them in a nearby drink. That got a laugh, but then to Jonas’ surprise; I reinserted them into my pussy. I looked around for my halter top, but it was gone. No one seemed to have it. I looked at Jonas expectantly. A gentleman would offer me HIS shirt, but evidently that didn’t occur to him. Instead, I got pulled back out on to the dance floor, bare breasted, still stuffed with my golf ball sized spheres, while clothespins dangled from my nipples. 
 
    You should have heard the cheers and jeers. I saw about a zillion cell phones and even a couple of flashes as the cameras took shots. If you see happen to see video or pictures of a girl at a bar wearing nothing but a short, blue denim skirt and clothespins… well, how embarrassing. 
 
    I was pretty much forced to dance. Jonas had a hold on me, but then one of his buddies had me. Despite my orgasm, the forced movement caused the ben wa balls to once again kick into overdrive and after thirty minutes I found myself once again wanting a fuck. I couldn’t find Jonas, so I was led back to the chair by a stranger.  Another guy’s hands grabbed my skirt and it was tugged off my body. I barely had a chance to get my ben wa balls out before I was rather unceremoniously manhandled into position and then forced down on hard extended cock.  It felt good, but then another cock was suddenly pushed into my face and I saw Jonas standing there, holding out his stick.  I turned my face and sucked him, even while several hands touched me.  The guy beneath me came, filling the condom he was wearing and then I was lifted again, my world a flash of lights and heavy music and then someone else was on the chair, a hastily applied condom on his cock and I was impaled again. 
 
    The clothespins became a focal point and they were twisted, pulled, tugged, and even removed and reapplied. I made it clear they had to stay on, but the guys surrounding me wanted that.  Every time I neared orgasm, I would ask the guy I was fucking if I could cum. They all said yes.  
 
    It was one o’clock when we got kicked out of the bar. My shirt and skirt were gone and I was finally wearing Jonas’ shirt. It barely covered my ass. The only thing I still had were my ben wa balls, which were tucked back up inside me, and my clothespins. I was sore, tender, and very much sated and Jonas helped me too my car.  We exchanged numbers and I headed home. 
 
    I snuck into the house, showered, removed the clothespins and the ben wa balls, and then got into my pajamas. My pussy was sore from the night’s fucking, but Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 came to mind, and I reached over to the bedside table, extracted my husky dildo, and slid it easily into my stretched and well used pussy. I groaned once, realizing that I would no doubt be masturbating right now if it wasn’t for the damned permission situation.  With a deep breath, I rolled over, clamped my thighs together, and finally slept. 
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    I was so tired from the dance party that I didn’t wake up until lunch time. And when I did, I wasn’t terribly horny either, even though I still had my husky dildo buried nicely up inside me. Of course, sleeping in played havoc with my chores, so I rushed outside to make sure the animals were fed, then came back in to have breakfast. I wrote out yesterday’s post, went and did a few chores, and even rode my horse out to north fields to check on the soybeans. That was the turning point sexually for me. Star’s gait really did strange things to me as the husky dildo jimmied its way around inside me. I was soaked by the time I got back to the barn, and about as horny as I possibly could be without having someone taking a flogger to my pussy. 
 
    Knowing that I needed permission if I were going to cum, I clamped my legs together, went inside, got a change of clothes, and went back to my truck.  My pussy was tingling, begging for me to reach down and grab the base of the dildo and just ram it in and out, but I held off. I even stayed in my soaked jeans for the drive into town, knowing that if I changed into my skirt I’d never be able to keep my hands off the dildo.  So instead I drove, concentrating on the road and not on my convulsing pussy or the fact that my hips were doing their own little dance without my say so. 
 
    I wasn’t heading anywhere in particular.  At least not consciously, but one thing I knew was that I wasn’t going to find a stranger at my farm. I kept my eyes peeled for an appropriate target but didn’t see anyone right for at least twenty minutes. When I did it was on a back road and I passed his repair truck and continued down the road for about a mile. Then I stopped. I got out, grabbed my skirt and a pair of fresh panties from the seat beside me, and moved to the front of my pickup. 
 
    For those of you that have been religious followers, you’ll know that this little ritual has been around since almost the beginning. Mistress Ellen imposed it upon me, Kari refined it, and I can’t seem to stop. I stood at the front of my truck, facing the hood. Then I kicked off my boots.  I ignored my socks and unbuttoned my jeans, which were then pushed down my legs. As I expected, the entire crotch was soaked. That is so… cool actually. Can you imagine being that turned on?  My panties were just as wet and I reeked of sexual need. I folded my jeans, laid them on the hood of the truck and then stripped out of the panties, clenching my spasming pussy around the husky dildo. I grabbed the fresh pair of panties, nice pink ones in fact, and pulled them up, once more applying enough pressure on the base of the husky dildo to keep it up inside me without continuous Kegel exercises.  
 
    No one passed me on the road, even as I was getting into my skirt and I shoved my feet back into my boots and grabbed my clothing.  I used a pant leg of the jeans to wipe my seat down.  It was wet too, which says a lot for my libido.  I started the truck up, made a U-turn, and headed back down the road. 
 
    He was tall and muscular and he was kneeling in front of one of those huge green boxes.  A whole set of tools was scattered around and he was even wearing a nice orange vest.  I stopped the truck a bit down the road from him, got out, and started walking toward him.  He was one of those guys who are “aware” and noticed me right off the bat, even standing up and giving me a smile.  He waited until I was close before greeting me and when he did, I felt this little thump in my heart, not to mention between my legs. 
 
    “Afternoon, miss.  Can I help you?” 
 
    “Oh, can you ever,” I replied with a telling smile. He was even more handsome up close.  A little rugged perhaps, not the same sort of chiseled perfection Kari’s boy toy Robert possesses, but not bad. Not bad at all. His biceps were big and he was wearing a pair of jeans that were tight but not skin tight. I gave him one of my million smiles and then explained exactly what I needed. 
 
    “My name is Breanne and I’m not allowed to cum unless I get permission from a stranger. And I have to do it in under a minute. Would you mind giving me permission?  I’ll do it right here.” 
 
    He blinked. “Do what?” He said it in a confused manner, not in a shocked one. I licked my lips. 
 
    “Masturbate,” I said easily. “I’ve got a dildo an everything.” 
 
    Now his eyes narrowed and an eyebrow went up. “You want to masturbate. Here? In the open?”  
 
    I shrugged. “It’s not the where. It’s the who. And that’s you. I need your permission to cum.” 
 
    He considered that for a moment. “And what if I don’t give you permission to cum?” He asked curiously.  
 
    I shrugged again. “Then you don’t get to see a cute girl jamming a rubber dildo into her pussy.” 
 
    He let out a laugh and crossed his arms. “Okay. I’m game,” he said in a disbelieving tone. He checked his watch. “A minute you said? I’ll time you.” 
 
    I lifted my skirt, leaned against the green box, and pulled down my panties. I admit, his eyes got a little big when I pulled the husky dildo out almost all the way before ramming it back in, but he didn’t say anything. I spread my legs wide as I groaned. This was the first time I had personally moved the dildo in and out of my pussy all day and it felt incredible. I pulled it out again slowly, then slid it in, enjoying the sensation of my body being split and stuffed.   
 
    I began pumping a bit more aggressively when my audience suddenly said, “thirty seconds,” reminding me that a minute wasn’t very much time. My pussy clenched around the cock. To be honest, it wasn’t as easy to work myself into an orgasm as it had been with my fingers. My clit just wasn’t getting the same type of stimulation. I started to flick my thumb against my clit but then I heard “times up.” My eyes widened and I looked up at him in shock. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I failed to cum! Oh my god! And I was so close!  So very close! My thighs trembled and I almost wailed. I even pushed the dildo in and out a few more times before he stepped up to me and caught my hand.  I looked up into those huge brown eyes. 
 
    “No more. You said you had to do it in under a minute. So, what happens now?” 
 
    I shook.  My voice trembled and I’m not sure I even made sense, but I tried to tell him. “I’m not allowed to cum unless I find a someone else to ask permission,” I replied, still shaking.  My pussy was squeezing the husky dildo to death. He let out a rueful chuckle. 
 
    “Vicious. What happens if you cum anyway?” 
 
    “I get p-p-punished,” I stuttered.  He looked intrigued. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    I explained the process to him. He asked a few other pointed questions, mostly involving the ways I get punished.  I just blubbered as I answered him, spilling my guts while my pussy screamed at me to fuck. Fuck anything. Just fuck! My ears were ringing. 
 
    “So basically, no matter what happens right now, you aren’t allowed to cum? Isn’t that right?” he asked. I nodded. Then he moved close, too close, his mouth on mine, one hand mauling my breast underneath my tee shirt while the other moved down between my legs. I melted in his embrace, trapped between the green box and his body. He smelled like hot outdoor summers, of scorched metal, and something else. Probably aftershave. Who knows?  His hand found the husky dildo even as his other began pinching my nipple and he drew it out halfway then rammed it back in. 
 
    “Don’t cum” he whispered as his mouth came off mine for just a moment. I whimpered.  I struggled against him but he held me firm. The dildo came part way out again and then got pushed right back in. I quivered. Then he yanked up my shirt, exposing my bare breasts and his hot mouth was on me, sucking, biting, nibbling and it was too much. I was too close. I cried out, my arms wrapping around him as my hips jerked wildly. His hand clutched the dildo and he just pounded it fast, jamming it in and out of my twat as I jerked in his arms. 
 
    And I came. Loudly. Wetly. 
 
    I sagged even as he continued to munch on my breasts and then he was holding me tightly.  
 
    “You naughty girl” he said with a chuckle as I finally looked up at him, eyes still a little unfocused. I shook my head, eyes wet, the sexual euphoria left over from the orgasm still rather intense. I let out a little laugh. Naughty girl?  
 
    “Slut” I replied in a slurred voice. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.” It was an automatic response, one I’m used to giving. 
 
    He grinned. “I can tell. And since you were such a naughty nympho humiliation pain slut, who had an orgasm when she wasn’t supposed to, you’re going to go home, put in an ass plug and wear a crotch rope, right?” 
 
    I nodded, still a little dazed. Endorphin highs can do that to you. Much much better than drugs. 
 
    “Well before you can do that, get down on your knees missy, and suck me.” 
 
    I did it without thinking. I dropped down as he was unbuckling his jeans and then his hard and swollen cock was in my face. I grabbed hold of it, ignoring the prickling grass on my knees and shins.  I kept my thighs together though, trying to keep the dildo in since my panties seemed to have fallen off during the whole masturbation thing and were now around one of my boots. 
 
    His cock was clean, hard, and quite nice to suck. I bobbed my head as my tongue slid across the tip of his rod and a moment later I wrapped my lips around him, one hand caressing his scrotum. The idea of doing this on the side of the road, where anyone driving by might see, only added to the allure. Even better, he was stiff and aroused. In just a few minutes he was grunting and then he pulled his cock out of my mouth, lifted me up off my knees, and pushed me back over to the service truck. He opened the passenger door of the cab, bent me over with my still exposed breasts on the hot vinyl seat, and grabbed the dildo as it began to slide out of me.   
 
    I groaned when it came out, especially since he fumbled around behind me. It was almost a minute before his cock was positioned and then I felt him enter me. I stiffened in alarm, saying the word condom a few times, but he patted me on the shoulder and told me he was wearing one. He even showed me the little packet. I relaxed marginally and then he fucked me. Thoroughly. It felt good, even though I wasn’t anywhere near the levels of need I was at before.  I felt him stiffen inside me, turning to granite and then there were those little jerks, tremors, indicating that he was spurting his load. 
 
    I just laid there as he finished behind me, patting me softly on the rear a few times as he got himself presentable.   
 
    “Geeze, you are one good fuck, girl,” he said.  He picked up the husky dildo and waved it in the air.  “I suppose you have to wear this back to your house?”  I nodded, looking over my shoulder, still trying to regain my strength. He grinned and stepped back up to my prostrate form and shoved it in. Rather forcefully too. I groaned, my back arching slightly at the aggressive penetration. I clamped down on the dildo and straightened, looking for my panties, but he found them first and very gentlemanly helped me into them.  Once he pulled them up, the crotch oddly distended thanks to the base of the dildo, he pressed his thumb against my clit and rubbed it back and forth for almost a minute. 
 
    I clung to him as the fires were stoked. Just as I was approaching another round of orgasm, he stopped, smacked me lightly on the clit, gave my nipples another set of deep pinches, and then let me go. 
 
    You have to understand, had that man said “come with me and be my personal sex slave forever and I will let you orgasm right now” I’d be at his house typing this, no doubt permanently naked, stuffed with God knows what, cooking and cleaning for him as well as being used sexually.  That’s where I was mentally and physically. 
 
    I stumbled away. I’m lucky there weren’t any cars because I didn’t even look both ways when I crossed the road.  I managed to get back in my truck and drive off, sort of toward my farm, even as my body tried to make sense of the torment, release, and then second torture.   
 
    I went home. What else could I do? The crotch rope, the plug, and the vibroballs were back at the house. I parked the pickup, grabbed my stuff, and headed back inside.  
 
    Once I was firmly ensconced in my room, I removed the husky dildo, cleaned myself up as best as I could and then got out the stuff I needed. First, I put in my vibroballs. I didn’t turn them on. I didn’t trust myself. Then I lubed the plug. I hate that thing. But in it went. Lastly, I tied the crotch rope harness around my waist and then worked the offending piece of hemp up between my labia.  As usual, I tied it off with a clove hitch and tightened it down until the knot was resting right over my clit. I pulled my skirt back up, gingerly I might add. I tucked the remote to the vibroballs into the waist band, but then on second though, turned the dial to the lowest setting. Immediately my pussy contracted around the vibroballs, tightening spasmodically.  I took one step and felt the entire harness shift a full inch, rubbing my clit painfully. The plug protected my ass, but the tender spot between my pussy and bottom was getting rubbed raw. 
 
    The pain combined with the vibrations and I had to steady myself on the bed frame.  Desperation sucks. 
 
    Still dressed in skirt, tee shirt, and boots, I headed out leaving my husky dildo and panties behind. I streaked through the house, got back in the truck, and drove off. Desperation sent me to the mall, one of the few places I knew I could find people. I parked, waddled into the mall, and went straight toward one of the department stores. My clit burned and I quickly found what I was looking for: a nice chunky geeky teenager who probably had never seen a girl naked before. I found my target, asked him in a low sultry voice if he wanted to see something neat, and then took him into the back of a store nearby and lifted my skirt.  His eyes about popped out when I explained why I was wearing it and that I needed his permission to take it off. 
 
    I got permission almost immediately and I quickly untied my hemp thong and pulled it out of my pussy. He watched with this hungry look. My sex was red, not only from the rope but from my earlier fucking. He did ask what the wire was so I pulled out the remote and showed it to him. I made the mistake of letting him hold it and he promptly turned the vibration dial from off to maximum. I almost swooned, my body shaking as my hands went to my groin. My ass tightened convulsively around the plug and I groaned. 
 
    It took me a moment to snatch the remote back and get the balls turned off, but it was already too late. I had been on the edge ever since getting fucked and thumbed by the electrical guy. It wasn’t a terribly powerful orgasm, more like a wave of pleasure that rushed through me, but it still was an orgasm. My chunky guy watched with the look of rapture on his face. When I recovered I realized that we were attracting attention. My skirt was down thank goodness, but the wire and remote sticking out from my waist band certainly looked odd. I blushed in embarrassment and quickly left. 
 
    Chunky followed me, tried to strike up a conversation, but I politely told him that I was no longer in need of his services. In the end I threatened to find a security guard. That finally got me loose of my adoring fan and I went looking for my next target: someone willing to grant me permission to remove the offending butt plug. 
 
    I finally found what I was looking for: a single person working a store completely empty of customers. It was an electronics store, filled with junk that only a guy could really love.  It was all dials and buttons, though I admit I saw a couple of phones I wouldn’t mind having in my purse! I walked in, heard the chime, and the guy at the counter smiled at me.  He was sort of old, with graying hair and a slightly stooped posture.  I went right up to him as he gave me his store’s tagline; something about having the answers to my questions. 
 
    “Actually,” I said politely. “I do have a question.” 
 
    He grinned. “You’ve come to the right place.” 
 
    I laughed at that. “I certainly hope so.” I replied. He looked at me in expectation and I just went ahead and asked my question. “Can I please take the butt plug out of my ass?” 
 
    If my question shocked him, he didn’t show it. Instead he just looked intrigued. “You have a plug in your bottom?” 
 
    “I thought you were the one who answered questions,” I teased. He chuckled.  
 
    “Well, you really didn’t ask a question. You asked permission.” 
 
    I gave that some thought. “Yeah. I suppose that’s true. So, can I?” 
 
    “Certainly,” he said. “It’s your bottom after all.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said graciously. I moved around to the side of the counter where I wouldn’t be seen through the front door, and calmly flipped up the back of my skirt. His eyes followed and this time I saw surprise flicker across his face. He watched with definite interest as I tugged the anal plug out of my bottom. It was slick from the lube and I hurriedly let my skit drop as I opened my purse and stuff the plug in a plastic bag.  
 
    “I guess you had an unwanted plug in your socket!” he said with a chuckle. For a moment I regretted not giving this guy a show. He seemed to have a good sense of humor not to mention a healthy sexual attitude. I will admit that by this time I was feeling fairly good. I had escaped my crotch rope and plug, both of which were in my purse. The vibroballs were off and I was sexually sated.  So, I did what any smart girl would do. I went home. 
 
    I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel the urge again that evening, but I was still too tender and too satisfied with my earlier trysts to motivated enough to go out.  The vibroballs remained off and so without a direct stimulation to get me in gear, I relaxed, showered, cleaned myself off, and then checked my email. As expected, Master Barrett was not pleased. 
 
      
 
    Breanne, for punishment, you will start the day off with your vibroballs set to low and place a peg either on each nipple or your clit. You’ve also earned another punishment. As I write this, I still can't believe you came (twice!) whilst doing a punishment for cumming during an assignment all about making you work for you orgasms. So as a punishment for your lack of control, apply Icy hot to your nipples and clit every 2 hours. 
 
      
 
    Tomorrow is going to be interesting. 
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   Can I Cum Part 6 – 09/24/10 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, the requirements of my weeklong assignment reverberated through my mind, and as I dressed in a pair of loose gym shorts and a tee shirt, I actually said them aloud.  
 
    “One, I’m not allowed to cum unless I ask permission.” For me, this was the hardest part. I’m a sexual girl. I like cumming. The more the better. But having to ask permission? It meant controlling my needs. It meant planning. It meant absolute desperation.  
 
    “Two, when I ask permission, I have to ask a stranger.” I know why Master Barret was requiring that. He wanted to humiliate me. Repeatedly. Part of me was terrified of this, while another part of me hummed in pleasure, reveling the way it made my pussy tighten.  
 
    “Three, the request must be face to face.” Well of course. Otherwise I’d just be randomly calling people on the phone, breathing heavy, while laying naked on my bed. “Please can I cum?” I’d whisper, and that would make it too easy, wouldn’t it?  
 
    “Four, I have one minute to cum after asking permission to cum.” That was the kicker. One minute? This meant that I already needed to be close, practically on the edge before I even approached someone. And then, with my slit soaked and quivering, I’d need to embarrass myself, repeatedly. But what if I didn’t cum? 
 
    “Five,” I said under my breath. “If I don’t cum, I have to stop masturbating and move on and ask another person.” Which sucked. And was unlikely. I’m not exactly good about stopping. But come on. Would you? Besides, I think that was Master Barret just stacking the deck. Because what he really wanted was me punished. Punished for failing his little assignment. Punished for his amusement, his pleasure. And ostensibly, yours as well. I pushed my vibroballs into my already quite lubricated cleft, groaning softly as the two golf-ball sized sex toys settled inside me. 
 
    “Six. If I cum…” 
 
    Yeah. Well, Master Barrett had changed the punishment. I didn’t want to think about that. Not yet.  
 
    The last part of getting dressed meant clothespins and that was the primary reason I hadn’t put on either a pair of panties or a bra. I still needed to get out of the house, so despite the fact that I would have preferred a set on my tits, tucked up tight under the tee shirt, I had to pull my shorts back down, expose my slit, and set one of the little wooden pegs on my clit. It pinched deliciously, and a fluttering sensation rippled through my loins to match the vibrations of the vibroballs. 
 
    Which were humming along on low. I slipped the battery pack and control into my waistband, put on my boots, and headed downstairs. 
 
    It was just beginning to get light out, with dawn on the horizon and to my surprise, there was a slight coolness in the air. Certainly not enough to get excited about. It was still going to be hot that day, but maybe, just maybe, fall was on its way. That doesn’t mean much in south Texas, but I could dream, right. 
 
    I took care of a few chores, making sure the animals were fed, and then tossed my bag containing a different outfit, not to mention some very different shoes, into my truck, and started the engine. I had done some thinking yesterday, and considering my natural cycles of want, I figured the smart thing to do was spend as much of the morning and afternoon out and about as I could. The idea was to overload myself, cum as much as permissively possible, so that when I got back home that afternoon I would be so sated that not even a clamped clit and the low constant rumbling in my pussy would set me off again. I drove off the ranch, took a few turns, and as soon as I made it to the road behind our farm, I pulled over, grabbed my bag, and got out of the truck. Why? Because it was time to strip. 
 
    For those of you who know me, this is rather routine.  The process is simple however, and always fun.  With the threat of discovery only a short turn and fifty miles an hour away, you strip naked, fold your clothes, lay them on the hood of the truck, and then you get dressed again with the new outfit. I tend to move at different paces depending on what I’m wearing. That morning, removing my tee shirt was done at a leisurely pace. Both breasts popped free of the tight cotton, and the morning sunlight bathed them evenly as I took a deep, relaxed breath. I closed my eyes, loving the sensation of the warm air caressing my skin. I teased my nipples, gasping softly as they both hardened, tiny shivers rushing into me. My pussy tightened around the buzzing vibroballs and I even reached into my shorts, removed the clothespin from my clit, and set it on my right nipple, sticking straight out.  
 
    It hurt, just a little, and that sensation was so intense, so perfect, that I immediately reached into my bag and grabbed a second clothespin. This went on my left breast, so that I had a nice matched set, just enough pain shooting through my bosom to turn up the sexual volume. I pulled off my boots, wincing as my bare feet touched the sharp gravel. Then, with two wooden pegs sticking straight out from my tits and bouncing with every move I made, I grabbed the vibroballs remote, set it on the hood of the truck, and pushed my shorts down, stepping out of them. I hadn’t been wearing panties or bra, and I didn’t bring any with me either.   
 
    And voila. Totally naked except for the vibroballs and wooden clothespins on my breasts. I raised my arms and just embraced it. For like five seconds. Then my natural fear of being caught kicked in. The last thing I needed was a sheriff’s deputy to come over the rise behind me.  I rapidly folded my tee shirt and shorts, grabbed my skirt, stepped into it and got it pulled up over my ass just as I heard the roar of an engine. Frantic, I grabbed my shirt, hauling it up to cover my breasts, only to feel the clothespins get twisted. I cried out, my arm jerking away, and with that, I gave the driver of the vehicle a full on look at both bare breasts. The remote to the vibroballs fell to the ground and clattered. I bent over, trying to pick it up as the car rushed past. 
 
    Now to be honest, this doesn’t happen all that often.  I also must admit that while I’ve been caught bare ass naked on the side of the road before, not all the vehicles stop. Some just slow down to look at me.  Oddly, if I’m fully dressed, nearly everyone stops.  I guess I just look like one of those girls who need help.  If only they knew what kind of help I needed! 
 
    The brake lights came on almost immediately and the sedan slowed to a stop. Then the engine changed its whine and the car backed up, rather quickly. I turned to face it, resolute in my humiliation. I managed to tuck the vibroballs remote into my waistband and then bring both arms down to cover my breasts, the clothespins sticking out near wrist and elbow. This is what my various masters and mistresses wanted: me humiliating myself. 
 
    The side window rolled down as I faced the vehicle and I saw a rather handsome face peering out at me in what can only be described as amused interest.  
 
    “I was going to ask you if you need help with your truck.  But I’m sure you need help with other things,” he said, the humor in his voice quite apparent. His eyes flickered to my arms, which were only doing a passing job of concealing my breasts. Or maybe he was looking at where the clothespins stuck out. I gave him one of my smiles and stepped up to his car. Carefully I leaned over and put both arms on the edge of his door. My breasts fell free, the clothespins dangling and wiggling, until they were practically in the man’s face. I could feel the air conditioning blowing on them. He couldn’t help looking at my tits. 
 
    “Actually,” I said with a grin, “you can help me. You can give me permission to cum.” 
 
    One eyebrow went up and for the second time this week I was startled by someone who grasped the situation without the need for lengthy explanation.   
 
    “Go right ahead.”  He grinned and waved at me to start.   
 
    I glanced down at my watch and checked the time.  Despite the fact I had the vibroballs on and was already hot and bothered, I wasn’t quite near the edge like usual. But an opportunity like this was just too good to pass up. I felt confident that I would make it just in time. I pulled my skirt up, giving the nice man a good look at my pussy, not to mention the wire running into it. Then I went to work on my clit. 
 
    My fingers rubbed at the little nub positioned at the top of my sex and I let out a soft groan as the pleasure surged through me. The vibroballs were still purring mind you, and I was certainly wet enough. I didn’t even need to lick my fingers or anything. Instead I swept up some of my own girl goo, coated my clit, and moved my fingers in swift circles, stimulating myself. My pussy clenched, released, and the tightened again, repeating a pattern that drove almost every thought from my mind.  
 
    And it wasn’t how good cumming would feel. 
 
    Masturbating on the clock sort of sucks. Part of my mind was too distracted by not wanting to go over my minute and worrying about the time. And as the seconds tipped by, I felt the pressure even more. Until, in the final seconds, I whimpered, not in climax, but in desperate fear. Performance issues. Me. Unthinkable! But in the end, I failed, rather miserably.  Worse, all I had done was get myself to the point where I really needed to cum. Damn. I groaned after checking the time again, watching the last few seconds tick away. I pulled my wet fingers away from my clit with a moan of disappointment and then let my skirt back down. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked, concerned. 
 
    “I’m only allowed a minute to cum,” I explained. 
 
    “Really? Only one minute?”  
 
    I nodded.  “With each stranger.  Now I have to find a new guy who will give me permission.” 
 
    He seemed to think that one over.  “Look, why don’t you come with me? I’m heading to a meeting later this morning and can provide you with about twenty different strangers.  They’re all male, so chances are you won’t have any problems with them. I’ll vouch for you, tell them you’re my assistant or something.” 
 
    I looked at him suspiciously. I’ve been made a lot of offers before, but this was a bit different.  “When does the meeting end?” I asked. 
 
    “This afternoon, probably around three. I can drive you right back here.”  
 
    Perfect. Ten to Three? With probably a free lunch thrown in? Where do I sign up? I gave him a smile and wiggled my shoulders, which of course set the clothespins wiggling.  “Let me get my bag,” I told him. 
 
    Now before any of you start screaming at me, or I get a nasty email about violating security protocol, I opened my purse, grabbed a pen, and quickly jotted down the guy’s license plate number. I left this and the date and time on the note, and then tucked it into the seat. If something happened to me, the cops would know exactly who and when and where. And since I’m obviously fine since I’m writing this, you know my precautions weren’t even necessary. 
 
    I didn’t bother putting on my shirt since I figured my new friend would let me know when it was appropriate.  I grabbed my purse as well as my bag, locked the truck, and opened the car door. 
 
    “I’m Danny. Danny Garcia,” he said, holding out his hand. 
 
    I took it and let him have another one of my million-watt smiles.  “I’m Breanne. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”  
 
    Now he was surprised. “Is that a title, or a label?” he asked curiously. 
 
    “Both,” I said firmly. I settled in the seat and took a deep breath, setting the clothespins wobbling. 
 
    “Um… just out of curiosity, and not that I’m complaining, but do you happen to have a shirt in that bag?” 
 
    I gave him another smile. “Two actually, sir. A halter top that goes with this skirt and a tee shirt. Did you want me to put one on?” 
 
    Danny thought about it for a moment.  “Nah, I think we’re good, though keep them handy.  When we get to the office, I might have you put on the halter top.” 
 
    I nodded and off we went.  I have to admit, I was a little curious as to why he was taking the farm to market road behind our farm, but Danny was garrulous and told me he was single, a web programmer, and had purchased a new house in one of those subdivisions about three miles south of us. I knew which ones he was talking about because the developer sends my dad a buyout offer every few months. Dad won’t sell the farm though. Anyway, Danny was hosting a programmer meeting at his office complex. 
 
    During the ride, I amused myself by seeing how far I could push my new friend.  At one point I put my right foot up on the dashboard, leaning back so that my skirt rode up my thigh, exposing my slit. Once I removed the remote to the vibroballs and stuck it in the center console of the car, wondering if he’d touch it. He didn’t, but I could tell he wanted too. 
 
    I got grilled as well. Danny asked me a lot of questions and I found myself opening up to him, answering about my life, my label, and the specifics of my assignment.  He loved the idea of setting difficult sexual tasks for me. I laughed and explained that I could do just one assignment at a time. His response was to shrug and say that he was looking forward to afterward. 
 
    As we drove, I’m afraid I distracted him too. And with more than just my clothespinned boobs. I spread my legs and more importantly, let my skirt ride up rather high, so that he could see my stuffed and vibrated pussy. It finally got to much for him because eventually, even before we got to the freeway, his hand was on my thigh, right where it meets my torso.  It felt good but I moved it anyway. Oh, not off. On. Soon his middle finger was dipping into my pussy and I was moaning again. Granted, not enough to cum, but damned close. 
 
    When we hit the freeway, I asked him to stop. I was getting to close to cumming, and the last thing I wanted to have to do was go into my bag, get out my butt plug and crotch rope.   Danny acquiesced immediately and I rewarded him by reaching over, stroking his rather firm cock, and eventually managing to get it out of his trousers. I rubbed him gently for awhile, and then asked how close we were to his office. 
 
    Danny glanced at the clock. “About ten minutes if traffic holds.” 
 
    I filled the time with some delicate yet intense stimulation. I leaned over the center console, the clothespins digging rather painfully into my breasts, bending my nipples sharply, as I sucked on Danny’s cock. I know… you shouldn’t do that in a moving vehicle, but I wasn’t trying to make him cum, and there’s a difference. It wasn’t until we parked in a garage that I began seriously slurping, bobbing my head up and down and doing a few special things that I know drive guys totally nuts. 
 
    Danny wasn’t cumming though. He admitted later that he had trouble exploding from just fellatio, which I think sucks.  He asked me to put on my halter top and remove my clothespins. I did, but one I put on my clit. The other went into my bag. Then, I pulled out my halter top and put it on. 
 
    “Oh,” Danny said, looking at my outfit. “That’s rather… daring.”  
 
    I couldn’t help grinning. The halter left my midriff bare and the neckline was so low that my nipples were practically in view. Add in the fact that it was tight and pressed my breasts together to create a dark crevasse to my clit, and frankly, I looked like a whore.   
 
    Danny opened the trunk and handed me four trays. My mouth watered as I smelled kolaches. I carried while we walked into the building and through a series of antiseptic halls decorated with some rather lame art and even more poorly chosen furniture. My former Mistress and best friend is an interior designer in Houston and frankly she could have worked miracles with the place. It’s a dump. Danny’s office was nice though. It had his name on the door plaque as well as his business name (which will remain nameless right now) and he only grabbed a key from his desk before leading me down the hall to a joint meeting room available for tenants. 
 
    I set the trays down, my clit smarting from the clothespin dangling down even as the buzzing of the vibroballs kept me wet and ready. Each passing second made me want sex and I kept glancing at Danny, hoping his friends were going to arrive soon. I began to have some second thoughts about this whole thing as Danny got his computer set up. I laid out kolaches and helped myself, waiting. 
 
    “We’re all set here,” he announced, giving me a warm smile. “Come back to my office?” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied quickly. He stood up and I followed him. He closed the door behind us and then unbuckled his trousers. My eyes widened as he sat down in his officer chair, exposing his dick.  
 
    “Mind finishing what you were doing in the car?” He asked. I licked my lips and dropped to my knees, but as I wrapped my fingers around him, I gave him a teasing look. 
 
    “I thought you had trouble cumming from just a blowjob?” I asked, then ran my tongue up the underside of his shaft. He let out a light groan and chuckled.  
 
    “Yeah, but you’ve gotten me closer than any girl ever has.” I took that as a compliment and focused on licking him. A minute later and I was bobbing my head up and down, speeding up as I rubbed, sucked, and blew him in various patterns. I had visions of him gasping, thrusting up into my mouth, his cock bubbling until he squirted his creamy froth right into my mouth. 
 
    But that wasn’t what he had in mind. He pulled me up, forcing me to stand, and he yanked at my skirt, forcing it down off my hips. He snagged the vibroball wires, following them down to the controller, turning off the rumbling balls in my snatch. Then, before I could protest, before I could explain that I had to have those in me, he pulled them from my pussy and let them drop. 
 
    “Here,” he gasped, handing me a condom.  
 
    I bit my lip. I knew what had to happen. I tore open the packet, slipped the prophylactic over his still wet cock, and nodded. His hand slipped between my legs, pinched the clothespin on my clit open, and lifted it as I felt the sharp pang of pain. Then he set it on my right nipple, giving it a little twist. I let out a sharp little cry.  
 
    “So, you’re a pain slut?” he asked, his voice a little hard.  “And if you cum without permission you have to put in the anal plug and wear that rope thing?” His hand came up and to my shock, he grabbed me by the throat. My hands snapped up as my eyes widened. Was he going to choke me? But he didn’t. He didn’t squeeze. Instead he forced me backward as he kicked off his pants. I felt the edge of his desk and he tipped me back. I found myself laying on his blotter, my legs up in the air, bare feet wiggling. 
 
    “Yes, sir!” I managed to gasp. He let go of my throat and began playing with the clothespin on my tit. I shivered, my pussy fluttering in desperate longing. Worse, he let the tip of his cock bounce against my petals, but wouldn’t put it in. “Please sir? Fuck me? Fuck me hard?” I begged. I didn’t care about how I was supposed to cum. If it meant punishment, then so be it. I drew my knees up, grasping my thighs, holding myself open. I heard him yank open a drawer and then he produced a ruler. A classic, wooden version. For a second, there was a slight hesitation, but my nod was more than enough. He lifted the ruler, positioning it directly over my dripping, wanton little cunt, and then began slapping it against my clit. 
 
    Pain, but the right kind, the sweet kind, the sexual kind, shot through me and I clenched my jaw, trying not scream in agonized sweetness. Five, ten, fifteen swats landed on my slit, burning through me like lightning. I rolled my hips, frantic with need, my nipple throbbing from the clothespin.  
 
    “Yes!” I hissed. “Yes! Harder! Hit me harder! 
 
    And Danny did just that. Lights seemed to flash and I closed my eyes as my chest heaved. Energy coursed through me and the pulse of my heart pounded in both my ears and my loins. My clit burned and when slammed the ruler into my clit I just popped. Like a balloon. 
 
    I think it was my screaming out in ecstasy that got Danny to stop. I shuddered violently, girl goo spurting out of me, soaking his desk and a good portion of the floor. But then he pressed himself up against me. The ruler clattered on the desk next to me and I felt his cock slide into my quivering quim. I shuddered, my nervous system overloaded and Danny fucked me.  
 
    Euphoria shot through me and I giggled as Danny ran his manhood through my loins. I let go of my legs, but he grabbed hold of my ankles and held me in place as he satisfied himself. My head rolled as my body shook with each thrust, but the stupid smile on my face was evidently enough for him. A moment later I felt him shudder, even as I heard his groan, and I knew he was emptying his balls into the condom’s reservoir.  
 
    He let go of my legs, leaned forward, and kissed my unclothespinned nipple. Then he pulled out of me. I groaned unhappily and he laughed. Slowly I lifted myself up on my elbows and looked at him.  
 
    “That was quite satisfactory,” Danny said with a grin, going over to his boxers and trousers. I just watched him, not quite sure if I should get up. 
 
    He got dressed quickly, then reached into the credenza and pulled out a roll of paper towels.  
 
    “Clean up your cum,” he told me. Then get dressed again.” 
 
    I sat up, quite cognizant that I was still dripping girl cum onto his desktop. 
 
    “Um… I exploded,” I began to say and Danny held up his hand. 
 
    “I’m quite aware that you must now suffer the punishment,” he said. “I’ll get your bag.” He finished buckling his belt and left me alone. I slid off the desk, leaving a particularly pretty smear, then tore off some of the paper towels and began wiping up my own cum from off the floor. He returned in less than a minute with my canvas sack and purse. 
 
    “Here,” he said. 
 
    I finished cleaning up as he sat back down in the office chair and watched me. I left the clothespin on my breast while I pulled my skirt back into place. Then I fished out the rope. His eyes widened as he realized how thick and scratchy the hemp was. I tied it around my waist, then threaded the crotch line through my now quite satisfied cunt.  
 
    “Don’t you need the vibroballs in there first?” He asked. 
 
    I slapped my hand against my forehead. “Oh. Right!” I said, feeling stupid. He leaned over, picked them up off the floor, and held them up.  
 
    “May I?” He asked. 
 
    I nodded and stepped closer, spreading my legs, and holding up the skirt hem. He pressed the first to my petals, rubbing it through the remnant wetness, and then pushed. I groaned as it went in and he looked at me in surprise. 
 
    “You’re wet,” he said, as if I shouldn’t have been. “I thought you orgasmed.” 
 
    “I did,” I assured him. “I’m just the kind of girl who is wet most of the time.” 
 
    “Really,” he said, as if that suddenly made sense. “Well, I suppose that creates all sorts of opportunities for mischief.” He pushed the second vibroball into me. Then he turned them on. I mewled softly as the vibrations began moving inside me. “There. Now you can pull the rope up tight.” 
 
    “Butt plug first,” I told him. His eyes widened, but then he nodded. 
 
    I pulled the thick anal plug from the bag, as well as a small bottle of grapeseed oil. It only took a moment to lubricate it. Then I twisted, showing Danny my ass. “Would you mind, sir?” I asked. I held out the plug and bent over. 
 
    Danny took the rubber phallus and I gulped, bracing myself as he rubbed it down between my buttocks. I hadn’t tied the crotch rope yet, so he just moved it aside. I felt the tip of the plug press against my back door. Then he pushed. 
 
    It is never easy taking something up the ass, even when you are relatively practiced at it. Frankly, I’ve never enjoyed having something in my bottom. I find it uncomfortable, and not very sexy. Still, knowing that I didn’t care for it made it the go-to choice for punishment, and as Danny pushed, I had to mentally force myself to open up, to accept the intrusion, the pressure, the discomfort. Finally, the thick plug popped in and four full inches of solid rubber settled in my backside. I whimpered and then Danny gave my bottom a nice, hard swat. 
 
    “There you go.” 
 
    I turned around and gave him a smile that didn’t exactly match how I felt. But there was nothing I could do about it. I cinched up the crotch rope and he watched with a self-satisfied grin as it bit into my pussy, rubbing my clit as the petals of my flower were pushed outward. Then Danny glanced at the clock and tapped the desk. 
 
    “Let’s talk about the meeting. You will be serving. Ask everyone what they want to drink or eat. No one should have to get up. You will do whatever you are told. You will wear the skirt and the halter top. The clothespins need to be on your tits, under your halter. You’ve got five minutes to make yourself presentable and then you’ll be stationed at the door to lead the trainees in.” He stood up as I nodded. “Be back in a moment,” he told me, then left me alone in his office. 
 
    I stood there, half naked, my pussy buzzing with the vibroballs, one nipple still clothespinned, my bottom plugged, and my entire crotch bound tight. Then I considered my situation. Forced sexual slavery. Ah… so much fun. I pulled off the clothespin and paperclip, pulled my halter top on, then lifted the tight cotton material up.  A quick rummage through my bag provided me with a second clothespin and I clipped them both to my nipples, this time with the peg pointing downward.  It didn’t really make a difference.  Once I pulled the material down, you could still clearly see the outlines of the clothespins, but maybe that was what Danny intended.  I slipped back into my flip flops and left Danny’s office.   
 
    Back at the meeting room Danny gave me a lanyard with my name printed on it.  I about croaked when I saw “Breanne – NHPS.  Gofer and Attitude Adjuster” on the label.  I put it around my neck and it dangled right between my breasts.  Danny directed me to the door and told me to keep my eyes out for people with similar lanyards. I was to greet them warmly, even affectionately, and then escort them back to the meeting room. Too bad I didn’t have the right shoes for the job. 
 
    I waited patiently at the door for about ten minutes before the first two showed up.  It was a long wait too, especially since my butt was having little spasms around the plug and my pussy was tingling from the vibroballs. I greeted Danny’s guests with one of my one million watt smiles and noticed that their eyes were glued to my breasts even as I introduced myself. 
 
    “Good morning!” I said. “I’m Breanne! Let me show you to the training room!” I bounced a little, making sure that my boobs and butt went with me, and sure enough Danny’s guests followed along with dazed expressions. I swished a little too, as I went down the hallway, just to remind them that my ass was just as interesting as my breasts.  
 
    “Here we are!” I announced cheerfully, gesturing into the room. They greeted Danny warmly and I made my way back to the front entrance, where I repeated the process half a dozen more times until there were twelve more guys sitting in the conference room, all with these massive laptop computers. I did a lot of swishing and I suspect when I wasn’t in the room, I was a topic of conversation. 
 
    Once everyone was there, I started taking drink orders. It was relatively easy. “Can I get you a drink sir? Coffee? Tea?” and then, “sugar? Cream?” I brought over a few donuts, some Old Town Kolaches, and just when I thought things were going to get interesting, Danny started his little training. 
 
    And it got horrible. 
 
    I won’t even pretend that I understood what they were talking about. It was something about some sort of software and they were talking about their “sql’s” or something. Danny had put a seat off to the side, but where I’d still be in perfect view and I sat down uncomfortably, twitching as the vibroballs purred in my pussy, the plug ached in my ass, the rope rubbed at my clit uncomfortably, and the clothespins made my nipples throb.  
 
    The only good times were the breaks. There was one at ten, and then another at eleven. I did the rounds each time, refilling drinks, quivering with sexual need and just the right kind of sexual distress.  
 
    “Breanne,” Danny said calling me over. I went to his side. “In a few minutes, we will be getting the lunch delivery. If you’ll accept it, that would be great. Then bring it in at noon.” His mouth curled into a smile. “And when you do, do it without your shirt and skirt.” 
 
    My eyes widened and I admit I gulped, but this was the point, wasn’t it? I gave him a little nod and left the training room. 
 
    Fifteen minutes before twelve the food showed up and I signed the receipt and gave the delivery man a nice tip on it as well. I admit, I was a bit hungry too and I licked my lips in expectation. Except, I doubted I was going to get to eat anything just yet. I set the bags down on Danny’s desk, and with no hesitation whatsoever, peeled off my halter top.  
 
    My nipples hurt just a bit, so I took off the clothespins and groaned as the blood rushed back into the tips. And while I was recovering, I pulled off my skirt, folding it neatly and setting it down next to my shirt. My pussy was quivering, my ass ached, and knowing that I needed to get a move on, I swept the clothespins up and put them back on. 
 
    Straight this time. Julie would have been proud. 
 
    Naked, except for the lanyard with my name on it, my flip flops, a crotch rope that hid my clitoris and nothing else, wearing a pair of wooden clothespins, I picked up the bags, each containing a boxed lunch with sandwich, chips, and pickle, along with a two large jugs of sweet tea, I left Danny’s office and made my way to the training room. 
 
    My entrance might be what you call distractive, since immediately thirteen sets of eyes went straight to my body.  I flushed scarlet as the trainees started murmuring to each other, even as Danny grinned.   
 
    “Well it appears my assistant felt it necessary to dress more comfortably.”  There was a snicker around the table.  “It also looks like it is time for lunch and that makes this a good time to break. Breanne, if you’ll please pass out lunches?” 
 
    I did as I was told, passing out boxes, asking if they wanted roast beef or ham.  Each trainee got a personal, up-close view of my breasts, complete with dangling clothespins, along with my roped pussy and plug stuffed ass. There were some rather crude but sexually laced comments about my attire, and how I might be of “assistance,” but I have to admit, no one grabbed me, threw me over a table, and fucked my brains out. Which was a damn shame frankly, because my pussy was quivering with need by that point. Danny handed me a box of food though and I grinned.  
 
    “Go on. Eat,” he told me. I was halfway through the meal when I realized he’d given me his own lunch.  
 
    When I was finished eating, Danny asked me to clean up and I went from one man to the next, collecting debris. To my shock, no one touched me. Not even once. Had I been at the Ice House, or another bar, I’d have been groped and kneaded and eventually ravished. But these guys were just too… nerdy. It was weird. I could tell they wanted me. They just didn’t seem to understand that I was available.  Then Danny directed me to a chair and told the trainees that if they needed anything, to just motion me over and ask me to get it for them. 
 
    Then the boring started up again. An hour passed and we went through another short break. My head began to spin as they talked servers, networking, some sort of protocol, blah, blah, blah. I leaned my head back, letting out a small whimper as my nipples ached, and I almost missed it when Danny called my name.  
 
    “Breanne?”  
 
    My eyes snapped open and I sat up straight? “Yes sir?” I replied quickly, glancing around. Did I need to get someone a refill? More pens? 
 
    “Will you please erase the marker board?” Danny asked.  
 
    I blinked. Then I stood up. “Of course, sir.” I replied. 
 
    He grinned. “With your breasts.” 
 
    I froze for just a second. Then I nodded. “Yes sir.” 
 
    I was about to remove the clothespins myself, when I suddenly had a bit of inspiration. I turned toward one of the trainees, shoved my tits in his face and smiled. “Would you remove the clothespins for me sir?”  
 
    His hands came up and a moment later I groaned as the pain shot through my breasts. But even as Danny continued teaching, I went up to the marker board and pressed my boobs to the smooth plastic surface.  
 
    And basically danced.  
 
    I realized that this was what it was all about. Danny began popping questions at them and I realized that I was meant to distract. I started to swing my hips as I dragged my breasts along the marker board. Black lettering was swept away onto my skin as I went up on tiptoe and swished from one side to the other. I crouched down to get some lower set writing, and there was no way I was going to be able to get the stuff near the top of the board. 
 
    But with every bit of movement the thick, scratchy crotch rope rubbed through my pussy. The vibroballs purred softly and the intensity of my humiliation, the eyes staring at my bottom as I moved, the pure and unadulterated sexual need flowing through my veins, all began to come to a head. I realized I was close. 
 
    Too close. 
 
    I turned back toward the group.  
 
    “Sir?” I whispered, interrupting. 
 
    Danny looked at me, curious. “Yes Breanne?” 
 
    “I need to cum,” I said softly. “Can I ask permission?” I was so damn close! 
 
    Danny’s eyes narrowed. “Come here, Breanne.” He grabbed a chair and dragged it right in front of the class. “Kneel on the seat of the chair facing everyone.” 
 
    I gulped and did as ordered, climbing up into the chair. It was utterly embarrassing to be looking all those men in the eyes, knowing what they wanted to do to me. My ass quivered and then Danny took off his belt. Everyone’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Alright gentlemen, let’s see if you’ve been paying attention.” Danny then asked a question that even had I not been seriously distracted, wouldn’t have understood, much less remember. But someone answered it correctly. “That’s right,” he said brightly. And with that accolade, he swung the belt at my bottom. 
 
    The leather struck my rump with a solid crack and I let out a tiny yelp, jerking forward a bit. My breasts dangled as the back of the chair bit into my tummy and the intense and excited looks on the various men in front of me made my pussy tighten even more. Inside me, the vibroballs quivered and rumbled and I bit my lip, my entire body thrumming with excitement. 
 
    “Question two…” said Danny.  
 
    That earned me another swat and Danny went on to number three. This time however, he shook his head. “Almost, but in fact…” Another explanation that went way above my head followed and my ears began to buzz. My chest heaved and Danny came up with one of my clothespins, and quite simply put it back on my right nipple. I let out a squeal and shuddered, closing my eyes.  
 
    Danny grabbed my head and pulled it upward by my hair. “Look at them,” he ordered.  
 
    I did, even as more questions, evidently answered correctly, resulted in further spanks.  Then came another question that couldn’t be answered.  I didn’t even understand the question. Another clothespin came out, this one going on my left breast.  
 
    “Now Breanne, get up and sit down,” he ordered, spinning the chair around as I struggled to comply. My pussy was leaking wetly and I knew I was close to cumming. I sat down roughly as the clothespins danced and wiggled at the tips of my breasts. Then came the clincher. “Lift your legs up, Breanne. Show us your sex.” 
 
    It was utterly humiliating. Slowly I drew up my knees and the entire room stared down at my pussy. There was no denying I was aroused. My petals glistened around the crotch rope. Then Danny pulled out a pair of scissors, and with surprising speed, cut the rope going down through my slit. I cried out, but then my clitoris was exposed and free of the scratchy hemp and I saw how big it had gotten.  
 
    “Now, for the hard questions,” Danny said with excitement. I quivered as he asked one after another, until someone got one wrong. Then, belt in hand, Danny leaned over my shoulder, and with a sharp snap, slapped his leather belt downward between my legs. 
 
    Pain exploded along my vulva and my legs jerked, but I didn’t close up. My fingers curled on the arm rests as my toes curled and I let out a small cry. Heat seared through my groin, which only made my entire predicament more enticing. Another question and another wrong answer brought the belt back down for a second swat. I whimpered, trembling, and then a third wrong answer. As the heat swirled between my legs, I suddenly realized what was happening. 
 
    They were deliberately giving wrong answers. 
 
    Five. Six. Seven. I felt the orgasm begin, a powerful rush so strong that nothing was going to stop it. I threw my head back as an eighth wrong answer brought another stroke. 
 
    “Please! I need to cum! PLEASE CAN I FUCKING CUM?” I begged. 
 
    I cried out, asking for permission to cum, over and over but no one granted it. I gritted my teeth and tried to hold it in. The belt swung down, again and again and again I tried to hold off, but I couldn’t. I froze, my entire body quivering as energies within me burst. A splash of cum exploded out from between my legs, soaking the end of Danny’s belt before it splattered on the floor. 
 
    Danny stopped at that point. “Well, I think that completes the testing portion of our class,” he said with a laugh. He rolled me over into the corner, breasts still clamped, vibroballs still buzzing inside me, legs still draped over the arm rests, while I made some soft mewling sounds. Cum dripped from my pussy onto the chair and I watched in a dazed, completely oblivious sort of way as Danny ended the meeting.  
 
    As the men wandered out, many of them taking time to give me a final look, I began to recover. I’d cum. Again. And without permission. I closed my eyes, letting out a soft whimper. What was Master Barrett going to say about this fuck up? And was it really my fault? Danny had promised me an entire dozen men who could satisfy my sexual longings, and instead, he’d kept me sexually frustrated all fucking day, in a sort of aroused limbo, until the finale, where I’d still  been left hanging. What punishment would I earn for this?  
 
    Finally, Danny was kneeling front of me, gentle hands touching my thighs. “You were amazing,” he said softly. “I need to have you at every training I do from now on.” His hands went up to my breasts and he squeezed the clothespins, releasing the pressure and pulling them from my nipples. I let out a sharp yelp, the blood rushing back into the crushed tips and brought my hands up to cup my hurting bosom.  
 
    “You cut my crotch rope,” I muttered, giving him a frown. 
 
    Danny laughed. “That’s what you’re worried about?”  
 
    I gave him another frustrated look. “I was supposed to cum over and over, and your trainees were supposed to give me permission.” 
 
    “To cum?” He laughed. “It’s more fun to know that you’re going to get punished for it.” 
 
    I sighed, then I closed my legs. His eyes dipped in disappointment.  
 
    “I uh… I guess you wouldn’t care to…” 
 
    I looked up at him, still seated in the chair.  
 
    “Danny Garcia, if you don’t fuck my brains out in the next ten minutes, I’m going to be very, very cross with you,” I said simply. 
 
    He grinned. “That’s my girl.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    We stood in his office and I looked down at my skirt and halter top. The crotch rope was basically ruined. I’d need another piece for the actually line that was supposed to run through my legs. I sighed in frustration and dropped it in the trash.  
 
    “Mad at me?” Danny asked, his face still smiling. I’d given him a very happy ending just a moment before.  
 
    “No,” I said in resignation. “Just accepting things.” I turned and looked at him. “But there will be consequences.” 
 
    “There always are,” he replied easily. His eyes watched as my hand reached for the vibroballs. “Seriously? You’re putting those back in?” 
 
    I pressed the plastic spheres up against my pussy, which while still wet, was quite satisfied. The fact that I’d cum a second time, bent over Danny’s desk with his dick in my cunt, had done marvels to suppress my libido. I nodded. “Rule number one. A nympho humiliation pain slut must always keep cock inside her, or failing that, a suitable sex toy meant to keep her wet, ready, and fuckable at any moment.” I pushed, letting out a soft groan as the first sphere slid into my pussy. 
 
    “I like that rule,” Danny admitted. “Does that include the butt plug?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I said quickly. “That’s punishment.” And it was. I could feel the thick rubber phallus still jammed up my ass. It was uncomfortable, but tolerable. Danny nodded then gave me a more amused look.  
 
    “So, you’ll be ready to fuck again how soon?” 
 
    My eyebrow went up. “How soon?” I asked, somewhat incredulously. “I could fuck right now,” I told him. Then I grinned. “If there was a stranger here to give me permission to cum.”  
 
    He chuckled. “Oh. Right.” His eyes seemed to sparkle. “So, out of curiosity, got any plans for tonight?” 
 
    I froze, giving him a curious look. “Tonight? Or this evening?”  
 
    He shrugged, then glanced at the clock. “It’s only three thirty,” he replied. “I could take you back to my place. We could get cleaned up. Shower… maybe fuck again.” He stood up, closing the distance between us and his hands came up to my breasts, grabbing hold of my tits. “I might have some suitable rope. Then we can go out for dinner. Maybe find a few strangers to help you out, in case you need to cum again.” 
 
    “Am I going to need to cum again?” I asked wickedly. He leaned past me, his right hand going from my breast to the desktop. I knew what he was reaching for. I didn’t stop him. 
 
    And the buzzing between my legs started.  
 
    Danny looked at me, our eyes meeting, our heads coming closer. Then we kissed. Softly. Passionately. Needfully.  
 
    “Oh yes,” he breathed. “I think you’ll be needing to cum all night.”  
 
    I let out a soft, heated groan as I wrapped my arms around him.  
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    “Fuck! That hurts!” I said out loud. I grimaced, wincing with pain as the two sharp, metal toothed monstrosities, that should have had no place within the pantheon of normal sexual activity, dangled and jiggled at the tips of my breasts. It felt like my nipples were being slowly cut up, or chewed on, sending tiny shards of agony into my boobs, which then blasted up my spinal cord straight to my brain, where they mixed with the riot of other sensations being inflicted upon me. I grabbed my breasts, holding them as the sharp, brutal, and intense sensations overwhelmed me. Then, my fucked up psyche short circuited, and my misfiring synapses went haywire as usual, and the pain at the tip of each breast suddenly changed into nitroglycerin, or at least a hormonal equivalent, and the explosion that followed was turbo-charged, amplified, and strengthened exponentially.  
 
    Boom.  
 
    I stood in the barn, the scent of hay, horses, and tractor oil swirling around in the early morning sunlight. A bucket of feed was sitting on the floor next to my boots and I trembled violently as the unauthorized orgasm sent me up to dizzying heights of pure and unadulterated satisfaction before coming back down. I sucked in a ragged breath as the adrenaline faded, replaced only by the sweet euphoria of sexual bliss, the drug I truly craved. It must have been an impressive sight. Naked cowgirl, wearing only her leather riding boots, a scratchy looking crotch rope, and a pair of silver metal clamps, connected with a chain, across her chest.  
 
    Then the hurt cut through my bliss and I mewled, coming back down from my sexually charged mental high with a thud.  
 
    “Uggggghhhh,” I groaned. 
 
    It was another day of Master Barrett’s unwieldy assignment and looking back on the various antics I’d gotten myself into over the last several days, my current predicament wasn’t exactly out of place. Past mistakes had been catalogued, noted, and suitable punishment had been meted out, which is why I was doing my morning chores in the buff, stuffed to the brim with my vibroballs (on high no less), my vibrating anal plug (also on high), my pussy and buttocks split with a one inch thick, scratchy, abrasive piece of hemp, while my nipples became the next tasty meal for a set of clamps that looked more like sharks than clothespins.  
 
    But as I shuddered, I couldn’t help wondering why the punishment I was enduring as a result of cumming, was only causing me to cum more? 
 
    At the beginning of the week, Master Barrett had tasked me with a simple restriction. I was allowed to cum as often as my libido demanded it, but one simple stipulation. If I was going to cum, I needed to find a stranger, someone with no previous carnal knowledge of my person, and ask them, politely, if I might have permission to cum. The orgasm then needed to happen within the next minute, and in the presence of the granter. I’d been marginally successful at times. While at others… well, let’s just say that getting punishment for screwing up, for cumming when I shouldn’t, had become the standard. 
 
    And that standard? Unauthorized orgasm was to be rewarded by immediately putting in a butt plug, the vibroballs, and tying my hemp crotch rope thong around my waist and between my legs. This particular mixture of sexual torture was intended to sensitize me without sending me back into whirls of sexual bliss. Unfortunately, at least in my mind, Master Barrett had seriously underestimated my ability to withstand his concept of punishment. Wait. Did I say “withstand?” I meant “embrace and love.” Because that’s what I was doing. At least partially. My body certainly seemed to love it. I was cumming more and more, just from the pain and torment.   
 
    Which might have been why he’d been aggrieved about my failures of the previous day and instructed me to wear the alligator clamps on my tits that morning.  
 
    And would you look at that. Pretty girl. Naked. Crotch rope. Butt Plug. Vibroballs. Alligator clamps. And what was I already doing? 
 
    Damn.  
 
    Over the next forty minutes I finished my chores, still in the buff, aching from one end to the other as my body struggled to embrace the pain and push myself back toward orgasm. It wasn’t exactly a fight either. For some reason my libido was more than happy to embrace the various sensations, converting what should have been torture into something much more tolerable. And by the time I finished with all my assigned farm tasks, my pussy was soaked and clenching, my clit swollen and tingling, my nipples hurting and throbbing, and my ass quivering and tight as my loins shook with need. 
 
    I closed my eyes and gulped. I needed… I needed… 
 
    “You need permission girl,” I said loudly, to myself. I tossed the feed bucket into a corner, stalked toward the khaki shorts and simple tee shirt I’d taken off when I’d first gotten out to the barn, and fished out the keys to the truck. I didn’t know where I was going, but I didn’t really care. I needed to cum, which meant I needed to find someone who would be willing to say the words I was desperate to hear. 
 
    “Yes, Bre. You may certainly cum.” 
 
    I ran across the barn yard between the house and the truck, not even bothering to get dressed. It was still early and while my mother was undoubtedly already at the kitchen window, the drapes she had there would have prevented her from seeing her red-headed fuck slut of a daughter, streaking across the yard. Of course, the crotch rope kept me from really running, mostly because I didn’t want to tear my clit off. So it was more of a lope, or a dart. Possibly even a light job. Then I climbed naked into the truck, jammed the key into the ignition, and let the engine rumble to life. Just like the vibroballs in my pussy. I pressed down on the accelerator and gravel spat out from under the tires. 
 
    That was how I felt too.  
 
    I drove only up to the end of the drive, not even turning onto the road, before I stopped the truck. With a choked cry, I finally released the alligator clamps, taking them off and letting the burning agony explode through my bosom as my nipples were finally released. Then I found the controller to the vibroballs, turning them off so that I wouldn’t have the additional distraction as I was driving. Finally, I lifted my ass off the seat, ignoring the dripping wetness of my cunt soaking the crotch rope, and dug my fingers past the hemp to flip the tiny switch on the base of the butt plug. Stillness finally reigned and I let out a sob of relief. Dear God… how the hell had I been able to handle all that? 
 
    I could practically hear the Lord’s answer, echoing in my head. “Because you are a nympho humiliation pain slut, Bre. Do it again!”  
 
    “Yeah, well…” I muttered. “In a minute.” 
 
    I don’t pray a lot. Obviously.  
 
    I put the truck back in gear and drove.  
 
    My parents’ ranch is in the middle of fucking nowhere and even a fifteen-minute drive north, going sixty miles an hour, wouldn’t allow you to find a major thoroughfare. But suburbia had been encroaching so it wasn’t more than a couple of minutes before I spotted the lights of a freshly constructed drug store, complete with cars out front. I’d driven past it multiple times over the last few months, but suddenly I remembered my mother remarking she needed some specific items, and hey… why not kill two birds with one stone? I mean, there would almost have to be a guy in there wanting to grant me permission to cum. Right? 
 
    I pulled around to the farthest reaches of the parking lot, mostly because I was quite aware that I was still naked. That was the first issue. When I stopped the truck, I grabbed my khaki shorts, kicked off my boots, and pulled the material up my long legs. Of course, twisting my hips back and forth caused the crotch rope to tear at my sex, but that was going to happen one way or another, and I could already feel myself lubricating because of it.  
 
    Had I not earned myself a punishment the previous day (not to mention the one from that morning that Master Barrett didn’t know about yet,) I would have just put on my tee shirt. But I’d been a naughty girl and that meant the alligator clamps had to go back on. I gulped, trying to control my breathing as I picked up the chain. It took me a moment to gather the necessary courage to put them back on, but I managed, wincing as the sharp little teeth dug their way into my nipples for another round of “Let’s Hurt and Stimulate Breanne!”  
 
    I pulled the tee shirt over my head and looked down. Even without the alligator clamps and chain, my nipples would have been showing. Now? Dear God… it was so fucking obvious! The pink material of the shirt was all stretched, the outlines of the clamps and chain so clear than only someone densely obtuse wouldn’t notice the extraneous hardware.  
 
    “Vibroballs Bre,” I reminded myself, only to curse as I realized I had to pull my shorts back down, just to get to the stupid switch on the base of the butt plug. I wriggled, hurting and groaning as I turned on the various vibrators and a moment later my entire lower half buzzed and quivered, while my upper half just fucking throbbed and hurt. I snapped my shorts closed, tugged up the zipper, then put on my boots. 
 
    Waves of sexual need shot through me and I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath. “Brace and hold,” I whispered. “Brace and hold.”  
 
    Then I went into the drug store. 
 
    The place was relatively empty and for that, I was utterly glad since my sex-soaked shuffle was bad enough. Attracting attention would have made things worse. I could hear the vibrators, which weren’t very loud, but certainly enough to make a casual passerby curious. I did one round, to check on the staff, finding only two young men working the floor, one obviously stocking shelves while the other monitored the front end. Both eyed me pretty seriously as I walked by, even greeting me, but I only gave them a little wave as I moved on. I wasn’t quite ready… 
 
    But it didn’t take long. My nipples were pulsing, even as my pussy and ass clenched around the moving, shaking sex toys embedded in my two holes. Every step caused the crotch rope threaded through my labia to shift, moving back and forth, scratching and tearing at my sex. My poor clit, which was positioned under the knot, felt like it was being licked with sandpaper.  
 
    And all that made me horny. Seriously, fucked up horny. When I was pretty close to being ready, I turned and stalked the stocker.  
 
    He was sort of cute, in a nerdy sort of way and frankly, I he was younger than the guy up front, which made me think he would be more likely to cooperate. I walked up to him, my entire body tensing, both with apprehension and embarrassment, but also with a heady dose of intense, raw, sexual need. I licked my lips and struggled to control my breathing. My pussy was clenching around the vibroballs and my ass was locked down tight on the plug.  
 
    “Um… excuse me?” I said softly, trying to get his attention. 
 
    He turned right away and I watched as his eyes widened. We’d waved at a distance, but now he was within a foot or two of me and his perceptions changed. His eyes flashed across my bosom, tracing the outlines of the alligator clamps and the chain that dangled from them. He looked downward, the tight shorts doing nothing to hide the buzzing sound coming from my vagina and bottom. He shook his head, clearly trying to get his thoughts away from this new information. 
 
    “Yes?” He said admirably. “Can I help you?” 
 
    Oh boy, can you.  
 
    I gave him one of my million-watt smiles. “Absolutely,” I assured him, my voice soft, dark and low pitched. Hell, I almost growled. My pussy was already saying “the hell with these balls and this rope. Forget about asking permission to cum. Ask for permission to fuck his brains out! 
 
    I told my pussy to shut the fuck up and put my hand on the stocker’s arm.  
 
    “As a matter of fact,” I said softly. “Right now, I am so horny, that I’m about to cum. But I need your permission to do it.”  
 
    He blinked. “What?”  
 
    I almost laughed. Really. Except my hips were starting to thrust and I could feel the surge of wetness. I was soaking the rope and in a moment the front of my khaki shorts would be sporting a nice wet spot too. I didn’t have time for this. I let out a frustrated moan, then grabbed him. 
 
    “Look, if you grant me permission to cum, right now,” I hissed, “I’ll take you into the bathroom and give you a blow job.” 
 
    His eyes widened even more, but he still didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Naked,” I added. 
 
    He spluttered a little as I started to shake. “Uh… yeah. Go ahead. Cum.” 
 
    Permission granted. It was like a little bell went off in my head. 
 
    I put one hand down between my legs and pressed, just a little, and that bit of pressure was the necessary catalyst. A second later I was shuddering in front of this hapless, teenaged store stocker, my other hand jammed across my mouth to muffle the sounds of my explosion. Heat and need burst between my legs and for a moment, everything stopped hurting, or pulsing, or throbbing, or wanting, and utter bliss flooded through me again. I gasped out loud as the resulting high lifted me up and the sweet, almost narcotic euphoria set my head spinning.  
 
    “Whoa,” he said as I swayed dreamily. “Are you okay?”  
 
    I let out a slightly hysterical laugh. “Mmmmmmmm,” I hummed, somewhere between lala land and reality. This lasted all of half a minute before the sharp, caustic sensations of my punishment bit through my pleasure, tearing it up. I let out another laugh, this one sounding a little more down to earth and laced with discomfort and the stocker looked at me like I’d pretty much lost my marbles. 
 
    I blinked, looked up at him, and then smiled ruefully. “Come on, pretty boy. Cock sucking time,” I said simply. Then I grabbed his hand and led him to the back of the store. 
 
    I'm rather familiar with men's restrooms and this one was much nicer than usual. It was clean, which was nice, but it was also comfortable. Even better was the fact that it was a single room. One commode, a single sink, and nice stainless-steel trashcan were positioned in various corners. Plus plenty of paper towels and even hand soap. I twisted, locking the door behind us, then looked back at the stocker. He took a step back and I have to wonder what about my expression made him cautious. 
 
    I moved quickly, lifting my shirt up and exposing my breasts. The stocker’s eyes widened and I closed the distance between us. When I found the lump of his cock at the front of his trousers, and began unbuckling his pants, any concern he might have had about my predatory expression disappeared. In seconds I had his belt undone and was even yanking down his briefs, only to expose a long, rigid shaft that was more than satisfactory. 
 
    “Yummmmmm,” I hummed. 
 
    I dropped to my knees, wincing a little at the tile of the floor, but I’m used to it. I wrapped one hand around his cock while the other came up to cup his balls, and without a smidgeon of doubt or hesitation, wrapped my mouth around him with an almost wanton force. I wasn’t feeling the surge of sexual arousal anymore, but this… having a thick, firm cock in my mouth again, felt amazing. There is something about giving someone a blowjob that I just love. It's power. It’s a turn on. It’s a sensation that just appeals to me.  
 
    I bobbed my head, swirling my tongue around the tip of his shaft as I rubbed him. I heard his soft groan and tried to slow down, wanting this to take more time. But it seemed that neither of us were in control of ourselves. He began thrusting, moving in time to my ministrations, and his excitement only got more palpable as I worked my magic on him. My nails scratched lightly at his scrotum, tickling his sack and sending an entire flurry of sensation through his loins.  
 
    And between my own legs, the vibroballs and anal plug buzzed. I felt a renewed sense of longing and suddenly my pussy quivered again, seemingly unsatisfied with the morning’s two orgasms. I shuddered, sucking hard.  
 
    Wow.  That got him excited. We moved together, pumping and thrusting, my tongue running around and over and in spirals. He let out a high pitched moan and to my surprise, yanked his cock out of my mouth, grabbing hold of it. I watched in astonishment as he pumped it himself, his face contorting into that familiar mask of climactic expression that promised eruption. And then, with me still on my knees, still clamped and stuffed and buzzing and tight, he exploded in a series of spurts. White cream burst from the end of his cock and flew across the few inches of space between us, landing in a splattering splash on my face. Some landed in my hair, but most hit my eyebrow and dripped down into my eye and then down my right cheek. I opened my mouth, catching the next squirt more appropriately, but the third hit my chin and then dripped down to my shirt, leaving an obvious pattern of cum soaked spooge across center of my clamped and throbbing bosom. The stream then tapered off and I reached out, grabbing his softening cock, so I could suck him clean.   
 
    “Oh yeah,” he groaned. “Fuck yeah.” 
 
    The rest of the blowjob only lasted another minute or two, which was good, because my knees were starting to hurt. When he pulled out, clearly flaccid and drained, I stood up, wiping my face off with my wrist. I let out a small laugh, then looked at myself in the mirror. 
 
    “Damn,” I said in amusement. I was covered in cum. And I mean covered. It was in my red hair, strawberries and cream. It was all over my face, vanilla and whipped cream. And my shirt? Yeah, streaked dark, drawing the eye right to my clamped titties.  
 
    “Um… sorry,” he said softly. 
 
    I grabbed a paper towel and wiped the cum off my face. Then I cleaned out my hair as he got dressed. There was nothing I was going to be able to do about my shirt. But by the time I was done he looked decent.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said honestly. “That was very nice.” 
 
    The stocker just blinked. “Uh… thank you?”  
 
    I laughed and without another word, turned and opened the door. He let out a little squeak and followed me out into the store.  
 
    “Hey, what’s your name?” He asked, following me like a little puppy. 
 
    “Breanne,” I replied. 
 
    “I’m Matt.” 
 
    I smiled but kept walking. “Hi Matt.” 
 
    He didn’t know what to say next. I turned the corner and went down the aisle to pick up the cold medicine my mother had wanted. “Um… do you have a boyfriend?” 
 
    I laughed. “Lots of them,” I said in a conversational tone. I wasn’t trying to be cruel, but what I really wanted was to get back to my truck so I could take off the fucking Alligator clamps. I turned and headed toward the front of the store. 
 
    “Are you busy Saturday night?” He blurted out.  
 
    “I’m probably going to be sucking cock and cumming,” I said cheerfully. Then we started to approach the register, and the other guy, and poor Matt hesitated. I set my purchase on the counter and fished my credit card out of the back pocket of my shorts.  
 
    “Nice clamps,” said the older man at the counter. I looked up and grinned. “Matt thought so too,” I replied. He looked over at the stocker, who blushed crimson. 
 
    “He’s got good taste then,” the cashier said. “Have a great morning.” 
 
    I laughed. “Already had that,” I assured him. Then I walked out.  
 
    The second I got back into my truck I let out another sob, my veneer of rational, calm satisfaction falling away. I yanked up my shirt, exposing my breasts, and with a soft cry, released the alligator clamps. Agony blasted through my tits and I leaned against the steering wheel, just trying to breathe. Then I turned off the vibroballs and tugged my shorts down far enough to get to the plug in my ass. Shaking, I struggled to cope with it all. The punishment. The desire. The torment. The need. 
 
    I tossed the alligator clamps aside. “Fuck,” I whispered. “Those hurt.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The rest of the morning I only had to deal with the crotch rope, though I admit that I left both the butt plug and the vibroballs where they were. Part of it was because I was inside, helping my mother, and part of it was that after two orgasms, I was feeling relatively satisfied. I’d changed shirts, washed the cum out of my hair, and tried to live life normally for a change. Of course, the rope threaded between my labia was a discomfort, but a tolerable one and as I made lunch for the family, I ignored the tingling between my legs. The other thing I had to ignore was the knowledge that despite my antics with Matt the drug store stocker, my first orgasm of that morning had been unauthorized.  
 
    I got online once, but Master Barrett wasn’t on, so I knew that any additional punishment would have to wait.  
 
    Things went off the rails around two o’clock. I was starting to feel another series of urges to do bad things to my pussy and breasts, while my mother completed a grocery list and then begged me to go to the store and get everything needed for dinner. I climbed up into my truck feeling just a bit anxious, especially with the alligator clamps waiting in my purse. I put the truck in gear and headed out. 
 
    There was no need to stop on the side of the road since the outfit I was wearing was cute enough to qualify, though it wasn’t exactly “slutty.” The shorts were super short, and quite tight, which just made the rope around my waist and threaded through my buttocks and pussy all the more invasive. The shirt was tight and since I wasn’t wearing a bra, the tips of my large breasts were in perfect view, outlined through the red dyed cotton. I’d also switched out my boots for a pair of simple sandals, which I thought fit in with the whole summer coed look much better anyway. 
 
    The grocery store near our house does not lend itself well to the whole concept of privacy. Too many people, too much open space. The last thing I needed was being on display in the produce section, or worse, stuck in an aisle with only one avenue of escape. Especially with my ass and pussy buzzing, and my breasts sporting the alligator clamps. Our grocery store is in a strip mall setting, so instead of going straight in to get my mother’s staples, I started walking down the mall, looking for somewhere appropriate to cum. Of course, I’d put on the alligator clamps again, and turned both the vibroballs and butt plug on, rendering my body a battlefield for a war of sexual stimulation. My nipples throbbed, my pussy clenched and shook, my butt vibrated, and with every step I stripped layers of skin off my clit, labia, perineum, and ass, leaving my groin a burning mess.  
 
    This strip mall was quite different from Wednesday's location, with a much more varied selection of stores and I actually went into a few, just to check them out. Of course, the various clerks didn't realize that THEY were the merchandise I was interested in. One store had a woman at the desk and she took one look at my shirt, or more accurately, the outlines of the clamps on my aching nipples, and frowned in disapproval. I left quickly after that. The next store had two guys, one of whom was a customer. I felt a little guilty about interrupting what was obviously a necessary business transaction, and despite them both ogling my butt as I turned to leave, I moved on. Maybe it was because I just wasn’t quite ready to cum?  
 
    I kept walking, each minute that passed turning into a wet, sullen heat that seemed to make my insides melt. It didn’t take my lower half that long and about fifteen minutes after I started, the familiar heat of lust was rushing through my veins, my pussy quivering around the vibroballs buzzing inside me, while my nipples pulsed with need. I took another deep breath and began looking for the right person in earnest. I passed a few more stores that just didn’t seem right, until I finally stepped in front of an electronics/computer repair shop and voila! one single guy came out with a bag, eyes appreciating the sexy girl wearing flip flops, short khaki shorts, and a tee shirt with no bra. He might have also appreciated the alligator clamps on my breasts, but since they were under the shirt anyway, I couldn’t precisely tell. I was about to talk to him when he walked off, leaving me standing on the sidewalk feeling just a little crestfallen. 
 
    “Well, no nookie for you,” I muttered. Then I turned around, grabbed the door, and marched in. There was a man at the counter who looked up. His black polo and khaki pants made him look semi-official and I walked right up to him.  
 
    “Hi, how can I help you?” He asked.   
 
    Once again, I voted for honesty.  
 
    “I’m feeling a bit hot and bothered,” I admitted immediately. He totally misunderstood. 
 
    “Yeah, the weather has been a bit warmer than I’d hoped for the time of year,” he replied, looking out the window. My eyebrow went up and I licked my lips. 
 
    “Well, actually I was talking about something else,” I said. “I’m uh… I’m close to cumming and my master said that I needed to have someone’s permission if I was going to cum.” 
 
    There was a momentary stunned silence and we looked at each other. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I resisted the urge to sigh. My pussy tingled.  
 
    “I was wondering,” I said a bit more slowly. “If you would grant me permission to cum.” 
 
    He stood there silent for an uncomfortably long time. Then he pointed to the middle of the store. “Here?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Sure, if that’s where you want me to do it,” I replied. 
 
    “Uh….” 
 
    “Or I could do it in a back room, if you’re worried about someone seeing,” I added. 
 
    The back room, which was a typical disorganized men's room stuffed with broken electronics had plenty of empty floor space and I spun around simply as the man in the black polo stared at me. With his arms crossed. I took a deep breath and with both hands, peeled off my tee shirt. That seemed to surprise him, though whether it was my willingness to take off my clothes or the fact that my nipples were caught tight between a pair of vicious looking metal toothed clamps, I don’t know. My hips were already thrusting and I knew I was just minutes away. I tugged down my shorts, exposing the crotch rope and I kicked my way clear of my clothes. I wanted to touch my pussy and with a groan, I loosened the knot over my clit. The crotch rope fell away and for the first time that day, since I’d put it on, my pussy and ass were free of the scratchy, abrasive lines. I groaned, put a finger in my slit, scooped up a glob of my own cream, and then began rubbing my clitoris. 
 
    Waves of pleasure shot through me and as I began to pant, I looked up at my observing stranger and asked, pleaded even, for permission to cum.  
 
    “I suppose,” he said.  
 
    “Would you time me?” I asked. “I’m supposed to do it within one minute.” 
 
    He nodded and checked his watch. 
 
    I closed my eyes and began to caress my clit, moving my fingers in tight, frantic circles. My body responded perfectly, trembling wetly and basically doing what I do best. The alligator clamps dangled from my breasts as I hunched part way over, the chain swinging, pain shooting up each boob. Need and hurt and energy seemed to combine and fold their way through my loins and bosom, until the world seemed to disappear. My breathing became more labored, more intense, and wave upon wave of pure desire and absolute need crashed upon me. I felt my throat tighten up, my loins thrusting and jerking, as I approached the great abyss, the cliffs of orgasm. I spread my arms wide, turning my face toward the gaping chasm, preparing to leap, to jump in ecstasy, when my hand was suddenly yanked away from my pussy.  
 
    “Times up. Stop.”  
 
    My eyes snapped open. “What?” He was holding my wrist and my orgasm was just barely out of reach. “No…. no! Please!”  
 
    He shrugged. “You took too long. No cum.”  
 
    The expression on my face must have amused him because he grinned. “You out of luck.”  
 
    “Out of luck?” I whispered. “Oh my God! I need to cum!” I groaned.  
 
    He grinned and pointed at my tits. “Those punishment?” He asked curiously. 
 
    I nodded, my face a mask of need and pain. “Yes, for cumming when I’m not supposed to.”  
 
    “So, you need punishment now?”  
 
    I shook my head, my body still thrumming with sexual need. I longed to put my fingers back in between my legs, but I knew if I did, I’d definitely earn that punishment. I stood there for a moment, trying to come to grips with the arousal, the overwhelming need to just explode, when the guy stepped up to me, lifted his hand, and grabbed my pussy. I gasped, eyes widening in alarm as he pushed me back against one of the shelves. Words of protest formed on my lips, but as his fingers slid into me, those changed into a groan. He found the vibroballs, pressing on them, rolling them around, and his palm pressed hard against my swollen, sensitive clit. I nodded frantically as the fires roared in veins and the pounding of my heart filled my ears. I grabbed hold of him, shaking as the orgasm I’d avoided just a minute before now hit me like a freight train. 
 
    I soaked his hand.  
 
    When my brain started functioning again, I realized I was still standing in the back room of the tech store, my shorts and the crotch rope around just a single ankle, dripping goo. My shirt was pulled up, exposing both breasts, not to mention the alligator clamps on my tits. My ass and pussy both still vibrated, thanks to the combined motors of the vibroballs and butt plug. I swayed just a bit.  
 
    “You okay?”  
 
    I looked at the clerk. I could see the concern on his face and I nodded with a stupid smile. “I feel wonderful,” I sighed happily. But then I let out a hysterical little giggle. “But I shouldn’t have cum like that.” 
 
    He grinned. “You happy. That is what is important.” I nodded, then bent down to pull the crotch rope and my shorts back up. He stepped up, grabbing hold of the rope. “I’ll help,” he said. I let him thread the rope panties back through my buttocks, and then when he moved around to the front, where the clove hitch was tied, I spread my labia open for him. “What punishment you earn?” He asked.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “Not sure. Something that hurts probably,” I said ruefully. “A clamp on my clit? Maybe getting my pussy whipped? I don’t know.” I started to pull up my shorts, but he stopped me. 
 
    “Punishment now?”  
 
    I blinked. “Excuse me?” 
 
    He pointed at my pussy. “Your clit. Punished now I think.” 
 
    “You mean the rope?” I asked, confused. “Well, it’s not exactly that bad. It’s more of a torment…” I tried to explain as he turned away from me. His hands went up to some small little bin, rummaged around in it, then whirled back to me. A flash of silver between his fingers caught my eye and I gasped when I realized what he was holding.  
 
    An alligator clamp.  
 
    It was identical to the pair that were munching on my nipples, though it was twice as big and had much larger teeth. It looked almost exactly like the jumbo alligator clamp I had at home. I bit my lip, a shiver of fear running through me.  
 
    A flurry of thoughts ran through me. Would Master Barrett be more understanding if I accepted this punishment? What would it feel like? A part of me knew that punishment works better when it is swift, severe, and certain and this met those criteria. The material of my shorts fell back to the floor and this time I stepped completely out of them. Then I loosened the crotch rope again. It dropped as well and I leaned back, spreading my legs wide, thrusting my loins forward.  
 
    “Yes sir,” I whispered. Because I’m a glutton for punishment.  
 
    He knelt and quickly attached his alligator clamp over my clitoral hood.  Oh God it hurt. Pain shot up through my pussy, but a good portion of it got lost in the vibrations. My hips jerked, which only caused the sex toys inside me to generate fresh waves of arousal. I whimpered, wincing, and I didn’t even notice what was going on around me. Like a couple more wires with alligator clamps. Except he clipped one not to my body, but to the clamp hanging off my clit. I realized he was holding this big battery. It almost filled his hand.  One end of the black wire dangling from my clit went to a small spring in the top.  Another wire, red this time, got attached to the other spring and I noticed that he was holding some sort of metal probe. Like one that went to a multimeter. I shrank back a bit but he just smiled and then touched the probe to my labia.  
 
    I jumped about a foot in the air, though mostly from surprise. The shock had slammed into me quite voraciously with a definite tingle. My pussy convulsed and then he was shocking me again. My skin did strange things every time he touched me, but only between my clit and where the probe landed. At one point I was gasping, so close to cumming that I had to push him away to keep from exploding again. Finally, I had enough and removed the clamp from my clit and handed it to him. My clit looked like raw hamburger and was so sore that even the idea of putting the crotch rope back between my legs seemed painful. I turned, back to him, still naked, still buzzing, super aroused, nipples throbbing, and begged him to let me suck him. 
 
    As far as blowjobs go, it was a simple one. He seemed to respond well and as my head bobbed up and down on his shaft, he made soft groaning sounds. His hands went through my hair and helped guide me as I swirled my tongue in wet circles around the tip of his cock, and when he finally came, a stream of white jism shot into my mouth, striking the back of my throat. It was fifteen minutes well spent. 
 
    All that was left to do was put the crotch rope back on, which I did gingerly. My clit was tender and the rope didn’t help. Wincing, I pulled my shorts back on and then shuffled out of the tech store with a small wave and a promise to come back some time.  
 
    At the grocery store, I slowly filled up my basket, clinging to the cart as I tried to move my legs as little as possible. Each step hurt, like I’d vigorously scrubbed my crotch with a bristle brush. But there was more to it than that. There was an underlying sensation of need, of arousal, that was getting more and more difficult to ignore. The clamp the tech guy had put on my clit, the little shocks from his battery, the throbbing of my breasts, and the vibrations of the vibroballs and butt plug, were driving me right back into another frenzy. Each step pushed me closer to another explosion and the humiliation of doing it there at the store was as much an aphrodisiac as the discomfort and sexual torment.  
 
    And those tiny steps? It just gave me more and more time to work myself up into another froth.  
 
    Thirty minutes in, with my cart only half fool, I finally concluded that I was fucked. I was going to cum again, sooner rather than later, and that the only way I was going to avoid more punishment was to take hold of my sexual needs and assert some control. Or at least a little common sense. I looked around, eyes latching on this girl who was around my age, just down the aisle. Carefully, I pulled the vibroballs controller out of the shorts pocket, and turned it all the way up. My pussy let out a squelch as it tightened immediately around the fast moving spheres. I swallowed, the intensity turned up, and knew that my timer had started. It was ask her for permission or punishment time. I dashed up to her. 
 
    "Excuse me. I know this sounds really crazy, but would you mind if I came?"  My voice was trembling and it was everything I could do not to shove my hands down my pants right then and there.  
 
    She was cute.  Dressed similar to me, but not as busty.  She gave me one look, her eyes very unemotional.  "Sure. Whatever." I’m pretty sure she had no idea what I was talking about. 
 
    But she’d given me permission, and that meant that I had one minute to cum again. I had every intention of doing it too. I pushed a hand down the front of my shorts, my fingers finding my soaked slit, split open with the rope. I pushed it aside, just a bit, to rub at my clit, and the girl’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Wait. What the fuck?” She asked incredulously.  
 
    I whimpered, frantic now, my pussy tightening in little convulsions and I leaned on the cart, with one arm as my hand worked frantically between my legs. The girl in front of me stared at me in disgust, but she didn’t turn away, or take her eyes off of where my hand was down between my legs. The snap had popped and the zipper pushed down and I’m pretty sure she could see bits of my pussy. Probably. Maybe. Between my fingers and the rope, maybe not.  
 
    "You're nuts," she said, and walked away.  Yeah. I know. 
 
    But then I exploded, gasping as I brought my other hand up to my mouth, jamming a knuckle between my teeth. Wetness soaked my right hand, and my shorts, but the fact that I was in a public place was enough to mitigate some of the usual euphoria and I buttoned my shorts and pulled up the zipper. I wiped my hand off on my shirt and with shuddering a breath, continued on my way.  
 
    I finished loading up my cart, made my purchases, and then headed for home.  My clit was terribly sore, so it wasn't that hard to keep from getting to excited for the rest of the day.  That night I showered, cleaned up, traded my vibroballs for my husky dildo, and quietly and thankfully climbed into bed.  I knew what was coming the next day.  I’d contacted Master Barrett and told him everything. He had made it very clear. The punishment I’d accepted wasn’t enough. Punishment had to come from him. And right before I’d brushed my teeth, his email had arrived.  
 
    

Breanne, the point of this assignment was to encourage you to suffer sexual depravity more completely, to have you practice holding off. Instead, you have constantly sought out sexual satisfaction, risking punishment to sate your desires. Since you obviously don’t care about what I might inflict upon you from a pain perspective, perhaps a different kind of discomfort will teach you the proper means of resisting your nature.  
 
    Tomorrow you will wear the chastity belt that Kari gave you. Both the anal and vaginal vibrators need to be mounted to it, and you will turn both on to the lowest setting. Unless you are driving, or sitting with the family, both vibrators should be on. You will not remove the belt for any reason (other than personal hygiene.)   
 
    I highly recommend you resist cumming, but if you feel at any time that you need to orgasm, you will still need permission from a stranger to cum to avoid negative consequences. If you are successful in getting permission, and cumming within one minute, then good for you. Even after cumming however, you may not remove the chastity belt or reduce the settings for the vibration.  
 
    Should you violate the terms of the assignment and have an unauthorized orgasm, either before or after getting permission, you will immediately turn all three chastity belt vibrators up a level.  
 
    Yes, it is probable that you will cum from that much direct stimulation. Again, you will need permission to cum to avoid punishment, and you’ll need to cum within one minute of the request. Make sure you count the number of unauthorized orgasms you have.  
 
    Obviously, you may wish to turn down the vibrators. To accomplish this, you will need to ask a stranger for permission, not to cum, but to turn a vibrator down. Just one. At a time. This should provide maximum humiliation for you. You are not permitted to have the vibrators off. 
 
    Lastly, the number of unauthorized orgasms you have will determine the number of strangers you will need to sexually satisfy on Sunday, before you yourself are allowed to cum.  
 
    Enjoy. – Master Barrett

Oh boy... 
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   Can I Cum Part 8 – 09/28/10 
 
      
 
    There are times when being a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is almost more than I can handle. Saturday was almost my limit.  
 
    When I woke up, I was relatively well rested and a quick physical check cataloged a list of minor aches and pains that had come because of the previous day’s torment and punishment. My clit was incredibly tender, but not really hurting, which came as something of a surprise considering I’d rubbed it raw with the crotch rope. The tips of my breasts were a tad bit sore, mostly from being clamped, and my bottom wasn’t much better having been stuffed with a plug for the practically the entire previous day.   
 
    The other sensation I noticed when I woke was more familiar. Depressingly familiar. There was a tiny kernel of need slowly blossoming between my legs. As usual, I awoke at five am, turning off the alarm only to slip my hand between my legs. The dildo I’d worn to bed was held in place by my panties and with a simple wiggle I managed to get most of it slipping out of my sex. Of course my natural inclination was to push it back in again and the groan that escaped from my lips made it clear that I definitely wanted to cum. I closed my eyes and concentrated on breathing. And maybe not vigorously pumping the stupid dildo in and out. 
 
    “Idiot,” I whispered to myself. “Trying to break the rules already?” I sighed and with an unusual force of will, pulled the dildo completely out of my pussy. It was soaked and I could feel the wetness seeping through my petals. It didn’t surprise me. I woke up like this most days. As I got out of bed I brought the rubber phallus up to my mouth and sucked it clean, trying to ignore the throbbing need pulsing in my veins.  
 
    Dressing did not go in the usual manner thanks to Master Barret’s orders. I stood on tiptoe to reach onto the top shelf of my closet and pulled down a rather nondescript, brown box. Setting it down on my desk, I opened it, extracting the large leather, metal, and plastic monstrosity that would shortly be shaking my life for the entire day.  
 
    My chastity belt was a gift from Kari. I had agreed to undergo twelve solid hours of vibration and Kari had felt that the torment provided by my current crop of toys to be, inappropriate for the task. So, after about fourteen total hours, a sore and tender clit, and not very much left of my brain, I departed with an extremely expensive, rather aggressive sex toy that combined all the lovely advantages of forced orgasm with denial.  It's not exactly user friendly, since when you're in the damn thing, there isn't much you can do but suffer, but overall, I've enjoyed it. The construction is simple. A black leather belt goes around the waist, buckles on the side, and sports several steel attachment points. There is a second strap of leather which connects to the front and back of the belt. This strap fits between my legs and sports attachment points for not one, not two, but three battery operated vibrators. 
 
    Now I presume you’re wondering about the third vibrator. This one is nothing more than a little bump which sits right above the vaginal probe. When I’m wearing the damn thing, that little bump is pressed tightly to my clitoris and let me tell you, that more than anything, is what makes this thing diabolical.  
 
    The bottom plug and dildo both have three speeds.  The clitoral vibrator has only two.  I spent a few moments lubricating the two phalluses, then quickly buckled the waist strap around my middle.  Reaching between my legs, I brought up the crotch strap and felt the tip of the bottom plug pressing up against my ass.  I tried to relax as much as possible as I forced the thick head into my bottom, but it was tough. Taking anything in the bottom is a mental game for me, and I have to deliberately force myself to open up and relax. Having that four inch plug slide into my rear end felt wrong and deviant. Even before the thing was completely seated the vaginal probe was digging up into my pussy and I merely pulled the strap tight to firmly lodge both rods into my body. I think I moaned a little when it was done, but I managed.  
 
    Master Barrett had also stated that the vibrators needed to be on. Carefully, I turned them each to their lowest setting, gasping as my ass and pussy tightened mercilessly around the now shaking, thick, quivering vibrators.  
 
    “Chores, Bre,” I choked, wondering if I was going to even survive.  
 
    The issue was, as it always seems to be, orgasm. I knew I was close. I was going to cum, and it wasn’t going to take that long. The vibrator belt was just too intense, even on low. I tugged on my jeans and tee shirt, then stumbled downstairs to grab my boots. As I stepped out into the pre-dawn light, my eyes swept over my truck. Orgasm was allowed if I had permission, but frankly, I had things to do. The animals needed to be fed and that would take almost a full hour. I gritted my teeth. I hate decisions like this. Cum and suffer the punishment? Or abdicate my responsibilities on the critters depending on me? 
 
    I fed the animals.  
 
    Totally distracted by the triple earthquake still rumbling beneath my jeans, I lurched from one side of the barn to the other, struggling to finish my tasks without cumming. It wasn’t easy. I could feel the crotch of the denim getting damp and my hips kept jerking wildly, clearly responding to stimuli that left me breathless. 
 
    “Chastity my ass,” I groaned to myself as I dumped feed into the pig trough. I whirled away, ignoring the commentary from our swine herd, made it twenty more feet, and realized that I’d given up. 
 
    I fell sideways against one of the hay bales and the orgasm that swept through me was intensely powerful. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth and screamed as I rolled onto my stomach, my knees on the floor of the barn, and jammed my thrusting pussy against the corner of the hay bale. My hands struggled at my shirt, yanking the cotton up, almost tearing at my bra as my fingers found my tender nipples, twisting and pinching them. I cried out as a second burst exploded through me and my toes curled deep in my boots as I burst like a balloon in a cactus garden. 
 
    A minute or two later I lay there, eyes half open, twitching as the motors continued stimulating me, my brain seeped in the chemical mix of sexual euphoria. I felt amazing. Better than amazing. I felt… like me. Like, this was how it should be. But as the adrenaline faded I sat up, taking stock. My pussy and bottom were already fluttering, and there was a distinct sensation over my clit that I can only describe as intense. I swallowed. Oh boy. This was what I’d been trying to avoid. Punishment.  
 
    Master Barrett had specifically stated that the consequences for what was essentially an unauthorized orgasm, was to turn the vibrators up. I could barely tolerate them on low! Was he mad? I’d have even more unauthorized orgasms! Or… was that maybe the point? I climbed to my feet and unbuckled my belt. It took a moment to push my jeans downward and when I did, I could see just how dark and wet the denim between my thighs had become. I slid my hand down between my legs and with a deep breath, followed orders. 
 
    Holy fuck. 
 
    Having just cum, I can honestly say that I wasn’t quite back at the cliffs of orgasm, but I knew I was heading straight for them a second time, and that I only had minutes before climax number two swept me off my feet. I licked my lips as I hauled my pants back into place and I stumbled forward, mentally urging myself to hurry with my chores. The reason was simple. Master Barrett had stated that if I were driving, I didn’t have to endure the vibrations.  
 
    I needed to take a drive. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, and right on the edge, I climbed into my truck, fingers already yanking at my pants. Even before I started the engine, I was turning off the vibrators, sighing in utter relief as the urge to cum subsided. I’d been close too. Another minute, maybe two, would have seen me crying out in ecstasy. Now, my pussy just clenched tightly in little rhythmic pulses around the quiet vibrator, making it clear that what my loins wanted, and what my master wanted, were the same thing. I started the engine. 
 
    “Calm the fuck down,” I breathed. “Ignore it,” I added.  
 
    And with my jeans down around my knees, I put the truck in gear and headed out.  
 
    My first stop was a fast-food place and I’m ashamed to admit that I went through the drive thru. It made sense to me, sort of, though the guy at the window got a rather good look at my leather accoutrements. I’m sure he was curious as to why my jeans had been pulled down, and what the black thing I was wearing, but I didn’t provide any commentary and a moment later, only a tad bit humiliated, I moved on. I drove a few more minutes down the road, pulled into the mall parking lot, and ate.  
 
    Several things went through my mind. The first was trying to figure out a way to stay in my truck for the entire day. But I realized that doing that basically missed the point of what Master Barrett was trying to do to me. Afterall, the idea was to push me toward constant climax, with a healthy dose of humiliation to spice it up. So what I really needed to do was get out of the truck, turn the vibrators back on, and put myself in a situation where I’d be surrounded by people, while at the same time stimulated into orgasmic ecstasy. 
 
    “I’m a sick fuck,” I muttered, mouth half full of sausage biscuit.  
 
    When I finished eating, I checked the time. The mall wouldn’t be open for at least another hour, but I figured that there would still be some people around. Maybe fewer shoppers would give me a chance to have a few authorized orgasms, and maybe I could even ask someone if I could turn down the vibrators. Wouldn’t that be cool?  
 
    I finished my coffee and with a plan of action, I moved my truck around the building until I was across from one of the main entrances. Then, with deliberate eagerness, I reached back down between my legs, and turned on all three of the vibrators.  
 
    Oh. Oh fuck. 
 
    I won’t lie. It was intense. Insanely, instantly arousing.  
 
    The anal plug roared to life, buzzing away at medium. The dildo in my pussy got turned up one additional level and I could already feel my body pulsing around it. I activated the clitoral vibrator, setting it on its lowest setting. It pulsed, which made things even harder to deal with.  With my breath already harder than it was before, I tugged my jeans back into place. I got out of the truck, grabbed my purse, and headed toward the mall. 
 
    I opened the heavy glass door and felt the air conditioning envelope me, wiping away the oppressive and muggy heat outside. The place seemed virtually empty, though I did see a few people walking. But no one was close to me, which was good since the buzzing of my vibrators was much louder than I’d expected. One thing I did notice however – all the stores were still closed. I steered clear of everyone as I set off toward the nearest restrooms, thinking that privacy there would be the easiest to attain, especially if I found someone willing to grant me permission to cum. I started walking at an easy pace and instantly discovered something else about the “chastity belt” I was wearing. 
 
    It wasn’t comfortable.  
 
    Every step was a mixture of insatiable lust and an awkward pressure that made me want to walk in a funny, open waddle. Of course, doing so would have attracted attention, and undoubtedly emphasized that I was cunt stuffed full of motorized rubber rods. So, I struggled to walk as normally as I could. Unfortunately, that meant a shuffling, slow gait that only exacerbated my problems. My pussy quickly became this trembling, pulsing glove, trying to eat its way through the vibrating dildo, even as my rear end tightened in sequence around the plug.  The absolute worst though was my clit, which seemed to be some sort of hot button that made every minute longer and more intense. By the time I neared the restroom I was practically ready to explode.  I held on though, wanting to be as close as possible before doing anything premature.  
 
    When you are at the mercy of your vibrators, rather than your own fingers, or the thrusting pulse of a lover, timing can be a bit dicey. I managed to make it to the restroom area, but I could tell that I was really really close to losing it.  I spotted a likely young man, maybe about eighteen years old, a little overweight, who was heading into the men’s restroom.  I stepped up to him, put one hand on his shoulder, and then kissed him.   
 
    That got his attention. I gave him a smile in answer to his surprised expression, my libido screaming at me. I tried to pitch my voice a bit lower, to sound seductive.  
 
    “Can I please cum for you?” I asked a bit breathlessly. 
 
    “What?” he said, looking at me funny. I didn’t have time for this. 
 
    “Can I cum for you? Yes, or no!” I asked again, probably a bit more aggressively than I should have, but my hips were now going nuts and I was starting to shudder. I was going to cum in just seconds. I put my hand on his arm, bracing myself, a look of desperate anguish on my face. “Please? Can I cum?” I begged.  
 
    “Geeze! Yeah, sure okay!” he said, still totally confused. 
 
    Just in time. I reached up to my breasts, my fingers scrambling against the thin cotton as I found my nipples. Between my legs, the rumbling wave hit me like a tsunami and I pressed my quivering, shaking loins against the young man’s hip. For a second, all I could do was squeal softly as pure bliss shot through me. When I was done, I sagged half in his arms and half against the wall.  
 
    “Hey, are you okay?” He asked.  
 
    I nodded, still half-dazed and quite out of it, thanks to the powerful orgasm. This is always my problem. Cumming for me is like a drug. An all-natural high. And I am like, seriously addicted. I grinned stupidly, still higher than a kite on the hormones produced by my own body.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” I hummed. “Oh yes,” I sighed. The vibrations still going between my legs seemed distant and even the way my pussy was still locked tight around the vibrator didn’t bother me. I let go of him, slowly straightened, and looked him right in the eye.  
 
    “You’re my hero today,” I said honestly. He smiled back at me. Then I gave him another kiss, this time on the cheek. “Thank you.” 
 
    Would you believe he followed me like a puppy dog? 
 
    It was a tad bit annoying, but I know how to deal with that sort of thing. Besides, he did help me out when I needed. I detoured into a clothing store without telling him about my intentions, and when no one was looking, pushed him into an empty changing room. Knowing my time was limited, I didn’t bother with any words, just put one finger on his lips, went to my knees and swallowed him whole. 
 
    Okay, that’s just a metaphor for me unzipping his pants, pushing aside those horrendous white briefs some guys wear, and pulling out his cock. My hand slipped alongside the soft skin even as he instantly hardened. I licked delicately, softly even, but then enveloped the tip of his cock with my mouth. He groaned and I ran my tongue down along the underside of his cock, then came back up the other side, only to engulf his entire prick. As I bobbed my head I felt him pulse, his rod practically jerking in my mouth. I pulled off for only a second. 
 
    “Do you want to cum in my mouth?” I asked seductively, “or across my tits?” Then, while waiting for an answer, I went back down on him. And that was that. If he wanted to explode across my bare breasts he sure didn’t let me know, because a moment later his hot spunk was shooting into my mouth. He groaned softly as I licked up his juices, grinning like an idiot. Then I stood up.  
 
    “Delicious,” I said with a wink. “And thanks!” Then I quickly left the changing room. 
 
    I may have moved a little quicker than I should have, especially since I still had all three vibrators going between my legs. And maybe I shouldn’t have tried to make it back to my truck. I was halfway to the entrance when public orgasm number two, or the third of the day, loomed rather large. I looked around wildly, but there was no one close enough, so I darted into the nearby sporting goods store. I headed toward the higher shelves at the back, away from the clothing, but a moment later I couldn’t hold it. The oscillations fluctuated and I gasped, eyes rolling into the back of my head as the wave hit me like a brick. My pussy tightened in short, spastic spasms and I practically swooned with pleasure. I grabbed hold of a rack of something, holding on just to stay up right. My hips and frame jerked as the vibrators had their way with me, working their madness. 
 
    I took a deep shuddering breath and looked around, expecting to find an irritated salesclerk, or an outraged floor manager tapping their foot. Would you believe that either no one noticed, or no one cared?  Probably the former. I pried my fingers off the metal rack and shambled off. Physically I felt amazing. My bloodstream was saturated with a mix of endorphins and dopamine, not to mention some naturally produced oxycontin. And people wonder why I’m addicted to sex? But beyond that, there was something else. I’d had a second unauthorized orgasm. The rules meant I had to turn the vibrators up again.   
 
    I swayed toward the back of the store, pulling a random item off one of the racks so I had a justified reason to lock myself into the tiny changing room. I unbuckled my jeans and pushed the denim downward. Thank God the material was dark blue because the crotch was soaked with cum that had leaked out from around the chastity belt. I sat down, spreading my legs, and with a deep breath, I started changing the settings. The anal plug went to maximum.  The vaginal plug got turned to full power. The clitoral vibrator was already as high as it was going to go. And that was that. In seconds I went from recovering from orgasm to oh my god I’m going to cum again. I bit my lip, whimpering just a little, as the overload of sensation blasted through me. I fumbled with my pants, tugging them back into shape, even as I realized that I was back on the timer, and the damn thing was counting down fast. I fumbled with my belt buckle as I got things back in place and even stumble from the changing room. 
 
    I tried walking normally back to the entrance of the store, but I guess I wasn’t doing a particularly good job of it because I attracted attention. Or hell, maybe they could hear the muted roar of the vibrators. I certainly could. Even with them buried inside me (mostly) and then muffled by the heavy denim of my jeans, the telltale buzz was pitched low, like a vibrating cell phone, except non-stop. No one approached me, but a few people watched. I’m used to that, but usually it’s when Kari (or one of my other doms) have forced me to wear something crazy and slutty. So, the only thing I could figure was that my body was doing some things that were peculiar. Like twitching my hips in a lewd and provocative manner or swaying like I was drunk. 
 
    I stayed close to the wall.  I needed the support.  Every open doorway was a vast chasm I had to cross, unaided, unsupported, enduring what I was sure everyone could hear and identify as three rather powerful vibrators tormenting one rather stupid nympho humiliation pain slut. I couldn’t stop blushing, imagining everyone I passed or who looked at me knew exactly what I was doing. I looked around, realizing where I was heading. I quickened my pace, but I got there too late. I clenched down as the orgasm hit me, leaning against the glass wall.   
 
    “Breanne?” 
 
    At first, Julie’s eyes widened in surprised pleasure, her smile at seeing me honest and quite disarming. But when she realized that I was in the middle of an orgasm, while standing at the front of her store, well…  
 
    “You little fucking cunt,” she exclaimed softly. “How dare you?” She demanded.  
 
    I was a little to busy to respond.  
 
    She grabbed my arm and dragged me stumbling through her store, only to push me into the back room. Wave upon wave of exquisite bliss rushed up through me and I jammed a knuckle into my mouth as I exploded, heat and wetness blossoming between my legs.  
 
    Julie crossed her arms and tapped her fingers impatiently, watching me intently. It took a minute, or maybe two, but eventually my eyes uncrossed and I slumped against one of the stock shelves, shuddering.  
 
    “What the fuck are you wearing?” Julie asked. 
 
    I blinked and looked down at myself. “Uh… blue jeans and a tee shirt?” I replied, as if that wasn’t obvious. 
 
    “I meant under the jeans you fucking slut,” she hissed.  
 
    Oh. I gulped. “Um… Kari gave me a chastity belt.” 
 
    Julie looked down at my soaked crotch. “Yeah? Show me.”  
 
    I nodded and hurriedly undid my belt buckle. Then tugged down my pants. But only to my thighs. Julie’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Keep going,” she ordered. 
 
    So, I kept going. A moment later I was kicking off my boots and then my jeans were lying on the floor of her stock room. 
 
    “Shirt now,” she said, pointing at my top. 
 
    Part of me wanted to know why she needed me naked, but another part of me didn’t really care. I peeled off the tee shirt and Julie grimaced at the sight of my big, white, plain, utilitarian bra. She shook her head. “Lose the bra, Bre.” 
 
    I took it off, exposing my breasts, letting it drop.  
 
    “Hands up behind your head. Lace your fingers together,” she told me. 
 
    I bit my lip but did it, watching her warily as she closed the distance. Both of her hands came up, fingers covered in rings, and she grabbed me by both breasts, her palms against my nipples. I gasped as she gave me a soft squeeze, her face coming close to mine. 
 
    “I’m going slap your tits now,” she said softly. 
 
    There was a rush of panic. “Why?” I asked. 
 
    Julie shrugged. “For you cumming in my store without permission. For you dressing like a fucking ranch hand instead of the nympho humiliation pain slut you are. And just to say hi.” And with that, she let go, drew her right hand back, and slapped my left breast hard from the side. 
 
    I gasped. She hadn’t pulled the blow and wow… did I feel it! I half twisted to my right, but her other hand swung before I even managed to react to the first spank and her fingers smacked my right breast, forcing it to bouncing the other way, right into my left boob. I let out a yelp and then a flurry of strokes landed on my bosom, Julie slapping and spanking, hitting my breasts back and forth like a tennis ball in a Wimbledon match. Or maybe a better analogy would be one of those hyper speed ping pong ball tournaments you see in Asia. Because… holy crap… she must have hit me twenty or thirty times in the space of half as many seconds.  
 
    My breasts felt hot and heavy and I was near tears, even with the vibrations and the left over remnants of sexual euphoria seeping through my system. Just as I was about to break, to twist away, Julie seemed to sense that I was at a limit and stopped. She let her hands drop and then her mouth came down on my right nipple, sucking at it with a hunger that was just a little more intense than I was comfortable with. I gasped as her tongue circled the tip and I struggled to adjust to the very different, and sensitive sensation.  
 
    “Julie?” I whimpered. “Can I turn down the vibrators?”  
 
    Her head popped up. “What?” 
 
    I swallowed, still shaking. “The vibrators. Can I turn them down?” 
 
    “Why?” She asked, truly curious. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “Because they’ve been on for about four hours now, except when I was driving, and they’re on high, and I’m starting to get sensitive.” 
 
    Julie snorted. “I’ve seen you sensitive. You’re a pain slut. It turns you on more.” 
 
    I bit my lip. That was… not helpful. 
 
    I reached out and grabbed her arm, my eyes meeting hers. “It’s driving me crazy!” I hissed. 
 
    She laughed. “Good!” She declared. “What’s the punishment for cumming?” 
 
    I frowned. I’d already turned the vibrators up to maximum. “Um… well, turning them up to maximum, but then I have to keep count of the orgasms and that will determine how many cocks I have to suck tomorrow.” 
 
    Julie rolled her eyes. “Someone is a little too phallic centric for my taste,” she sneered. “Barrett?” I nodded. She sighed. “Okay. Whatever.” 
 
    “So, no?” I asked again. She shook her head. 
 
    “Of course, no. I’m in total agreement with him on the issue of your suffering,” she snorted. “In fact, I think you aren’t getting enough punishment.” 
 
    My mind started churning, trying to get past the vibrations, and now my sore, hot boobs. The truck. I had to make it back to the truck. I turned and reached for my clothes, but Julie’s boot stepped on them. 
 
    “No. I will not let you wear something so… pedestrian,” she declared. She bent down, scooped up my outfit and whirled. She walked over to a small locker, opened it, and pulled out a bag. 
 
    Now, you need to understand that Julie and I are different sizes. Dramatically. I’m five foot four and a quarter. Julie is five foot nine. Where I have her beat is in hip, ass, and bust size. She’s bone thin and something of a stick, while I’m an hourglass. There is nothing she has ever worn that would fit me. Ever. 
 
    She pulled out a stretchy, black colored shirt and a black mini skirt.   
 
    “Here, put these on,” she said, tossing me the clothes. I caught them, then looked at her skeptically. 
 
    “You’re kidding me, right” I said incredulously. “You’re what? A size 0?” I held up the shirt. On her it would have been a somewhat loose, decent looking shirt. On me, I’d look like a wrapped sausage. Evidently Julie didn’t appreciate my poor attitude. She crossed the distance between us and grabbed my right nipple with a sharp pinch, twisting. 
 
    “What was that?” She asked viciously as I squealed. 
 
    “Nothing! Nothing!” I yelped. She let go and nodded at the shirt.  
 
    “Put it on, princess.”   
 
    “Can I have my bra at least?” I whined. 
 
    Julie shook her head. “No. Now shut up and put on the shirt.” 
 
    I pulled it on over my head, already worried about how it would fit. Sure enough, it was too tight in the wrong places and when I tugged it down, my boobs bulged against the bodice. Worse, when stretched, the dark material suddenly lightened considerably. It took me a moment, but I realized that my bust had made it somewhat see through. The dark pink of my nipples were fairly visible. On Julie, the shirt would have come down almost to her bikini line. On me, it didn’t come down low enough to meet my hips. A long swath of my midriff was left exposed. Trembling, I tugged on the mini skirt, but the waist strap of the chastity belt got in the way. 
 
    “It won’t sit right,” I whimpered, struggling to find a way to cover the belt that didn’t also leave my crotch exposed. Not that anyone would see anything, but the leather strap holding in the dildos would look like… well… like a leather strap holding in dildos.  
 
    “Nonsense,” Julie declared. She batted my hands away and adjusted the skirt. To my chagrin, she set it well below the belt around my waist, down at my hips. “There,” she said primly. “You look fantastic.” 
 
    I shook my head. This was impossible. I gulped and looked at her with tears in my eyes. “I’d prefer to wear my jeans please,” I told Julie. 
 
    “Suck it up, princess,” she sneered. “Sluts like you don’t get to make the decisions.” Her eyes went to my vibrating loins, the sound of the vibrators quite loud. “There’s an out, isn’t there? Where can you turn them off?” 
 
    I swallowed. “Truck. When I’m driving.” 
 
    She frowned. “Well, at least someone was thinking right,” she muttered. “Where did you park?” 
 
    I told her and she did the math. “So, you basically will have to walk half the mall to get there?” 
 
    Was it that far? Damn. I was in trouble. I nodded. 
 
    Julie grinned and crossed her arms. “Then this is what I want you to do…” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Five minutes later I stepped out of Julie’s junk jewelry store and looked up and down the concourse. The mall wasn’t exactly crowded, but with each passing hour it was getting more populated. Even with me just standing there, several passersby were giving me and my outfit incredulous looks. I pressed an arm up against my chest, licking my lips as I struggled with both the churning pleasure emanating from between my legs, and the utter humiliation I felt from being in public dressed in such demeaning attire. Julie came up behind me and smacked me firmly on the ass. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” I yelped, stumbling out into the mall. 
 
    “Go on,” she said evilly. “Get moving.”  
 
    My cheeks turned hot and I stumbled away from her. I stayed as close to the wall as possible, trying to stay inconspicuous, but it was impossible. The second anyone saw me they stared. And it wasn’t nice stares. It wasn’t even aroused looks. I was an oddity. At one point I noticed a group of women walking toward me, and already a couple of them had skeptical expressions on their face. I couldn’t handle it. I ducked into the nearest store and slipped behind a display stand. 
 
    “Can I help you?” a voice asked behind me. I straightened up and whirled, only to find myself face to face with a dark skinned, Indian man. The store was filled with cell phone accessories. Before I could speak, he nodded toward my skirt. 
 
    “I think you have a call,” he said, once more nodding at my hips. I gave him a quirky confused look since I didn’t hear my phone ringing, besides, it was in my purse which was draped over one shoulder. Then it dawned on me. He could hear the vibrations and thought my phone was on vibrate. Oh, the irony. 
 
      
 
    My mind raced. “Actually, my phone is stuck on vibrate. Do you think I should turn it off?” I asked, trying to keep my face from showing the increasing sexual pleasure churning up inside me.  
 
    He looked at me oddly, but then nodded. “Yes. You will run down the battery. Would you like me to look at it?” 
 
    My cheeks flashed red again and I shook my head. “No! I mean… no thank you.” I glanced at the entrance. The group of women had already walked past so I backed out, giving him a little nod. “Thank you though,” I said quietly. Then I fled. Out in the mall though, I couldn’t help letting a small smile cross my face. The next store was a clothing place and I stepped in and found a quiet corner. I suddenly was glad that Julie had put me in the skirt because it was easy to get a hand on the control settings for the vibrator in my ass. Taking the phone guy’s permission to “turn off” the vibrations, I turned down the earthquake in my bottom. 
 
    That helped. Not much, but some.  
 
    Five more minutes of walking brought me to the food court and it was here that I faced my greatest humiliation. It was still an hour before lunch really got going, but there were more than enough people. I took a deep breath, trying to ignore the strumming stimulation between my legs, and headed for the coffee shop.  
 
    I had to get in line and let me tell you, it was awkward as hell. The lady in front of me turned, obviously hearing the vibrators, only to give me a skeptical once over before turning away. There were also two guys who were staring at me and once more I self-consciously covered my breasts with an arm.  
 
    And then… then I tried not to twitch. 
 
    It wasn’t easy. My clit was sensitive to the sensory overload being inflicted upon it and frankly, my entire half wanted to thrust and pump and quiver as my pussy seemed to palpate around the phallus. As it was, there were quite a few involuntary thrusts and by the time I made it to the counter, I knew that I was screwed. Both in the proverbial sense as well as the physical. I licked my lips and hurriedly ordered both a chai tea latte and Julie’s coffee. Black. I fished out the twenty-dollar bill Julie had given me, then moved to the side and waited. 
 
    I can’t even begin to describe the emotional agony I was going through as the physical torment played out. I watched as the barista completed one order after another as the pressure within me steadily built. The fact that I was out in the open, a spectacle of ridicule, each inaudible whisper clearly about me, left me a basket case. I was just about ready to give up, to run away, when they called my name and I hurried forward, grabbing both cups with shaking hands, only to turn and flee.  
 
    I made it only about forty feet.  
 
    I wish that I could say that it was merely the reaction of the vibrators, the onslaught of sensory stimulation, the direct application of vibration to my nether regions, that sent me over the edge, but I’d be lying. I realized what was happening and dropped down into a chair, setting the drinks on the table, because I wasn’t sure I’d be able to hold onto them. I grimaced, shaking as the waves began, a sexual surge of energy that began at the top of my pussy and seemed to explode outward, almost violently.  
 
    I put both hands down on the table, flat, knuckles white, and gritted my teeth as my hips jerked. Only an idiot wouldn’t have been able to tell what was happening and I felt the surge of wetness between my legs. Energy pulsed between my legs, shot up my spine and I lifted my right hand, only shove a knuckle between my lips as I closed my eyes, holding my breath. Tremors shot through me and it was everything I could do to keep from screaming.  
 
    Of course, it was the humiliation. I realize that now. I mean sure, the vibrators were intense. Powerful. Stimulating. But what really pushed me over the edge wasn’t the incessant buzz. It was the people around me, judging me, looking at me, whispering about me. I couldn’t take it. I sucked in a hard, shuddering breath and lifted my head, only to discover that I was still the center of attention. Everyone within a forty foot radius was staring at me, some with curiosity, some with concern, some with skepticism, and some with disgust.  
 
    I launched myself up, grabbing the cups and damned if I didn’t practically run. I held the drinks in front of my breasts and fled. This time I hurried. Never mind skulking along the edge of the common area. I practically ran back toward Julie’s store, hurrying so fast that if people were staring, I didn’t have time to notice or see it. I passed the clothing store I’d turned down the anal vibrator, and then the phone shop, until I saw the pink and pastel front of my destination. 
 
    Julie was waiting for me. She had a hand in front of her mouth and I didn’t realize she was laughing at me until I stepped into the store. She pulled her hand away and I saw her huge smile as she took the coffee. Then she sipped it, closing her eyes in pleasure. I stood there, not sure what to do, when she looked at me and then nodded toward my own drink. 
 
    “How’s yours?” She asked. 
 
    “What?” I replied. 
 
    “Your drink?”  
 
    I blinked. “Oh!” I said, suddenly realizing that I had a beverage as well. I took a deep breath and took a sip. 
 
    “You exploded, didn’t you?” She asked. 
 
    Blushing, I nodded. But the tea was sweet and helped settle my nerves, just a bit.  
 
    “In line?” Julie asked hopefully. 
 
    I shook my head. “No. As I was leaving. At the edge of the food court.” 
 
    She grinned. “Did anyone notice?” 
 
    My blush deepened. “Julie, everyone noticed.” 
 
    “Good,” she said, taking another sip. “You know, there’s a wet spot on the back of the skirt.” 
 
    The color drained from my face as I twisted. Julie laughed viciously as I grabbed hold of the material, tugging at it. She took another sip of her drink. “Alright. You can go put your own clothes on now.” She gestured toward the back room and I darted forward. I found my jeans, tee shirt, and bra laid out for me, draped over the chair near the small desk, I peeled out of Julie’s outfit and dumped it on the desk. She came in a moment later, just as I was buttoning up my jeans, my breasts still hanging out. She sighed in deep appreciation. 
 
    “Damn,” she muttered with obvious jealousy. “Those are nice.” As I picked up my bra, she reached forward with one hand and touched my breast, her thumb grazing my nipple back and forth. Despite the orgasm I’d had just ten minutes before, I felt a thrill rush through me and I groaned. Julie grinned. 
 
    “Like that?” She said softly. I nodded as my pussy clamped down hard on the phallus. Suddenly I wanted to just tear off Julie’s clothes, or maybe vice versa. I didn’t know. I swallowed, trembling as she teased me.  
 
    Suddenly she let go of my boob and reached behind me to open one of the drawers of the desk. Her fingers snagged a half-torn package and pulled it out. I saw a couple of tiny hair clips, stylized like butterflies, and she pulled two of them off. My eyes widened as she brought them up. 
 
    “Customer returned the package, said one of them was broken,” she explained. “Can’t resell it but I thought they might come in useful. A freebee, you might say.” She lifted the first hairclip up. “I think this will do nicely.” Then, without another word of warning, she pinched the clip open and positioned it over my nipple. Suddenly I felt the tined clamp bite down and I gasped. An entirely new sensation shot through my body and suddenly the pressure was back, between my legs. I pressed my thighs together, trembling as my pussy fluttered around the dildo. Julie liked the response, her eyes sparkling and she put the other clamp on, making sure my nipples matched. I couldn’t help it. I groaned.  
 
    “There now,” she said, plucking my bra out of my hands. “You don’t need this. Just put the tee shirt on.” 
 
    I looked down at my chest. My nipples were tingling, almost throbbing, and the fires of lust were stoked. I bit my lip. I thought about arguing with her, but really, what was the point? I picked up my tee shirt and drew it down over my head. Then, as the cotton material touched my bosom, I felt the tightness of the shirt dragging against the clamps, tugging on my nipples, and I groaned as my frayed nerves responded to the new sensations.  
 
    “You want it, don’t you?” Julie asked softly. 
 
    I nodded. “I’m not going to be able to stop it.” 
 
    Her eyebrow arched up. “You think you’ll cum again, before you make it to your truck?” 
 
    I gulped. “Probably.” 
 
    She grinned. “Good.” She leaned over and grabbed a notepad and quickly jotted something down. I didn’t read it. I was having too much trouble focusing. She tore the paper off, folded it in half, and then held it out. 
 
    “Once you get to the truck you can take the clamps off if you need to. But if you cum, then open the note.” 
 
    “What if I don’t cum?” I asked curiously. 
 
    Julie laughed. “Seriously?”  
 
    I gave her a slightly frustrated look, took the paper, and shoved it into one of my pockets. “Okay Julie.” 
 
    “Mistress,” she said softly. My eyes widened. 
 
    “Mistress?”  
 
    She nodded. “I prefer Mistress Julie.”  
 
    I gulped again. My loins were twitching again and my hips did this curvy grind as my body trembled. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Julie nodded. “There we go. I’ll see you later,” she said. 
 
    I blinked. “You will?”  
 
    She grinned. Then she walked out of the backroom. 
 
    I followed, grabbing my canvas sack, stuffing my unused bra into it. Julie went back to work, stocking a display, while I gave her a little wave. She blew me a kiss and then I stepped out into the mall. 
 
    It wasn’t quite as embarrassing as my walk to the food court, but I knew I was just as doomed. The pinched tips of my breasts rubbed against the shirt and without a bra on, my boobs shifted back and forth. My pussy locked down around the vibrating dildo, my clit still pressed against the other shaking nub, quivered with anticipation and it wasn’t long before each step became a sexual challenge.  
 
    “Don’t cum,” I whispered to myself. “Don’t cum!” I took another step. Then one more. But my steps seemed more difficult. I couldn’t swing my leg. There were just too many vibrations. I gasped, putting a hand down over my pussy, feeling the oscillations. I slipped into a nearby store, stumbling through the doorway and swinging off to the right, away from the register. I didn’t want them to see me, or to talk to me, or to see me as I leaned against the wall. I closed my eyes and clenched my jaw. 
 
    “Don’t cum!” I whispered out loud. But it was too late.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Humiliated beyond belief, but with a quite crotch for the first time in hours, I headed back to my truck. I was sexed out, believe me, and I walked quickly. The dildo and the plug moved inside me, but it wasn’t that bad. Once safely ensconced in my truck, I opened Julie’s note. 
 
    “Oh,” I said softly. “Oh shit.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    
I parked my truck a little distance away from the entrance and climbed out. It wasn’t because there weren’t any parking spaces, though admittedly the lot was a bit more crowded than I’d originally expected. Loud music, flashing lights, and smoke, both cigarette and marijuana, managed to seep out through the entrance, even though a heavy wooden door was mostly closed. I took a step, my black high heel stilettos looking every bit the sex kitten. They matched the small, black skirt that hugged my hips and ass, despite the slit up the side and it contrasted nicely with the white, skintight top. My scarlet colored locks were loose and I’d done up my eyes in dark lines and heavy shadow.  
 
     I took a few more steps and felt the vibrations between my legs. The vaginal phallus was rumbling along, not caring that the warm, tight place it was jammed belonged to a girl who was barely stable, thanks to the non-stop stimulation. The plug in my bottom wasn’t any more helpful. The little nub rubbing at my clit seemed to move in mind-numbing circles. By the time I made it to the door I was soaked and totally ready to cum.  
 
    I tugged on the heavy wooden piece and felt as if I’d been body slammed as the music hit me like a… like a… like an orgasm.  
 
    Except without, you know, all the fun stuff. 
 
    I recognized the place. Julie had taken me there before and I wasn’t surprised that this was the location she’d specified in her note. I’d dressed as ordered, right down to the stupid high heels, and I walked in, looking for her bony, thin arms and bright, pink and purple hair. Or maybe a flash of a nose ring. Something. The guy at the door took one look at me and waved me in, no cover, which I figured was standard for every girl who walked in wearing a vibrating chastity belt and looking like they planned to fuck half the people in the place. Then I moved out onto the floor, finding myself surrounded by hot, young, dancing bodies. 
 
    And my pussy tightened. Hard.  
 
    For a moment, my senses were bombarded. Too many scents, sights, and sounds impacted on my psyche and I spun in a whirlwind. Someone grabbed my hands, twirling me and I swayed, only to feel hands on my hips. Then I was grinding against someone, a young man wearing black pants and a half opened, black button up shirt. I pressed myself against him, not dancing, but rubbing, thrusting my pelvis against his thigh as the desperation inside me peaked. I was so close! With my breasts practically bursting out of my shirt and pressed against his body, I shouted my question in his ear, knowing no one else would hear it over the beat.   
 
    “I NEED TO CUM! CAN I CUM PLEASE?” 
 
    I have no idea if he understood me or what, but he nodded vigorously. I clung to him, swayed, ground my hips against his, basically humped him, and came, all while on the dance floor. No one noticed. In fact, I’m not even sure my dance partner noticed. We finished grinding through the entirety of the song, or rhythmic beat or whatever it was, and though I was noticeably less animated, he bought me a drink afterward, pulling me by the elbow across the room, over to the bar.  
 
    “What’s your name?” He shouted over the music as I slugged down a highball, the ice clinking in the glass. I set it down, eyes flashing. 
 
    “Breanne!” I yelled back. He grinned. 
 
    “I like the way you dance!”  
 
    I laughed. “You mean you like the way I fuck!” I shouted back. I could see a bit of confusion in his eyes, as if he wasn’t sure he heard me right.  
 
    “Dance again?”  
 
    I nodded and a second later I was back on the floor. This time his hands were all over me and I didn’t say a word as his fingers groped my ass under the skirt, tracing the line of the chastity belt. I slid myself up and down against him, heart and head pounding as I broke a sweat, perspiration beading on my skin. I turned against him, grabbing his hands, and bringing them up to my breasts. I quivered as his thumb grazed the nipples back and forth as we spun. Then the music stopped again. 
 
    “Another drink!” I yelled. 
 
    He nodded.  
 
    I’m not a big drinker, but by my third or fourth seven and seven, I was getting buzzed. I was also just a little concerned that I hadn’t seen Julie. The music was pounding and I swayed dramatically, realizing that I needed to stop. Not because I wanted to, but because I’m a fun drunk. Some girls just fall asleep.  I’m more likely to strip naked and fuck a beer bottle. 
 
    Alcohol makes me horny.  And when you’re stuffed with a pair of vibrating phalluses, not to mention having a pulsing little knob pressed tightly to your clit, it’s sort of hard NOT to get turned on. I grabbed my new boy toy and spun him back onto the dance floor. Then I grabbed him and thrust my pussy up against his leg again.   
 
    “CAN I CUM?” I shouted.  He looked at me, and then grinned.  He grabbed me around the waist, his hands moving down to my ass. This time he went up under the skirt. Then his eyes widened as he felt the vibrations. 
 
    “WHAT IS THAT?” he asked.  
 
    “MY VIBRATORS!  THERE’S ONE IN MY ASS, ONE IN MY PUSSY, AND ONE ON MY CLIT!” I shouted back.  “CAN I CUM PLEASE?”  
 
    He grinned again, his eyes flashing.  “NO!” 
 
    Uh oh. I felt a rush of panic. “PLEASE?  I’LL GIVE YOU A BLOWJOB!”  Despite my shouting my voice had a bit of an edge to it.  
 
    He appeared to contemplate my offer for a moment. “WHY DO YOU NEED MY PERMISSION?”  
 
    I was getting frustrated, not the least because I could feel it coming.  “BECAUSE THAT’S THE RULES! IF I CUM WITHOUT PERMISSION I GET PUNISHED!” I shouted at him. 
 
    He laughed. “GOOD!  A SLUT LIKE YOU DESERVES IT!”  He tightened his grip on me, swinging my hips which only hurried things along.  “NO CUMMING!” 
 
    That last bit came right before I did. I let out a clipped groan, grabbed hold of him as he continued to wiggle my hips, working the dildos through my own movements, and came hard, shaking in his arms. My pussy convulsed violently around the dildo and then I sagged, almost collapsing. He practically carried me off the dance floor over to the bar, picking me up and putting me on a stool. Another highball appeared. 
 
    “I’m Juan.  So, what happens now?” he asked. His thick dark hair wasn’t even out of place. 
 
    I grabbed the drink and downed it before turning back to Juan. I was so thirsty! “I’m supposed to turn up the vibrators to maximum now and then ask strangers if I can turn them off.” 
 
    He looked surprised.  “That’s it? That’s your punishment?” 
 
    “Isn’t that enough? Oh. I’m not supposed to cum again either,” I protested, dumping the ice in my mouth and crunching down on the frozen bits.  
 
    “How do we turn up the vibrators?”   
 
    The flashing lights of the club and heavy music was starting to get to me.  I spread my legs, letting the skirt slide apart thanks to the long slit up the side.  No one really noticed except Juan, whose hands went to my knees.   
 
    “Buttons on the bottom of each,” I shouted at him.  
 
    I guess it’s not often that guys are presented with such an opportunity. Juan spent a few moments caressing my bare thighs but then got right down to it.  I had to grab his shoulder as he turned the clitoral vibrator up first. Then my pussy went crazy as the dildo roared into even higher levels, followed by the clenching of my ass as the plug did the same.  
 
    “How does that feel?” he asked, grinning. 
 
    “Intense! I don’t think I’ll last long. I need to find someone to ask!” I replied, slipping down from my stool. Juan went with me as I approached some random guy. 
 
    “EXCUSE ME!” I shouted, trying to ignore the rising tide of orgasmic ecstasy heading my way.  “I WAS WONDERING IF I COULD TURN MY VIBRATOR OFF?” 
 
    The surprised look in the guy’s face was almost worth doing this every day.  He glanced over at Juan who grinned and shook his head, clearly indicating his desires.  The man smiled, laughed, and then shook his head in agreement. 
 
    “NO.  YOU JUST CUM BABY!  IF HE WANTS IT ON YOU HAVE TO SUFFER!” 
 
    I turned and glared at Juan. Anger gave me just a bit more strength and I moved on, repeating my question to the next guy I bumped into. The man ogled my breasts through the skintight white top as I shouted my question. One look at Juan though, who had continued to follow me, resulted in a similar response.   
 
    Then I came.  Five. 
 
    Juan caught me as I swayed, my hands at my clit, pressing the vibrating bump harder into my slit. He caught me up in an embrace and pulled me over toward the wall where he held me tightly. I barely noticed, but he was looking around the club for something. Finally, he found it and started pulling me along. I was too buzzed, both with alcohol and vibrators to object.  Next thing I knew I was being presented to another young Hispanic male whose name I forget.  There was a rapid loud exchange of Spanish, of which I only caught a few words like orgasmo and conducta immoderada or something like that. I did understand the “hola senorita!”  and fortunately, they switched to English. 
 
    “She’s got two vibrators in her and one on her clit!” Juan was saying to his friend.  The guy looked at me in surprise. I was already feeling the intense buzzing eating away at the little control I had.  Then Juan reached up, grabbed my shirt, and pulled it down exposing both my breasts. Next thing I knew fingers had found my nipples and I was gasping as another orgasm rushed through me like fire. I didn’t exactly scream, but I was close, not that it mattered. 
 
    Six.   
 
    My head spun as I was maneuvered to a table and stuck between Juan and his friend.  More drinks were ordered and more were pressed on me. I was thirsty so I drank, plus it didn’t help that fingers were constantly digging into my shirt, which seemed to cover and then not cover my breasts. I was kissed a lot and my head pounded. It all sort of got blurry.  I know I came. Seven. Then eight. Suddenly I realized that my clit was on fire, sensitive under the constant vibrations and rubbing.  
 
    “I can’t!” I said, pushing up from the table. Juan looked at me in surprise as I practically crawled over him. He said something to me in Spanish, but I ignored it. The air was too hot. I felt closed in as my head spun. And then someone grabbed me, thing fingers around my wrist. An arm wrapped around my waist and pulled, guiding me toward the door. We pushed through, out into the night air, and I sucked in my first, clean breath.  
 
    The cooler night air revived me and I looked up. A goth punk with pink hair grinned down at me.  
 
    “Hi Bre,” Julie said softly. 
 
    I sagged. “You… you’re here.” I reached between my legs, not caring who might get a glimpse under my skirt. I turned off the vibrator positioned over my clit. My hand moved lower, but Julie grabbed it. 
 
    “No. The clitoral one I can go with. But you need to leave the other two on,” she said. I let out a mewling sound. Then I swayed.  
 
    Julie’s eyebrow went up. “How much have you had to drink?” She asked. 
 
    I answered by falling over.  
 
    Honestly, I’m not sure what happened next. I have vague memories of being lifted, strapped into a small, rickety car, and then bouncing across a murderous parking lot. Julie helped me into her apartment and I collapsed into her bed. 
 
    I woke the next morning feeling awful and I stumbled into the bathroom, confused about my surroundings. Granted, it wasn’t the first time I’ve woken in a strange place, but Julie’s snoring form gave me a sense of relief. It wasn’t until I stumbled back to the bed that I realized I was naked, and that I wasn’t even wearing the Chastity Belt. I slid back under the covers, wrapped my arms around the girl beside me, and fell back asleep. 
 
    A few hours later the scent of bacon roused me and I climbed out of the bed. I looked around for my clothes, but couldn’t find them, so I grabbed a blanket and wrapped it around myself, then padded out into the apartment. 
 
    The place was… a wreck. 
 
    It wasn’t messy. But the furniture looked like it had all been recovered from a junkyard. The coffee table was this massive, scarred wooden thing that looked like it had been used for butchering hogs. The sofa was actually just a love seat, and a lumpy one at that, and the television was very small. I moved past the dining room table, which was four folding chairs and a collapsible table, and turned into the kitchen. 
 
    Julie was at the stove, wearing a pair of boy shorts panties and a cut off tee shirt. The sizzle of food came from the frying pan in front of her.  
 
    “Hi,” I said softly. 
 
    She looked over her shoulder at me and smiled. “Ah, you’re awake.” Then she frowned. “And covered,” she said with disdain. “You know I prefer you naked.” 
 
    I bit my lip and let the blanket open, at least enough so she could see my breasts and front. She shrugged.  
 
    “Better,” she sneered. “I’ll punish you after breakfast.”  
 
    “I uh… I should let my parents know I’m okay,” I said stupidly. 
 
    She snorted. “I texted them last night. Told them you were drunk. And safe.” 
 
    I groaned and put a hand on my head. “Oh. Oh great.” 
 
    She laughed. “I said to meet me. Not get plastered.” 
 
    I looked up. “I couldn’t find you!”  
 
    She moved the cooked bacon to a plate. “Eggs?” 
 
    I nodded. I was hungry. 
 
    Julie started cooking the eggs, right in the same pan. “How many orgasms did you have last night?”  
 
    I leaned against the wall. “Ten? Eleven?” I guessed. “Maybe more, but I don’t remember.” 
 
    She laughed. “I wonder why?”  
 
    She shoveled out some scrambled eggs onto two plates, set some bacon and toast in place, and carried them out to the table in the dining area. I followed along, sitting down heavily.  
 
    “So, what’s next?” Julie asked, looking at me as I began eating.  
 
    I looked up at her. “Trouble,” I said sullenly. “I totally screwed up.”  
 
    Julie’s smile suddenly made me feel very vulnerable. She pointed her fork toward my plate. “Finish eating,” she ordered. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. 
 
    Suddenly, I was covered in goosebumps. I swallowed a bit of egg. “Should I be expecting punishment?” 
 
    Julie put down her fork and pushed her plate forward. She’d eaten everything. Then she grinned, a wolfish, insatiable expression.  
 
    “Breanne, you should always be expecting punishment.” She stood up, walked around to me, and pushed the blanket off my shoulders. Her fingers found my breast and pushed me back in the chair as her other hand slid down between my legs. I whimpered as her fingers found my clit, then my wet petals, only to slip inside me. Her mouth came down to my ear.  
 
    “And in a moment, I’m going to tie you to my bed, spread you open, and whip your cute little cunt until you cum!”  
 
    I trembled, nodding as she pinched my nipple. She leaned down and kissed me.  
 
    “And then,” she said a moment later. “You can begin your punishment from Master Barrett.” 
 
    Oh. Oh fuck… 
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    It was just after lunch when Julie dropped me off at my truck, which was still in the parking lot of the club we’d been at the previous night, and I drove home with mixed feelings. Julie had used me thoroughly that morning, tying me spread-eagled to her bed, only to use a variety of rather interesting sex toys on me, all while straddling my face. Of course I’d used my tongue on her, making her cum, but it was almost as if she were challenging me to see how many orgasms we could force the other to have and by the time she rolled over sated, I’d groaned my way through almost half a dozen.  
 
    The drive home was quiet and when I walked into the house, dressed in the previous night’s outfit, both my mother and father eyed me with critical expressions and I cringed. The slit skirt spoke volumes, as did the white, almost translucent top. I hurried upstairs, stripped and then climbed into my regular blue jeans and tee shirt.  
 
    I had some chores to finish, as the critters weren’t thrilled that their normal morning breakfast was late. I spent the next several hours getting things done outside, and it was only when I was finished that went back in, grabbed a denim miniskirt, tee shirt, and flip flops. I stuff it all into my canvas bag, right along with the long list of items I was going to need to handle Master Barrett’s punishment. Then I headed out with another quiet wave as my mother eyed me suspiciously. 
 
    I pulled over on the farm-to-market road in front of our farm and climbed out. The late summer heat was still impressive and I could hear the cicadas buzzing in the grass. I shook out my hair and then peeled off the long, grubby tee shirt I was wearing. The bra followed, leaving my full breasts bared to the world and kissed with sunlight. I kicked off my boots, tugged off my socks, and then dealt with my jeans. A moment later I stood there in front of the truck, on the side of the road, wearing nothing but my panties and I turned and looked over my shoulder. The last thing I needed was one of our neighbors to come barreling up the road. I could just imagine the conversation at church! 
 
    I pushed my thumbs into my cotton panties and that was that. I stepped out of them, standing there in the buff, an excited thrill running though me. I grabbed for my bag and drew out the two vibroballs I needed and put one bare foot up on the front bumper. For a second, it was hard to do, but I rubbed the plastic spheres between my legs and the combination of utter terror at being seen, with the absolute bliss of being buck naked under the sun, along with the heightened expectation of my coming punishment, turned my pink slit into a glistening morass. I groaned as the two balls sank into my depths and I turned them on, the wire from them both running to a small control box.  
 
    I turned them on.  
 
    It wasn’t as bad as the vibrations I’d experienced the previous day with the Chastity Belt, but it certainly was enough to rev my engine.  
 
    Julie had made fun of me that morning, having cum eleven times the previous day without permission. Master Barrett’s punishment wasn’t going to be easy though. I was to venture forth, find eleven different strangers, provide each of them with orgasms, and then and only then, was I allowed to cum myself. Master Barrett did mention that if I came BEFORE I had completely serviced the eleven people, I had to start over.  
 
    I set the remote for the vibroballs on the front bumper as I pulled a dress out of the canvas bag. It was blue, with a satiny finish, and it came with a set of matching high heels. Granted, it wasn’t my usual attire, but Kari had bought it for me a long time ago after seeing something similar on the internet. I knew even before I put it on that it was too short. It barely covered my ass and if I went to pick up a penny, just about everything from my tailbone down  would be exposed. It was also the kind of dress that could easily be pulled down in the front, exposing my breasts. Kari liked to do that to me, reaching over at inopportune moments to expose my front to whomever I was talking. I wasn’t allowed to react either. It was one of her little games. You wouldn’t believe the punishment I’ve had to endure if I covered up or even acted like I noticed. I picked up the dress and slipped it on over my head. Then I put on the high heels. Not a car in sight. The only issue was the remote to the vibroballs and I solved that problem with a thin belt I had brought that I wore under the dress, right up against my skin. 
 
    But that wasn’t all. Master Barrett hadn’t just wanted me dressed like a slut and vibrating. Oh no… that wasn’t enough. I was a nympho humiliation pain slut and so I needed to be hurting as well. I pulled out a single wooden clothespin and let it close tightly on my clit. Then came a jeweled butt plug, which I lubricated with some grapeseed oil and then pushed up my ass. As I smoothed my skirt back down, bottom aching, clit tingling, I knew that the other needed items were waiting. Julie had made sure of it.  
 
    Dressed like a slut, I shoved my clothes back into the bag and tossed it back into the passenger seat. A car roared by, but by that time I was already behind the wheel, my bare ass sticking to the vinyl seat thanks to the shortness of my dress. I gave a little tsking sound at their bad luck, started the engine, and headed toward the freeway.  
 
    I knew exactly where I was headed, and those of you who have read my posts on Michael Alexander’s blog are probably familiar with it. I’ve spent some interesting times there. Tucked under the overpass at the Sam Houston Beltway is a novelty shop. If you make it past the ancient and moldering magazines that no one ever buys in the front, you can find yourself in a rather shoddy DVD and VHS sexual haven. The shelves are wooden and rickety, and along one wall is a door, with neon letters above it spelling “arcade”. For a few dollars you get a cup of coins, enter, and find yourself in a darkened murk with tiny rooms, the sound of porn music filtering through flimsy doors, piles of coins that don’t work in any of the machines, and the smell of spilled cum and sex. It isn’t really a nice place.  
 
    But it was perfect for my purposes. There were two or three cars parked outside, though those might have been for the Asian Massage parlor next door. I’m no dummy. Massage my ass. Or they could have been there for the small pub... on a Sunday afternoon, parked at the other end of the little strip of stores. Yeah right. Anyway, I sauntered in, went to the counter, bought my little cup of meaningless coins, and surveyed the open store. Two guys were there, quietly browsing. They both stared at me as I swished my hips, gave them both “meet me in the arcade so we can get it on” smiles, and then disappeared into the darkness. 
 
    I took one tour around the arcade. Two rooms were shut, right next to each other, and from the sounds coming from them I suspected that two gay guys were having a glory hole experience. I left them to their amusements and continued around the dark hallway. Every open door exposed pretty much the same small room. Closet sized cubical, bench, old television, one channel, different movies, and a coin operated slot that didn’t seem to work or need coins. Strange. 
 
    By the time I came back to the exit, one of the guys from the main area had purchased a cup of coins and followed me in. I gave him a smile, drew him in with a curling finger, and we disappeared into the first available cubicle. The room was mostly dark, with only a single covered bulb casting a sparse light. There was a wooden seat and I took it, reaching up to unbuckle his pants. My paramour was of average height, average weight, and rather non-descript except for his thin hair. He smelled of old aftershave and when I pulled his cock out, he looked down at me with a hungry grin. 
 
    “Suck it bitch,” he said roughly.  
 
    His cock had an acrid taste, probably from masturbation, but it didn’t take long to work him into hardness. I bobbed my head, hands caressing his scrotum and rubbing his length as my tongue swirled around his tip. Then I tried to swallow as much as I could, doing my best to facefuck him. Still, it didn’t take him that long and a moment later his thick, salty cum was bubbling into my mouth. I licked my lips, shifted my weight as the vibroballs purred in my pussy, and asked him to let the next guy know that I’d open the door in a moment when I was ready. He pulled up his pants and nodded.  
 
    Then it was time for punishment. 
 
    I dug into my canvas sack as I spread my legs. Removing the clothespin from my clit was simple and I pulled a foot-long plastic ruler out of my bag. It was flexible and perfect for what Master Barrett had specified as punishment for my previous evening’s antics. I took a deep breath, set the ruler over my pussy, and with a flick of my wrist brought it down to give myself one hard smack, right on the clitoris. I gasped and clenched my teeth as the pain rushed through me. Shaking slightly, I put the clothespin back on, tucked the ruler back in the bag, and opened the door. There was a line. Four guys already. I smiled at them all, grabbed number two, and dragged him in. 
 
    “I want to suck your cock,” I said with a no-nonsense tone. He grinned. 
 
    “It’s right here for you baby!” He replied. A moment later I was doing it again, sitting on the bench, my mouth full, bobbing my head. Everything went well, I delivered another quality blowjob, and fifteen minutes later I was once again ensconced in privacy, long enough to remove the clothespin from my clit. This time I hit myself with not one, but two stinging smacks to my pussy. I gasped, shaking for a moment, but then I put my ruler away, reattached the clothespin to my burning nub, and opened the door.  
 
    Guy number three was a bit more demanding. He wanted sex, but I told him I was only doing blow jobs. He got a bit threatening and I had to get up in his face and explain that he could have a blowjob for free or get the fuck out of my cubicle and go pay one of the Asian massage whores for a fuck. He chose the freebee, but it was touch and go there for a moment. After he left, I smacked myself a little harder than I should have during the three clitoral strokes, raising enough of a ruckus that when I opened the door for the fourth guy, he asked if I was okay. The line had stretched out and now there were several more guys in the hallway, each waiting their turn. I explained that I was spanking my clit between clients and that it was okay. It didn’t seem to disturb any of them. 
 
    Client number four was probably the nicest. He was conciliatory, sweet, and even wanted to return the oral favor. My face was splattered with cum, my dress had streaks on it, and he wanted to lick me! How awesome is that? I declined though, but I did take off my dress after he left, leaving me naked except for the heels, the belt, and my vibroballs remote. I delivered the four strokes to my clit which left me breathless, shaking, and just a little desperate. 
 
    Okay. More than a little. I set the ruler on the bench seat and let the next man in. 
 
    Guy number five was not in the same mold as the others. He was clean shaven, neat, and looked slightly out of place in such a shoddy establishment. He came into the cubicle with an amazing amount of confidence and pulled out his cock and jammed it down my throat without even letting me stroke him first. I’ve been face fucked before, but the way he forced his cock into my mouth told me he was experienced at skull fucking girls. I gagged, choked, almost hurled, and basically spent ten minutes rattling around on the end of his cock. I didn’t even try to give him a blow job. His hands roamed over my back as well as entangled in my hair and then he reached down, grabbed the remote, and extracted his cock from my mouth. 
 
    “What’s this?” he asked. 
 
    I swallowed and stretched my jaw, taking advantage of the opportunity before replying. “My vibroballs” I said, just before the low setting got changed to its maximum. I moaned as the golf ball sized ovals in my pussy roared to life and in seconds I was shaking. I tried to hold off the orgasm, but there was no way and then my mouth was plugged again. I came, pinned to the man’s cock with his hands as I groaned in ecstasy. He exploded in my mouth, filling me, forcing me to swallow, holding me there as I tried to get all of it down my gullet, knowing I’d choke if I didn’t. His cock was so deep I didn’t even taste it, just felt it sliding down my throat. 
 
    When he was done, he wiped his cock off on my hair. Then he picked me up, deposited me on the bench, spread my legs with a rather brutal push and forced my high heel clad feet up next to my thighs, spreading me obscenely. My ruler was lying there next to me and he yanked off the clothespin, eliciting a rather harsh cry from my lubricated throat. Then, with the vibroballs still churning inside me, he raised the ruler. I whispered, trying to catch my breath and my voice at the same time “just five please!”  
 
    The ruler impacted against my clit, burning away any last veneer of control I had and I shook as he smacked me. He hit much harder than I had and soon my hips were thrusting, presenting my pussy in the most lewd and obscene manner possible. When we finished the fifth, he held up the ruler, forced me to kiss it, and then told me that now my five were finished, it was his turn to give me HIS five. Before I could object, he started again. 
 
    *Crack* 
 
    The wet slap of the plastic against my pussy filled the tiny room and my toes curled in the high heels. I trembled, my hips shifting violently as I held my knees, resisting the urge to close up. A stinging heat blasted through my slit, making my pussy lock down around the vibroballs, sending a rippling wave of pleasure and pain through my loins. He hit me again, this time taking the time to let me adjust to the sensation. A stroke, my yelp, my body shaking, pussy dripping, and everything came to a climax. 
 
    “Oh God,” I whispered, my voice pitched high. “I’m cumming!”  
 
    Three more strokes landed as I shuddered and only the knuckles jammed into my mouth kept me from screaming in lustful agony. Then he grabbed me by the pussy, thrusting two fingers into my depths, pressing on the vibrating spheres inside me. He shook my bottom half, almost lifting me off the bench. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and it wasn’t until he pulled his hand out and wiped it across my tits did I come back down to earth. 
 
    “What’s the punishment for cumming?” He asked wickedly. 
 
    I closed my eyes, shuddered, and pulled out the alligator clamp. “The clothespin goes on a nipple and this goes on my clit.” 
 
    “Glutton for punishment, aren’t you?” He asked. 
 
    I nodded, but I kept my legs spread. He bent down and a moment later there was a vicious pinch on my clit and a sharp pain. I looked away, just a tad bit breathless. He straightened up and looked at me.  
 
    “There’s a line on the other side of the door. How many of them do you have to service?” He asked curiously. 
 
    I swallowed. I’d cum. I had to suffer. And I had to start over.  
 
    “All of them,” I whispered. 
 
    He nodded, opened the door, and went out. A moment later, guy number six… I mean, guy number one, came in to get his blowjob. 
  
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was late when I emerged back into the damp warmth of parking lot and I wiped the back of my hand across my face. It came away… sticky. I was a mess. There was cum in my air, dried on my skin, especially down my front, and I was pretty sure I had some clinging to my eyelashes. I stumbled over to my truck and climbed in. I turned the key in the ignition and flipped on the lights. Then I tugged up my dress and turned off the vibroballs with a soft sob. My fingers trembled and I really, really wanted to take off the alligator clamp. But I didn’t dare. I pulled off onto the frontage road and drove  
 
    The apartment complex was upscale and I needed a passcode to get in. I typed the number into the keypad and the heavy gate opened. My truck was easily the most out of place vehicle on the property, and I threaded it like a tank through the small sedans and luxury vehicles. I found a space near my destination and parked.  
 
    I stumbled up the stairs of Kari’s apartment complex to the third floor. The balcony lights were already on and here and there I caught sight of people moving about. I carried my bag, since I had every intention of getting dressed in my blue jeans after showering. I knocked, exhausted, cum-soaked, and looking like hell. I let out a smile of relief as Kari opened the door and took one look at me. Her blonde hair was freshly combed and immaculate. Her blue jeans were the latest fashion and cut. Her black ruffled blouse looked like it cost two or three hundred dollars. Diamonds glittered in her ears and across her throat. Her eyes hardened like agates. 
 
    “You know better than to knock on my door, seeking sanctuary, while dressed,” she said abruptly. Then the door closed in my face. 
 
    I stood there in shock. I just hadn’t been expecting it. Slowly, I put down my bag. I grabbed the hem of my electric blue dress and pulled it up over my body, exposing my breasts, my alligator clamped pussy, and the leather belt holding the vibroballs remote. I shivered, not from the cold, but from the knowledge that anyone could see me. I knocked again, then put my arms down at my side. I looked downward and waited. Thirty seconds. Then a minute. I wondered if she was going to let me in.  
 
    The door opened and her hand reached out. She took mine and pulled me into the warmth and the light and the love. 
 
    “Come on, Breanne. Let’s get you cleaned up.” 
 
    I let out a groan and walked in, passing my best friend, my first lover, and sometimes-mistress. I knew I was safe. I knew I’d be cared for. I knew... 
 
    “Before I torture you,” Kari finished. 
 
    I knew I’d cum. Again.  
 
    Perfect. 
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   Store to Store – 10/02/10 
 
      
 
    On Friday morning I woke an hour before the sun came up. I started my day in the usual way: by reaching between my legs, pulling the 9-inch-long rubber dildo out part way, and then ramming it back in hard and fast. The sound it made between my legs was sort of a mixture of plodding through wet mud and filling a bucket full of water. I moaned softly as I worked the thick phallus in and out under the sheets, working it steadily until I was right on the edge, ready to cum. For a moment, I thought about stopping, leaving myself in that heady, frantic space where desperation ran through my veins and I’d be willing to accept just about any torment, especially humiliating, painful ones. But then my willpower failed and two more hard thrusts brought me to climax and I sighed in relief as I exploded.  
 
    Sexual euphoria is an epic drug and I know I’m addicted. Endorphins, Dopamine, naturally produced oxytocin. Yep. The perfect, all natural high. I love it. And that morning it wasn’t enough. 
 
    I let out a frustrated breath and swung my legs out of bed. Vanilla sex, the plain old coupling, even if done with a toy, just wasn’t strong enough. I wanted to be tied up. I wanted to be spanked. I wanted someone to spread me open and use a leather sap on my clit. And that was the problem.  
 
    I wasn’t allowed to have any of that.  
 
    Kari had come to me a few weeks before and asked me to model at an interior design showing. That had surprised me because I am no model. I’m cute, rather than pretty, and while I’m cheap (I was doing it for free,) Kari had asked me to cool it with the heavy BDSM stuff because she needed me unmarked and unblemished. She specifically forbidden me to clamp myself, scratch, whip, welt, strike, or otherwise mark my skin in any way, or to let others do it. I was to consider it an assignment. 
 
    So, my clothespins remained in the desk drawer. The ropes, the alligator clamps, and my other toys remained in their metal box at the top of my closet. Even my morning chats with some of my various online masters and mistress went rather passively. Much too everyone’s disappointment. Except Mistress Ellen. 
 
    “I may not be able to hurt you,” she said to me. “But I can humiliate the living fuck out of you.” 
 
    I sat there, naked, a thrill of expectation rushing through me that culminated in a very wet, very pulsing, dildo stuffed pussy and I gulped. 
 
    “What do I need to do?” I asked with excitement.  
 
    Mistress Ellen laid it out for me as my eyes widened and I blushed. It was even worse than I imagined. Or better. One thing for sure – I was going to cum. I packed my canvas bag, told my mom I was heading out to do some shopping, and off I went.  
 
    My first stop was the farm to market road at the south end of our property. I was in my usual attire: a pair of denim jeans, complete with boots, button down shirt, white cotton panties, and a white bra. I’m sure I looked very country girlish, but it wasn’t exactly fit for the assignment I was about to do. I stopped the truck, got out, and moved to the front grill.  
 
    I’m getting used to doing it, the whole stripping and folding thing. I almost don’t think about it anymore. As usual, I was in a state of near panic, desperately afraid someone was going to drive by the whole time I was removing and folding, standing there mostly naked on the side of the road. I pulled on the microskirt and halter top in record time, only to realize that half my ass was visible and the skirt did nothing but accentuate what a slut I am. I had to keep my panties on to hold the Husky Dildo or it would have slid out of me. I tugged down the back and the waist slid down under my hips. I let out a little curse. My curves aren’t like Kari’s or Julie’s. Kari is perfect, with model like curves. Julie is so thin her hip bones stick out like two buttons. I, on the other hand am short and lush, almost overly curvy. Not fat mind you. When you work a farm it’s tough to get overweight. But my hips swell and I knew it was only a matter of time before I’d have to tug the skirt back up or risk it falling to the ground with each step.  
 
    What was awkward though was the base of the Husky Dildo. It was formed in the shape of a pair of testicles, or at least half of them. It felt weird and for the umpteenth time I wondered how the hell men managed to walk around with a pair of heavy, round balls, hanging between their legs. How the hell do guys avoid crushing them?  
 
    As I put on my open-toed, three-inch heels, I figured I could cope. Besides, I wouldn’t have to deal with the Husky Dildo all that much longer. Mistress Ellen’s assignment would take care of that. Finished, I straightened up, grabbed my clothes and went back to the cab of the truck. I tossed my clothes in, climbed up, groaned as I sat down and the dildo drove deep into my wet pussy, and stated the engine.  
 
    I drove east this time and headed north on 6 until I found a decent strip mall. I parked out at the edge of the lot and looked around. There was plenty of traffic and more than enough people, but I was sufficiently far out to keep anyone from really noticing me. I wriggled out of my panties, letting the dildo press against the seat as I tugged the cotton down my legs. Then my hand went down to grab hold of the rubber cock and I couldn’t resist. It was just so arousing being out in the parking lot and I just sort of started pumping. The rush of pleasure, of having that thick, synthetic cock going in and out was amazing. I moaned as I spread my legs as far as the truck cabin would permit, and in seconds I popped, exploding wetly. 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned, half irritated with myself and half utterly pleased. It hadn’t been a big explosion, but it was better than the one I’d given myself in bed. I knew why too. I was out in public. Maybe not being observed, but there was a little bit of risk, and that had enhanced my orgasm. I pulled the dildo out, brought it up to my mouth, licking and sucking it clean. Having an orgasm wasn’t going to stop me from doing Mistress Ellen’s assignment.  
 
    As the high of my sexual release slowly ebbed, I brought out the next toy. It was a bright pink, curved tip vibrator. I liked this one because it had a tendency, when positioned correctly, to send me into spirals of ecstasy. Which I liked. So, with my pussy still wet and pulsing, I slid it in. It felt radically different than my nine-inch-long Husky dildo. The rubber cock was thicker, longer, softer. This toy was hard, firm, and despite not being as long, felt more solid inside me. My fingers twisted the base and a second later I had my own personal earthquake rumbling inside me.  
 
    The vibrator was set to low of course, but I’ll admit that I went from being relatively satisfied to being a junkie in need of her next fix in just a few seconds. Granted, it was more of an itch than a burn, but I could already tell that I was going to need another explosion sooner rather than later. I closed my legs, using my thighs to hold the toy in, as I grabbed the roll of duct tape.  
 
    I’m a big fan of duct tape. I use it all the time. Oh… not for sex. For things around the farm. Fence falling down? Duct tape until you can make permanent repairs. Latch on the tractor hood broken? Duct tape. Need to secure a plank while you nail it in? Duct tape. Great stuff. 
 
    Of course Mistress Ellen had different ideas for the appropriate use of duct tape. Vibrator constantly sliding out of your slut’s pussy? Duct tape.  
 
    I tore off a strip of duct tape that measured approximately eight or nine inches. I know that duct tape adhesive is not very compatible with pussy juice, so I made sure that two inches of the tape was securely attached to my mons before it stretched down to hold the base of the vibrator in place. I rotated my hips, lifting my ass off the seat of the truck until I felt the strip of duct tape touch my bottom and I sort of made sure it got caught in the crack of my ass. 
 
    I stuffed the tape in my bag, swung the strap over my shoulder, and climbed carefully out of the truck. I smoothed my skirt down, my fingers once more finding the curve of my buttocks and I tried to look over my shoulder to see if my ass was hanging out. It felt like the skirt wasn’t quite covering my bottom. I pulled it down again and the skirt went past my hips and I felt it loosening. For a second, I contemplated duct tape. Maybe I could tape my skirt in place?  
 
    But I realized that Mistress Ellen wouldn’t like that. She’d want me to risk it falling. I sighed and took a couple of steps. The duct tape lining my crotch held, but it felt strange. The vibrator shifted inside me as I walked toward the stores and I realized that I was going to pass “aroused” and move into the “desperate” phase relatively quickly. I glanced up and down the strip mall. The first thing I realized was that I had a couple of options. There was an eyeglasses place, a panderia (Mexican Bakery! Yummy!), a sex spa (which I did NOT go in), a sign place, and a couple of other miscellaneous shops as well. I took a deep breath, tried to ignore the buzzing between my legs, and made my choice.  
 
    My first stop was the eyeglasses place and I opened the door with a jingle. Because there was a bell on the door. I didn’t sing. I mean, that would be silly. 
 
    Eyeglasses frames lined the wall and there were mirrors. Lots of mirrors. They were all narrow, but the glimpses I got of myself, especially from the side, made me wither. Instead of the nice, wholesome farmgirl I’m used to, I saw a red-headed, attention seeking slut. The outfit was especially problematic and I realized I’d been right. Just a little bit of both buttocks were exposed, hanging like ripe fruit below the hem of the skirt. But even worse, I could see a sliver of silver between my thighs. Evidently the skirt wasn’t long enough in the front either.  
 
    At the counter stood an older gentleman, with graying hair, glasses (of course), and a thick walrus mustache. He was very much alone and his eyes widened in shock as I walked delicately up to him. His expression changed though, from surprise to delight and I could feel him looking me up and down with a sort of distinct appreciation. Maybe he liked petite redheads? I sauntered and swished my way up to the counter, put my elbows on the glass, and leaned down, making sure that he could see clearly, straight down the cleavage of my halter top. 
 
    “What can I do for you, miss?” he asked professionally. I batted my lashes and gave him one of my most ingenious smiled.  
 
    “It’s more like, what I can do for you” I whispered. I leaned in again, mashing my breasts against the counter. It had the additional effect of exposing even more of my cleavage. He wasn’t looking at my face now. “I’ve got a vibrator inside me right now. Would you like to see it?” I asked in a teasing voice. 
 
    Suddenly his expression changed to disapproval. He stiffened and his eyes narrowed. “You’re from that spa, aren’t you?” he asked suspiciously.  
 
    I blinked. “What?” It took a moment for the accusation to computer. “Oh! No!” I said, shaking my head. I let out a laugh. “Not in the least. They make you pay for it,” I replied simply. I took one step back and lifted the front of my skirt, showing him my duct taped crotch.  
 
    His eyebrow went up. “Why are you wearing duct tape?” He asked, now curious. I laughed again, a rich lusty chuckle. 
 
    “To keep the vibrator in. Did you want to see it?” I asked again. He nodded. My skirt was that spandex like stuff so it stayed up as I stepped closer to him. I came slightly around the counter, reached out, and pulled the glasses off his face. He let me do it.  
 
    “Here, let me clean these so you can see better,” I said. I lifted my shirt, totally exposing both breasts, and made a bit of a show of wiping his glasses off. I don’t know how nearsighted he was, but the lenses were like soda bottles! I handed them back and didn’t bother to readjust my shirt, leaving my breasts hanging out. Then I lifted my skirt and winced as I peeled a bit of the tape away from above my pussy. 
 
    Before the assignment, I’d been a little concerned about what ripping duct tape off my pussy would feel like. I learned, quickly, that removing it is not the most entertaining thing in the world. Even though I was wet, the adhesive had done a good job in certain spots and my labia stuck to the silver tape as I tugged just enough loose to free the vibrator. I pulled it completely out, leaving it on so that the humming buzz filled the small store. Then I turned it up just a tad. Not quite to medium, but almost. The clerk gaped in awe at me as I gave the vibrator one sexual lick and then stuck it back in. One end of the tape was still securely stuck in my ass crack, I just put everything back in place. To my surprise, I didn’t need a new strip of tape. 
 
    The glasses guy was astonished. Delighted of course, but astonished. Then I moved forward, putting my hand on his cock. It was hard.  
 
    “Can I take care of that for you?” I asked. He nodded his assent. I took his hand and led him to the back of the store. He followed willingly and a moment later I was on my knees, unbuckling his trousers, freeing his cock.  
 
    As I wrapped my mouth around his manhood, I felt the buzzing between my legs and tried to focus on him, rather than my own growing pleasure. I wanted to grab the vibrator and thrust it, pounding it into me. I wanted clothespins on my nipples. I wanted to be tied open, stretched wide, with my legs forced into the splits, while someone whipped my pussy and pinched my clit. I didn’t want a cock in my mouth. I wanted cock in my pussy. I bobbed my head, sucking and slurping as my still exposed breasts bounced. 
 
    It didn’t take him long. Six? Seven minutes? His cock jerked and he spurted a thick white cream that I did my best to swallow eagerly. And when he sighed in relief, pulling out of my mouth, I grabbed hold of him and brought him back, sucking his softening prick, just to make him feel good.  
 
    “Good God,” he whispered. 
 
    I laughed as I stood, wiping my mouth with the back of my wrist. I lowered my shirt, covering the goodies, and then readjusted the skirt again.  
 
    “Like it?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded. “Very much. Thank you. Haven’t had sex in a long while,” he admitted. “I was a little desperate.” I gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek.  
 
    “I totally understand.”  
 
    The next store I stepped into was a gun shop. I live in Texas. We have gun shops on every corner. The classic Texas joke is that the ATF (Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms agency) should be a convenience store, not a law enforcement agency. There are enough guns in the state to arm every man, woman and child with three each. Oh… and I own a gun too. My dad taught me to shoot when I was eight and I still enjoy it. I learned on a Browning 9mil Hi-Power, but I shoot a Glock 17 now. I sometimes take my dad’s .45 Colt 1911 out, but it beats up my hands.  
 
    What? Is this a problem? Don’t worry. I don’t plan on assaulting anyone or doing anything stupid.  
 
    Anyway, I’m comfortable around guns, especially if I’m the one holding them. Of course, I’ve never ever fucked one, since dad taught me the first rule of gun handling is that all guns are loaded. Maybe I should buy a water pistol and screw that instead. But I still needed to complete Mistress Ellen’s assignment, so I went in the gun store. Like the eyeglasses place, there weren’t any customers, but there was one important difference. Inside were two clerks, both of them middle aged. They eyed me with conservative suspicion, though I got eye fucked by both as well.  
 
    I decided that instead of just instantly offering sex, I needed to establish something of a relationship. Appearance is important, so I did a quick pirouette so they could see my cute butt, then swished my hips back and forth as I made my way to the front counter. After appearance comes introductions though. 
 
    “Hi!” I said brightly. “I’m Breanne.” I held out my hand. 
 
    The first clerk gave me a startled look, but then took my fingers and gave me a polite shake. “Richard,” he replied. Then he gave me a slight smile. “Interesting outfit,” he added. 
 
    I laughed. “I’m glad you like it,” I said with a sparkle in my eye. But I wasn’t quite ready to go that route. I needed them more tractable. “Do you happen to have one of those new Taurus 738 TCP .380 I read about in my daddy’s gun magazine?”  
 
    What? My dad has been pushing me to get my concealed carry permit.  I started off by asking if they were carrying that new Taurus 738 TCP .380 I read about in my dad’s gun magazine. Dad’s pushing me to go get my concealed carry permit.” 
 
    That changed everything. I went from being a suspicious fuck slut to a suspicious fuck slut who might want to make a purchase. They didn’t have the pistol I mentioned, but damn if they didn’t bring out six other options they thought might suit me.  
 
    My light banter and question gave Richard and his compatriot an opening and lessened their suspicion of me. There is no better way to break the ice with gun-aficionados than by talking their language. We discussed caliber, stopping power, my size, my hand size, and even carry methods. This all took ten minutes and there were actually a few moments when they looked at my face instead of my tits. 
 
    That definitely wouldn’t do, so I might have accidentally unfastened an extra button. That definitely fixed things, though I admit now my breasts were in the same boat as my skirt, ready to fall. The conversation was right where I wanted it though, so I fired my next shot.  
 
    “Well, I guess I’ll have to come back when you get the Taurus in,” I said frankly, totally meaning it. “But I’m going to have to move along, because frankly, the vibrator I have in my pussy is driving me completely crazy.” 
 
    It was like I had said “I’m a robber and I’m here to kill you.” The silence was deafening. 
 
    Richard gave me this incredulous look and then said, “what?” I responded by pulling up my skirt and pointing to the duct tape which was still nicely covering up my private spots. Their eyes popped out of their skulls and rolled off the counter on to the floor. 
 
    That’s a metaphor of course. 
 
    “You’ve got a vibrator up in there?” Richard asked, now clearly intrigued. 
 
    I nodded. “Wanna see?” I asked. There wasn’t really a response, but silence isn’t a no, so I tugged the duct tape off. 
 
    The silver tape was a bit worse for wear than last time. Evidently prolonged exposure to pussy juice isn’t terribly good for duct tape. The vibrator started slipping out and I grabbed it before it fell. The moment I held it up, wet and glistening, the sound of its buzzing filled the store. They looked at me in astonishment and then they laughed.  
 
    “Do you work at the spa?” Richard asked with a grin.  
 
    For a moment I blanked. “Uh. No,” I said slowly. “I don’t.” I bit my lip. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I replied. I gave the vibrator a lick, tasting my tangy salty sweet juice. “Want to put this back in for me?” I asked teasingly. “It’s just like putting a bullet into a revolver,” I added. 
 
    A wooden panel was flipped open and suddenly the counter had a walkway in it. Richard reached out, snagged my wrist and pulled me, gently of course, behind the counter and into the back room. I was deposited on a chair, pushed down. I spread my legs wide, draping them over the armrests, dropped my bag on the floor, and handed him my vibrator. He fucked me with it for about three minutes and even turned it all the way up. I gasped, my eyes widening as my blood boiled. 
 
    “Wait! Wait!” I blurted out. I reached down to my bag, grabbed a condom and held it up. Richard’s eyes sparkled and he took the little package as my fingers grabbed at his belt and zipper. A moment later his cock was in my mouth. I sucked on him for only a few moments, just to make sure he was nice and hard, and then I put the condom on him. 
 
    “Fuck me? Please?” I begged.  
 
    Richard laughed, pulled me out of the chair, and then deposited me on the desk. He stood between my legs and slid himself into my cunt, thrusting deep. I quivered, moaning as he pumped, his hips against my thighs. I had to support myself with one hand, but the other went to my breasts, pinching and squeezing my nipples, exposing myself, until I closed my eyes and squealed. The orgasm that rushed through me felt amazing and my toes curled in the high heels. Pleasure burst through me and my head spun, once more inundated by the natural drug of bliss that came through being thoroughly and completely fucked.  
 
    Richard liked my reaction and evidently having a girl like me buck and quiver beneath you is a pretty darn good aphrodisiac. He grabbed my hips, thrust hard and I felt him pulse. A moment later he was firing multiple rounds right into the target zone. I locked my pussy around him and held on. 
 
    “That was fucking amazing,” he breathed. 
 
    I grinned. “Good. Send your friend in.” 
 
    Richard’s eyes widened and he looked down at my pink, wet, opened pussy. “Seriously?” 
 
    “It wouldn’t be fair if you got all the fun, would it?” 
 
    Richard grin. “Good point.” He pulled his pants back up, watching me. Then he lifted one finger, bidding me to wait, and went to the doorway. 
 
    He didn’t leave me alone, but instead switched places with his co-worker. 
 
    “Hi,” I said. “I’m Bre. I didn’t catch your name?” 
 
    “Bill,” said the other guy.  
 
    I grinned, spreading my legs for another man. “Well come here Bill. Let’s see if you can fit that monster gun into my holster!”   
 
    And I’ll admit, it was a good fit. 
 
    Twenty minutes later I was back out front. “Now, you’re going to give me a discount on that Taurus when I come back, right?” I asked. 
 
    Both of them looked at me with wide, shocked eyes, but then Richard laughed. “Well, that depends on what you’re wearing,” he replied. 
 
    “Oh,” I said loftily. “I’ll have something on that’s totally appropriate,” I assured them. I leaned across the counter. “Thanks for putting the vibrator back in,” I said softly.  
 
    Bill glanced at Richard and he nodded at me. “You’re welcome. You’re voracious. I like that.” 
 
    “I like the duct tape panties,” Richard commented wryly.  
 
    I gave them a little wave and turned. I didn’t bother smoothing down the skirt as I left the store. I knew it was too high, showing off my ass.  
 
    As I stepped out onto the sidewalk though, my hands quickly moved to pull the skirt down a bit. There weren’t many cars in the lot and I didn’t see anyone close to me, but I still felt self-conscious. I covered up as best I could without accidentally dropping my skirt to the ground, and began walking. 
 
    Bill had kindly stuffed my G Spot vibrator back into my pussy after ramming his rod down my barrel. I’d asked him to turn it to medium before applying a fresh length of duct tape to keep it in, but evidently he had trouble telling where that setting might be, because I was pretty sure the vibrator was buzzing along at full power. Part of me didn’t mind. I felt amazing. Satisfied even, and if I’d been told to go home, I probably would have been okay with that.  
 
    For an hour. Or maybe even two. Then I’d be properly aroused and horny, desperate for another fuck.   
 
    My high heels clicked on the pavement and I walked past a fast-food joint that had way too many people in it. But a few more doors down I came across a lingerie and sex toy shop. I bit my lip, struggling with fresh urges and I couldn’t help it. I walked in, was greeted enthusiastically by the young lady behind the counter and then began browsing. The clerk was a few years older than me and she came out and asked me if I was looking for anything in particular.  
 
    “Not really,” I said with a smile, half wishing she’d leave me alone. My pussy was starting to flutter around the vibrator.  
 
    “Is it driving you crazy?” She asked with a whimsical smile. 
 
    I blinked. “Is what driving me crazy?” 
 
    “The toy in you,” she said, as if it were obvious. “I can hear it.” Her eyebrows sort of wiggled.  
 
     I bit my lip, then nodded. “I mean, it’s not that bad. At least right now,” I added.  
 
    “Vibroballs?”  
 
    I blinked in surprise. “No. Um… a six-inch G spot vibrator.” 
 
    “Panties?”  
 
    I cringed. “Duct tape.” 
 
    That shocked her. “Duct tape?”  
 
    I nodded. “Sex assignment.” 
 
    She thought about it. “Doesn’t it pull on your clit?” 
 
    “When someone peels the duct tape off,” I admitted. Her eyes flashed and she looked around the shop. She licked her lips but I could see her hesitating. 
 
    “Want to see the tape?” I asked. She nodded. I rolled up my skirt and displayed my rather nicely covered duct taped crotch. She gasped, came forward, ran her fingers over my tape concealed pussy, felt the vibrations, and shook her head in astonishment.  
 
    “Does it hurt coming off?” 
 
    I shook my head. “A bit. It’s more uncomfortable. But I’m a bit of a nympho humiliation pain slut, so I like it.” I gave her one of my smiles. “Want to take it off? I’ve got more in my bag.” 
 
    She grinned. I spread my legs, but she took my hand and led me down the aisle. There was a chair next to the fitting room and she sat me down gently. I spread my legs and she knelt down, her long fingernails plucking at the duct tape above my sex. She managed to free the end and then with agonizing slowness, began peeling it away from my skin. 
 
    It felt… erotic. I know… that’s not exactly a description. As the adhesive was pulled away from my skin I felt a tingling, a prickling discomfort, but it melded with the vibrations and the fact that I was sitting there in front of a woman who I didn’t know, with my legs spread, about to be exposed. Was it any surprise that despite the double fucking I’d gotten not thirty minutes before that I was ripe and ready for another round? 
 
    She went really slow, pulling downward and I gasped as my clitoris was pulled outward, stretched as it stuck to the underside of the tape. I felt her fingers touch my clit, stroking it softly as she continued to pull the tape away from labia. I was panting by the time she found the base of the vibrator and she pressed on the bottom, pushing it deeper into me.  
 
    “How can you stand having that in you like that?” She asked. “I’d be mad with arousal.” 
 
    I let out a laugh. “Frequent fucking,” I admitted. 
 
    Her eyes found mine and then she grabbed the base of the vibe, drew it out, pushed it back in, and then drew it out again. My voice caught in my throat as I gasped, toes curling. Her eyes flashed and she began thrusting the rumbling sex toy in and out of me. 
 
    Waves of pleasure flashed up through my loins and my hands went up to the halter top, opening it up and exposing my breasts. My fingers teased my nipples and I quivered in ecstasy, letting her work me into a froth. I came of course. Try sitting with your legs spread while a complete stranger masturbates YOU and see if you can hold off. I gripped the chair tight, blubbered slightly, and exploded in a wet squirt. 
 
    She knelt there, my girl goo coating her arm, the vibrator still buried to the hilt inside me. She began to draw it out and I gasped, jerking forward. 
 
    “No! Leave it in!” I begged. 
 
    Her eyes widened. “What? Seriously?” 
 
    I nodded and then groaned as she pushed it back in deep. “I have to keep it in.” 
 
    “On?” She asked incredulously. 
 
    I nodded. “Sex assignment,” I repeated.  
 
    She knelt there for a moment, her hand cupping my pussy, my juices dripping from her wrist. “Oh,” she said. She grabbed for the strip of duct tape hanging from my ass and pulled it upward. It covered my sex and she tried to get it to adhere, but my pussy was too wet.  
 
    “Here,” she said, grabbing my hand and putting it over my cunt. “Hold it in. I’ll get some paper towels to clean you up. Then we can put on the tape.  
 
    She turned the vibe off and handed me a few paper towels. I cleaned up, dried off as best I could, then asked her to put the vibe on low and stick it back in. I grabbed my bag, got out some more duct tape and shuddered slightly as my vibrator was reintroduced and taped in. I gave her a look, eyes smoldering. She rose, went to the door, flipped the open sign, and then locked it. A moment later I was the one kneeling and she was sitting with her legs spread. Her pussy was shaved clean, just like mine, and the scent of lilac lingered around her. I lapped at her clit, then suckled it, making her moan. She brought both hands down to her loin, stretching her labia open as I ran my tongue down through her folds. Two fingers slid into her well, all while my own pussy was buzzing madly, left her gasping. Then her toes curled and I felt her shudder.  
 
    “Yes!” She hissed, teeth clenched. “Yes!” Then she exploded wetly, cum dribbling down my face as she slumped in blissful satisfaction in the chair. 
 
    Yum.  
 
    Thirty or so minutes later, after I’d helped her clean up and bought myself an elegant chemise, I moved along. It was getting close to lunch, but I knew that I had to put off eating and get the assignment done. The next store was a cobbler. You know… the guys who repair shoes? I have never ever understood that since when my shoes break, I go buy new ones. But evidently there are some shoes that are so expensive that you repair them rather than running down to the store and getting a new set. The man at the counter was by himself and he was wearing a leather apron, wore glasses, and looked typically nerdy. In hindsight, his attire was appropriate for the middle ages as well as today. I guess the art of cobbling hasn’t changed much in six hundred years. 
 
    One thing was rather interesting. He looked at my shoes instead of my tits. I’ve been eye fucked a zillion ways before, but his look of distaste for my manufactured and slightly cheap high heels was a new experience. He looked up at my face, ignoring my chest, and asked me how he could assist me.  
 
    Have you ever noticed how everyone is so customer service conscious in America? I’ve heard stories about other nations that don’t do stuff like that. In any event, my brain kicked into high gear, no doubt because of my wonderful libido, and I told him my shoes were hurting my feet and could he look at them.  
 
    “Buy new shoes,” he advised shortly. “With shorter heels.”  
 
    I frowned at him. “Please?” I asked again, this time a bit plaintively.  
 
    He sighed, rolled his eyes, and nodded. “Take them off and I’ll examine them.” 
 
    I smiled one of my million watts, “please fuck me all the way down to my soles,” smiles, but it didn’t seem to have any effect. Weird. I moved to one of the leather and tack upholstered chairs and held out my foot.  
 
    “Give me a hand?” I asked. 
 
    I’m not lazy, nor rude, but the truth is I needed him between my legs. My skirt had ridden up slightly and as I held up my foot, that simple movement exposed my duct tape clad sex. He came over, unbuckled the strap on my ankle and with his head that close to my crotch I was sure he could hear the vibrator. Would you believe he ignored it all? I know he saw up my skirt cause his eyes widened, but he didn’t say anything. Nor did he comment on the unusual buzzing noise. Instead, he focused on my feet. He took off my heels, and then examined my feet. This perplexed me as he ran his fingers along my heels and the sides of my feet and toes. I asked him what he was doing and he told me that he could determine where problems might be in the shoes by feeling for abrasions and calluses on my feet. 
 
    Wow. I had no clue you could do that! I wonder if he does that to his male customers too… 
 
    Anyway, his fingers lingered on my foot for a few moments, then he took off my other shoe. He disappeared back behind his counter with my heels. Barefoot and buzzing, I stood up and went to the counter. He had moved to his work bench and was sawing rapidly at my heels. I was shocked. I started to protest but he ignored me and in seconds he was finished. He put on two new caps and handed the heels back… a whole inch shorter. 
 
    “Your feet won’t hurt as much, nor will your back. I also recommend buying wider shoes. These are not appropriately sized for your width. You need a B.” He handed them back to me. “No charge.” 
 
    I admit I was a little irritated. I took my shoes, looked him straight in the eye and said, “you ever have a foot job?” 
 
    His eyebrow quirked up and I can tell from his expression he had no clue what I meant. “I have a foot job.”  
 
    My eyes narrowed and I leaned in a bit more. “Have you ever had a girl rub her feet all over your cock?” 
 
    That surprised him but he recovered quickly. “No.” His answer was short and emotionless.  
 
    My own voice was slightly tinged with my irritability. “Do you want to?” He looked at me quizzically. “Do you work at the spa?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and shook my head. Then I mimicked his sarcastic tone when I said, “no charge.” 
 
    He was torn. I could tell. Maybe he was suspicious. Maybe he was married and trying to rationalize letting a random, red-headed, vibrator stuffed cumslut with stupid fuck me shoes, give him a foot job. I made the decision for him, yanking off my shirt, exposing both breasts and coming around the counter. He backed up, eyes a little wild and NOW he eye fucked me. I pushed him down into the large leather backed chair he kept behind the counter and immediately went to my knees. I shoved his apron out of the way, unzipped his trouser and got his cock out. He was sort of semi-hard, which I took care of first with my mouth. Then, once he was nice and stiff, I lay down on the floor, on my back, lifted my bare feet to his cock, and began rubbing.  
 
    It wasn’t proper. Without lubrication you really can’t do a lot, but he seemed to enjoy it. Finally, I asked if he had any lotion or cream or oil and he literally reached over to his work counter, grabbed a bottle of some sort of oil and then oiled my feet. My god it felt good. Then, with soles nearly as wet as my pussy, I gave him his foot job. After ten minutes he pushed my feet aside, grabbed his shaft, and pumped it hard. A moment later his cum was seeping down between my toes.  
 
    I found a spare rag and wiped my feet off. Then I found my shirt, put it back on, and grabbed my now mutilated high heels. I was in the process of putting them on when I heard his voice from the other side of the counter. He still hadn’t risen yet from the chair yet and he looked… well… satisfied. But also, his eyes had softened.  
 
    “You don’t wear those very often,” he said. 
 
    “How can you tell?” I asked, buckling my shoes on.  
 
    “You wear boots most of the time. Mostly western style, with an inch heel, correct width, no steel toe.” 
 
    I stood up, wobbling slightly on the new shorter length heels. It took me a moment to adjust, though I admit once I did, the shoes were more comfortable. I stepped up to the counter and saw him wiping his soft dick with a paper towel.  
 
    “You could tell all that from a foot job masturbation?” I asked, just a tad bit creeped out. He chuckled, a medieval sound, and stood, buttoning up his pants. The leather apron fell back into place and he looked as if nothing had happened.  
 
    He gave me a knowing look and a self-satisfied smirk. “It is where your calluses are located. It was stimulating for a foot job.” 
 
    I blinked. “Um… thank you?”  
 
    He laughed and stood up and I saw him really smile. “Do you just go around, seducing people?” 
 
    I gave him a look, considering his question. Then I shrugged. “Yeah.” I gave him a little wave. “Thanks for shoes,” I said honestly.  
 
    “No problem,” he said brightly. “Come back again.” 
 
    “Cum back again?” I repeated with a laugh. “Of course, I will.” Then I left. 
 
    The next store along the strip mall was a salon and the place had too many people in it, so I kept walking past the glass front. Honestly, I was mostly shocked about how much better my feet felt now that I’d lost an inch on the heel.  
 
    The store after the salon was selling furniture and I opened the door to see a forest of beds, sofas, and tables. Most of it was decent, but there were some pieces that just screamed “cheap” and only a margin or two above something you might by at a big box store. Still, I wasn’t exactly looking for a nightstand. I was looking for a one-nightstand. Or something along those lines. To that effect, it was only a minute or two before I was accosted by a young man wearing a pink shirt and powder blue tie. Everything about him screamed “GAY!” but I thought he eyefucked me a bit so I whirled, tested out one of the recliners, and brought my legs up, making sure he saw up my skirt. His eyes narrowed as he tried to figure out what the hell I had over my pussy, but I beat him to the punch.  
 
    “It’s duct tape. It’s holding in the vibrator,” I explained. The shocked expression on his face was priceless. “Vibrator. Wanna see?” I asked teasingly.  
 
    He nodded. Still sitting in the recliner, I grabbed the duct tape and pulled it away from my pussy. With it dangling down between my legs, I pulled out the vibrator as the sales guy stared at my sex. But only for a moment. He kept glancing back over at an office on the far side of the sales floor. I presumed his boss must have been there. I didn’t want to get the poor clerk in trouble, so I turned the vibe up a bit, put it back in, and then re-secured the duct tape. Then I stood up. Mission accomplished. But just to twist the dagger home, I turned to the young salesman.  
 
    “Do you get commission?” I asked. He nodded, still flabbergasted at me showing him the goodies. “I’m interested in buying a new bed, but I like to test the mattress first. Is that permitted?” Another speechless nod. “I didn’t bring a friend along. Would YOU be willing to tie me spread eagled to your best mattress and fuck me silly? Maybe give my bottom, breasts, and pussy a good beating with your belt?”  
 
    He did his best interpretation of a fish, complete with these huge eyes, and wide open mouth. I laughed, made sure my skirt was down, and walked away. And not toward the door. Instead, I swung by the office, stuck my head in, and immediately got the attention of the guy behind the desk. He was going bald, looked a little dumpy, but his eyes lingered on my cleavage. And I mean really lingered.  
 
    “I just wanted to file a complaint about your salesclerk,” I said with an irritated voice. “I came in here wanting to buy a bed and he refused to help me test it properly. All I asked was for him to tie me naked it to it and whip me with his belt and he refused. I think you need to talk to him about his customer service priorities.”  
 
    Then, without waiting for a response, I turned and marched out. I can only imagine the conversation going on behind me, but I could see the two of them having an animated discussion! 
 
    My stomach rumbled again as I moved to the next shop, which made commercial signage, but my eyes caught sight of a Chinese restaurant on the corner. My mouth watered at the thought of some Orange Chicken, even as my pussy quivered wetly around the shaking vibrator still buried in my slit. I took a deep breath, ignored my hunger pangs, and instead went into the sign place. I was greeted by a single clerk who was practically drooling as I explained that while I didn’t exactly need a sign, I did need the vibrator between my legs turned up. He was extremely helpful, more than willing to get down on his knees, peel the tape off my pussy, and twist the base of the vibrator. With it buzzing almost near maximum, I rewarded him with a face full of boobs. 
 
    “Want a blow job?” I asked with a grin, eyes sparkling. He nodded frantically and led me into the back. A moment later I was on my knees, his cock in my mouth, and I bobbed my head back and forth. He was average length, so I was able to deep throat him rather easily and I used my hands to rub the base of his cock. I licked up and down the underside of his shaft as he groaned, and when I began moving faster, my tongue swirling around his tip, he made it clear that he couldn’t handle the intensity of the stimulation by gasping, quivering, and shooting a load of cum into my surprised mouth. 
 
    I licked my lips, looking up at him in delighted surprise, and smiled. “That was quick,” I commented, pushing up. He grinned and sighed happily.  
 
    “Sorry, it was just… so good,” he admitted.  
 
    I held up a hand. “It was a compliment,” I assured him.  
 
    “Can I call you?” He asked, tucking himself away. 
 
    Once more my stomach rumbled. Cum is not a suitable appetizer. I gave him my email address instead.  
 
    Food time.  
 
    I headed next door for lunch, my pussy buzzing, my libido once more charged and desperate, and my stomach growling in hunger. It was the last sensation that was setting the tone though and I knew that while I was still being tormented by the vibrator, being hungry was going to take away from the sexual intensity. I licked my lips as I entered. The place was a mom and pop establishment and I think the server was their son. Mom was the seater/greeter and Dad must have been the chef. I ordered orange chicken, which is my favorite. But what disturbed me, right from the start, was the fact that I was the only customer. That was pretty weird. For a moment, I wondered what was wrong with the place. But then the food was set in front of me. A decent fried rice and gooey, sugary, citrusy dish of battered chicken. I dug in, eating ravenously.  
 
    “Are you alright?” asked the waiter. He’d been hovering and I figured out that what he was really doing was looking down my shirt. I gave him a smile as I tried to decide if I should “accidentally” unfasten the next button on the halter top.  
 
    “Honestly?” I said, “I wish someone would turn the vibrator in my pussy to full power so I could cum.” His eyes widened as he stiffened. Then he gave me a funny look and hurried away. I heard an animated conversation in the kitchen and both Mom and Dad peeked out through the curtained doorway to look at me. I flushed scarlet and tried to hurry my meal. I figured I was about to be thrown out. Before I finished however the mom, who looked about fifty years old, came out to my table. She bowed once and then said something in a mix of Chinese and English. Something about satisfaction and come and wet. That’s all I got. I motioned at my plate, since I wasn’t quite done, but she seemed insistent and grabbed my hand and literally pulled me out of the booth.  
 
    I thought I was in trouble, except her expression didn’t seem aggressive. More… helpful, or worried. I followed along on my shorter high heels, oddly glad that I wasn’t wobbling quite as much, and I was tugged into the kitchen. Large pots, rice steamers, and a variety of delicious smells assaulted me and then Dad the cook was there too and my other hand was grabbed and I was pulled even farther back into the restaurant. Next thing I knew I was being shoved into a storage room where I found the waiter buck naked, cock hard and extended, grinning like he’d won the lottery.  
 
    Evidently there was a communication break down here and I stood there with a surprised look on my face. I wasn’t exactly upset thought. I mean, the kid looked pretty darn good. His cock was long and hard as a rock, and frankly, I wouldn’t have minded riding that stallion round the field a couple of times. The weird thing was having mom and dad there. I bit my lip, trying to figure out how to make it all work, when Daddy Chef took things into his own hands. Specifically, me. I gasped, flinching as he grabbed me from behind, wrapping both arms around me.  Seater Mom moved up and began tugging at my halter top, unfastening the buttons even as she pulled it open. A second later my breasts were exposed and the kid’s face now reflected the hunger I’d felt entering the restaurant. Then Seater Mom began pinching my nipples, twisting them as if she were judging me. Then my skirt was yanked down and I stood there naked wearing just a foot long strip of duct tape. 
 
    And a vibrator. 
 
    I nodded. “Yes,” I whispered. My mind raced. What was yes in Chinese? Hai? Da? Si? Fuck it. I nodded and stepped out of the fallen skirt.  
 
    Dad let me go, but it was Mom who grabbed the duct tape between my legs. I gasped as she yanked it free and the vibrator slipped out of my pussy to clatter on the floor. Dad scooped it up, turning it off, and then I was lifted onto a steel topped cart, on my back. For a second, I thought that they were going to tie me down, but instead the kid pulled my hips downward until my legs dangled off the end, and he stepped up between my thighs, his condom clad prick ready to skewer me like a piece of chicken. His mother stood at the other end of the cart, her iron fingers grasping my wrists, holding me down. 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned. “Push it in!”  
 
    He smiled and I felt him slide into my slick sex. It felt good. Better than good. Of course it was a bit odd to have my arms being held by the mom. She had a firm grip. Then I felt another hand on my ankle and realized that Chef Dad had grabbed ahold of me as well. Not that I cared. In fact, that was kinky as hell. The young man began pumping and I groaned with pleasure.  
 
    I came before my lover did, quivering as he pushed me over the edge. Maybe it was being watched and held in place by his parents. Or maybe it was the fact that I was being screwed silly in the storage room of a restaurant. Who knows? But I clearly liked it. A few minutes after I hit my happy place, the young man spasmed, saying something in Chinese, only to throb inside me. He pulled out, clearly satisfied, stripping off the condom.  
 
    I smiled. “That was nice. I hope…” then my eyes widened. Junior stepped away, only to let hid father move into position. My mouth fell open as I watched the older man put a condom on his already rock-hard cock. Then he pushed it into me as his son took hold of my leg.  
 
    “Oh my God!” I whispered. Mom still held my wrists down as her husband Shanghaied me. It didn’t drive me all the way back to the edge, but damn if it didn’t get close. I was panting heavily and clearly aroused again when he exploded, cumming inside me as his hips pressed against my loins.  
 
    I moaned when he pulled out, but then they all switched places again. Junior grabbed my wrists from his mother, holding my arms down, while Dad got my leg. Then, much to my shock, the Mom bent down, an intense, almost frightening expression on her face. Then I felt my clit getting sucked into her mouth. I cried out as she put her hands on my open thighs, digging in with her nails, and she spread me open even wider.  
 
    “Oh God!” I gasped again, this time pressing up against her, thrusting. Her tongue lapped at me, but not gently. It was a rough, brutal sort of tonguing and my clit was the center piece. I shuddered and a moment later, quivered with another orgasm. Sexual euphoria rushed through me and I moaned as I relaxed into the pleasure. 
 
    It was the vibrator that roused me. It was on. Full power of course, and the mother pushed it back up into my well-sauced pussy. I jerked, just a little shocked, and then came another strip of duct tape as she secured it place, her husband lifting my leg to tip me up.  
 
    “Please,” I begged. “Not on high,” but if they understood me, they ignored my request. 
 
    I was let loose then. I rolled off the cart and they watched me get dressed. It was a very strange moment. I pulled my skirt up.  
 
    As I got back to my table, I saw that they’d left me the check. I shook my head. I’d let two of them fuck me and I was still getting billed?  
 
    I dropped cash onto the table and the young man came out and took. “You work at spa?” He asked, a leer on his face. 
 
    I blinked. “No. I don’t work at the spa,” I said softly. Then I left. I was at the end of the strip mall finally. My pussy was a tender, so I quickly ripped off the tape and turned off the vibe, pulling it out of me. Then I marched back to my truck. Climbing in, I sat in the seat just breathing, trying to think. Had I completed the assignment properly? Had I done anything to earn a punishment? What did I need to do next?  
 
    Then I realized what I needed. It was obvious of course, and I should have thought of it sooner. I put the vibrator away and then pulled out the 9-inch-long Husky dildo out of my bag. No vibrations. No movement. Nothing but that soft and firm sensation of being filled. I spread my legs, my skirt rolling up almost to my hips, and rubbed the tip against my sex. It was no surprise to me that I was wet, even if I didn’t feel the need to be stuffed and fucked. I pushed and it went in easily, filling me completely, and I let out a tiny groan of utter satisfaction. 
 
    “You know,” I said to myself. “You’re going to want to cum by the time you get home.” I laughed. 
 
    “Absolutely,” I agreed, shifting my hips to wedge the base of the dildo against the seat. “Or I could go back for the Dim Sum.”  
 
    I turned on the engine with a smile. I like having options. Almost as much as I love being me. [bookmark: _2hioqz]
  
 
    [bookmark: _1hmsyys]

  

 
  
   Furniture – 10/03/10 
 
      
 
    “You want me to what?” I asked, looking over my cup of latte at the blonde goddess across from me. She was tall, an inch or two of six feet, curvy in all the right places, and could have easily become a fashion model if she had so chosen. Her shoes probably cost more than my entire wardrobe, but then again, I normally dress in blue jeans. She was wearing a designer suit that had been tailored and it only emphasized the acute differences between us. 
 
    “Assist me in a showing,” Kari replied, taking a sip of her own coffee. She smiled sensually and stared at me directly.  
 
    “Me?” I asked again, still more than a little surprised. Kari was an interior designer and she’d never asked me to help her before. This was bizarre. “Doing what?”  
 
    Kari steepled her fingers together. “I was approached by a furniture designer a few months ago and he wishes to showcase his product.” She took another sip of coffee. “You know how car manufacturers hire beautiful girls to lounge on the hoods of their cars at trade shows?”  
 
    That made me snort, which wasn’t a good idea because I almost expelled my beverage out through my nose. “I am not a beautiful girl,” I retorted, only to see her eyes flash with a touch of anger. I bit my lip, took another sip of latte to hide my chagrin, and then looked at her again. 
 
    “You sell yourself short,” she said with some steel. “Regardless, you owe me.” 
 
    And I did. About three weeks before I’d made an agreement with Kari. Sexual services in exchange for… well… I’d thought I’d be providing sexual services. But now I wasn’t so sure. A furniture showing? What was I going to have to do? Dress in a bikini and lay on a couch? I shrugged, already giving in. “Okay. Fine,” I said simply. “What will I need to wear?” 
 
    Kari smiled in a feline grin and I couldn’t help feeling a sliver of trepidation slip through me.  
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll make sure you’re dressed appropriately.” 
 
    And frankly, that worried me.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was a bright Saturday morning and I’d already finished taking care of the farm chores before I took the forty-minute drive over to Kari’s apartment. I’d elected to exchange the typical farmgirl attire for something a little chic, so I was dressed in a pretty, blue floral print dress. Admittedly, it was a bit conservative with a collar that was about two inches above my bosom, a hem that swished an inch or two below my knees. A pair of cork wedges I knew would appeal to my best friend, lover, and former mistress were strapped to my feet, and I’d even gone through the trouble of painting my toenails a color that would match the scarlet locks curling down from my head.  
 
    Parking was easy. There are always empty spaces at Kari’s complex, and I trudged my way to her apartment. The place was landscaped to the nines, with palm trees and elm and flowers everywhere. It was breathtaking, especially if you had allergies, and I remember sneezing once or twice on the way up the stairs. When I found myself in front of her door, I looked around. I didn’t see anyone, though the balcony was about as exposed as you could possibly get. Biting my lip, I grabbed the hem of my dress and pulled upward.  
 
    You see, Kari likes me naked when I visit. 
 
    The material had barely cleared my hips when the door opened and Kari reached out, grabbing my arm, and yanking me into the apartment. I let out a yelp, letting the dress fall back down over my bare bottom and exposed slit, only to stumble in behind her. The door shut with a quick clunk and I blinked, more than a little surprised at the sudden entrance.  
 
    The first thing I noticed was that Robert was standing in the middle of the room, dressed in a suit.  Six feet four inches, with a shadow of a beard, Robert was a hunk of guy that just impressed. I knew that underneath that starched, white collar was a thick neck, rippling pectorals, a washboard stomach, a waist with zero rolls of flab, and downward, a cock that measured a full eight inches. And this morning he looked like a businessman. A highly successful businessman. Of course, Robert is also Kari’s boy toy and sexual submissive.  He’s been with her almost a year and I think he already has the record for the longest male to stay with my intense, neat-freak, obsessive compulsive, workaholic, sexually deviant best friend.   
 
    I still own the record for longest female to stay under her thumb, but it’s a hollow title since I’m still the only girl who has submitted to Kari.  I was with her for five years of non-stop sexual torment that brought out the nympho humiliation pain slut in me.  Half of those years I had lived with her in college and let me tell you, it was no picnic. Kari is brutal to live with, whether you’re male or female. She’s paranoid about disorder and massive punishments were handed down for stupid things like leaving a dirty dish on the counter… even if the dishwasher was running! I finally got tired of it and moved out. There was more to it though. Kari’s interest had run toward males and she was starting to bring guys home to torture, and I became more of an accessory to that than a partner in my own right. It was a tough time. 
 
    And if I’m going to be honest, I wasn’t easy to live with either. Left to my own devices, I’m something of a slob and even Kari couldn’t cope with my incessant need for orgasm. I started breaking some of the rules and created some trying situations.  
 
    But since ever our junior year in college, our friendship has improved, even if our sexual relationship diminished noticeably. She still dommes me on occasion, usually when I’m so fucking desperate I can’t stand it and come begging to be abused, but she still loves me to distraction and if you’ve kept up with the blog you know that I go to Kari’s place frequently. 
 
    Robert, her latest boy toy, is a hunk, but then again, all of them have been.  At six three, he’s tall, rugged, impeccably shaped, and spends several hours a day at the gym keeping his biceps at perfect peak condition.  His abs ripple when he’s naked.  His calves are these huge, sculpted bulges. It’s awesome. But don’t think I’m a body snob or anything. I’m not. But Robert is fucking perfect and it can take a girl’s breath away.   
 
    The reason I was so astonished to find Robert in a suit was because ninety-nine percent of the time I’ve seen Robert, he’s been bare ass naked, usually with his cock trapped in a painful, semi-rigid pose, locked inside a plastic and leather harness pulled tightly around his sex and testicles. Kari has no problem with denial games, but she prefers a more insensitive method of control. Overuse. I remember lazy Saturdays where I was tied spread eagled to a bed and forced to cum over and over, rather than stimulated and left wanting. Kari doesn’t believe in denial games. Kari’s favorite activity to inflict upon males is milking, a long-drawn-out process where the male’s cock is brought to erection and orgasm multiple times, without time to recover.  It’s a rather painful process at the end. I’ve frequently helped.   
 
    Anyway, so Robert was dressed. Suddenly it also became obvious that I was under dressed for the evening’s activities, but Kari pushed my dress back down, covering my bare loins and I couldn’t help feeling a little weird at being clothed in Kari’s apartment. 
 
    “Here,” she said softly. “Take these.” She handed me several cloth bags and the next thing I knew I was following Robert out of the door and down the stairs. In the lot, we climbed into Robert’s vehicle, a massive Hummer in black, and then we zoomed off with me sitting in the back, still totally oblivious as to where we were going or what we were doing.  
 
    “So,” I said conversationally. “Where are we going?” 
 
    “North Houston,” Kari replied. “Near the Woodlands.” 
 
    Hmmm. The rich side of town. Well, considering Kari’s interior design business, which catered to exactly that sort of client, I wasn’t terribly surprised.  
 
    “And what am I supposed to be doing? Serving appetizers? Handing out marketing material?” I asked.  
 
    Kari grinned at me. “I have something appropriate to your skill set.” 
 
    I snorted. “I don’t have any skills.” 
 
    Kari glared at me and I gave her an honest look. “Unless you’re talking about riding a horse,” I retorted. “Or chasing pigs.” 
 
    “Or an emu!” piped up Robert. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Oh. That fucking emu,” I sighed.  
 
    Kari turned away from me, looking forward. “I have selected a position to which you are quite suited.  
 
    And that was all she would say.  
 
    We finally arrived at this rather posh luxury sub-division and we pulled up in front of what I can only call a mansion.  Robert moved the car while Kari and I proceeded up to the front door. 
 
    It was opened by a matronly woman in a red business suit who greeted Kari with a European style kiss.   
 
    “Ms. Anders,” said the lady. “I’m so glad that you’re here. Eric has been insufferable. He keeps touching things he shouldn’t.” 
 
    Kari smiled. “I apologize, Ms. Davenport,” she said honestly. “I’ll handle him.” 
 
    Davenport gave her a dark look, but then nodded, and her eyes moved toward me. “And who is this?” She asked, eyeballing my dress with an expression of disdain. I quivered under her stare and half stepped behind Kari, feeling as if I were being shredded.  
 
    “This is Breanne,” Kari said politely. “She’ll be handling some of Eric’s more intrinsic pieces.”  
 
    Davenport’s eyebrow went up and she her expression changed slightly. It became… I don’t know how to describe it really. Hungry? Judgmental? Wolfish? 
 
    “Very well,” she said in a much more appealing tone and she stepped aside. “Please come in.” 
 
    Kari and I stepped into the house, followed by Robert and I looked around, gaping. The place was huge. A grand staircase led up to the second floor and I could smell something delicious coming from the kitchen. Then a blonde girl wearing a slinky, sexy red dress that barely concealed her cleavage approached and I admit that my eyes bulged. Her breasts looked like they were about to pop up. 
 
    “The caterer would like to speak to you, Ms. Ellen,” she said softly. Ms. Davenport nodded. 
 
    “Thank you, Rose. Would you please show Ms. Ander’s submissive to one of the upstairs bedrooms so she can get ready?” Ellen Davenport looked at my dress again and I blushed crimson. “That dress is atrocious.” 
 
    Rose looked at me, checked out my dress, and grinned. “Absolutely,” she replied. Then she looked at me. “Come this way please,” she said, gesturing toward the stairs. I looked at Kari who waved me along. 
 
    “I’ll see you shortly,” Kari assured me. I nodded and followed Rose up the stairs. 
 
    As we climbed, I glanced up and almost froze in shock. First, Rose’s dress was short. Too short to be honest, and I could see right up the back. She had a nice-looking bottom, but my eyes caught sight of a crimson-colored jeweled plug that matched the color of her dress. Familiar with such things, I knew that it had to be up her ass. I gulped, wondering if I should say something. We reached the top of the stairs and turned down a long hall. Rose led me to a door and then opened it.  
 
    “There’s an attached bathroom,” she said simply. “I would highly suggest you use it.” 
 
    “Um… thank you?” I replied. 
 
    Her eyebrow went up and then she shook her head, her mouth curling. “And you should burn that dress,” she retorted. Before I could say anything, she was marching away, her high heeled clad feet crossing with each step.  
 
    “Sheesh,” I muttered. 
 
    I opened the door to the room and three other young women looked up at me. 
 
    The first thing I noticed was that all of them were naked, which shocked the hell out of me. Not that I minded of course. Two of them were working on their makeup, helping each other with the mascara, while the third, a tiny girl with long brown hair and strange, but intriguing star-speckled blotches all over her breasts, back, stomach, loins, and thighs, was lying on the bed, the television remote in her hand. 
 
    “Oh,” said the girl on the bed. “Who are you?” 
 
    I bit my lip. “I’m Breanne.” 
 
    The girls all looked at each other and that’s when I noticed something odd. All three of them had their right nipple pierced, each with a gold hoop. And hanging from that hoop was a gold, charm-sized padlock. Weird. 
 
    “I’m Alissa,” said the girl on the bed. She pointed at the other two. “That’s Kylie and Bethany.” 
 
    I looked at the other two. Kylie was a cute girl with a pixie haircut and a thin, but curvy body. Bethany had stunning brown hair, and was quite a bit taller than me, but she was a little thick around the waist. Not fat, but it was going to be tough to keep trim in a couple of more years. She also had these perfect, globe, c-cup, all-natural breasts.  
 
    Kylie smiled and gave me a little wave, but Bethany eyed me with the same sort of disdain that Rose had.  
 
    “She’s not Society,” Beth said with a sniff. “And that dress,” she snickered. “Did you pick it up at a thrift shop?” 
 
    Alissa rolled her eyes and glared at Bethany. “It’s a perfectly fine dress.” 
 
    “For a country girl picking cow shit from between her toes,” Beth sneered. 
 
    Kylie cringed and gave Bethany a dirty look. “That’s not nice,” she chided.  
 
    Beth shrugged and turned away.  
 
    Alissa rolled up off the bed. “Need me to help with your makeup?” She asked. 
 
    I blinked. I’d done my makeup before coming. I bit my lip, but then nodded. “Yes please,” I replied. 
 
    She nodded and curled a finger. “Come sit on the edge of the bed.” 
 
    For the next fifteen minutes, Kylie and Alissa worked on my face and when they finally had me go look in the mirror of the bathroom, a vastly different girl was staring at me. They’d lined my eyes in black, giving me a very Egyptian sort of look. I’d gone from being cute to maybe being pretty and the coloring left me a little breathless. 
 
    “There,” Alissa said from beside me. “Perfect.” 
 
    There came a knock on the door and Alissa and I dipped back into the room. None of the girls seemed to be worried about the fact that they were naked and when the door opened, another gorgeous girl walked in, dressed in a little French maid costume. 
 
    It covered her, but barely and she walked in on a pair of black stilettos so high that I was worried she’d fall. She had four white, terry cloth robes. 
 
    “It’s time,” she announced. “You’re needed downstairs.” 
 
    Alissa gave me a grin, grabbed a robe, and slipped it on over her shoulders, hiding the strange birthmarks all over her skin.  
 
    Bethany grabbed a robe too, then looked at me. “Lose the dress, country girl.” 
 
    I glared at her, but then shrugged out of the dress, letting it drop. The maid did not like that. I grabbed a robe and put it on, belting it in the front like Alissa. 
 
    Kyle took hers and then we stepped out into the hall. Four sets of high heeled shoes were just sitting there, waiting for us. The other three girls seemed to know which shoe belonged to who and Alissa handed me a set. It was only vaguely disturbing that they were exactly my size. I slipped on the high heels, not happy with the five inch height, and strapped them on.  
 
    “Follow me,” ordered the maid and we were led downstairs.  
 
    I stayed away from Bethany and tried to keep positioned between Alissa and Kylie. It seemed wise considering the animosity the larger girl had displayed toward me. We were led into a large room that was so big I couldn’t imagine what it was used for. Dancing maybe? I mean, it was freaking huge. At least forty feet wide and thirty long. But while there was a lot of open space, there were also some very weird, very intriguing pieces of furniture set up in what was obviously displays.  
 
    And I found Kari. 
 
    She was busily positioning a few chairs and my eyes practically popped out of my head when I realized that each seat sported sculpted and permanently mounted dildos. Nearby were sculptures of bound female forms, and I realized that the larger pieces of furniture were not meant for the family room, or a den, but for a modern, BDSM dungeon. My eyes widened as I suddenly realized what Kari had meant when she said that I had the appropriate skill set.  
 
    My mouth went dry as I realized one bent, metallic frame was a set of stocks. There was a coffee table with a fitted top, under which you could easily restrain a spread-eagled girl. Off to the side was a strange looking post fitted with a dildo. Off to the side was a lamp shade. I stood there, flabbergasted, as Kari spotted us, looked at each of us, and then pointed at Bethany. 
 
    “You’ll do nicely,” she said simply.  
 
    Beth’s lips were pressed together, but she nodded obediently and stepped forward. Her hands opened the robe and it fell to the floor, only to be scooped up by the maid. Clearly Bethany knew what was expected, because she walked over to the dildo on the post, positioned herself over the circular base, and spread her legs. 
 
    Kari was too focused to say anything to me and she began extending the pole, which of course caused the rubber dildo to press up against Beth’s shaved pussy.  
 
    “Madeline?” Kari called. “Can I get the oil please?” 
 
    The maid nodded and pulled a small plastic squeeze bottle out of her apron and she handed it to Kari. 
 
    “Here you are Ms. Anders.” 
 
    Kari took it, squirted out a little oil on the dildo, and then looked up at Beth. “Brace yourself.” 
 
    Beth nodded and looked away. Kari pulled upward on the post and Beth moved her hips. Then the dildo disappeared, impaling itself deep into Beth’s pussy. I watched, feeling a little jealous as Beth sort of quivered. Then Kari was buckling the attached ankle cuffs around Beth’s legs. Things got weird then. Bethany’s wrists were cuffed behind her back and Kari picked up the lamp shade. To my astonishment, it was fitted over Beth’s head, hiding her face. A long wire ran down Beth’s backside and Kari even spread Beth’s butt cheeks to push the wire in place. It was then plugged in to the base. 
 
    Kari fished a pair of Japanese clover clamps on a chain from a small black bag she had nearby. These were attached to Beth’s breasts and the brunette let out a tiny gasp. I felt a little surge of satisfaction and watched as Kari plugged another wire into the base of the lamp and ran it up Bethany’s front. There was a control box on the end and this she draped over and through the chain clamped between Beth’s breasts. Evidently it was heavy, because almost immediately her nipples were pulled taut and she let out a tiny whimper. Kari pressed the large button at the top of the control box and the entire headdress lit up, illuminating Beth’s entire body as well as a good portion of the room.  A tiny spotlight also lit up at the base, directly pointed at Beth’s plugged pussy. 
 
    A nude girl lamp. I shook my head. Beth gasped and her hips started moving slightly and then I realized that the phallus buried in her slit had started vibrating. I chuckled, feeling a mixture of envy and satisfaction. I couldn’t imagine what it would feel like, having to stand there, plugged, and vibrated. I figured Bethany was in for quite an evening. Kari had told me that the event was from six to eight. Two hours. Plus, the prep time. 
 
    Next was bending Kylie, the thin, waif of a girl, into an excruciating position next to the couch. First, she was laid flat on her back on a padded, black lacquered wooden block.  A strap around her neck was fastened, not too tight of course, but then her wrists were strapped down as well.  Not over her head, but down by her hips. Kari bent Kylie in half, so that her legs swung over her head. Then to my horror, her knees were strapped into pace around her ears! Last, her ankles were strapped in. The position scared me. Evidently, she wasn’t terribly uncomfortable, but I still couldn’t imagine looking up at my own pussy like that. She could see everything! A leather belt with odd looking studs, each two or three inches long was strapped tightly around her…um… middle? It went around her legs as well and then Robert carried in a clear glass tabletop, complete with circular hole cut right in the center. Kari and Robert carefully fitted it over the girl, letting it settle on the belt studs. In seconds she had been turned into a living, breathing end table. Kylie couldn’t move, which kept the table steady and Kari set a small bucket filled with those glass anal penetrators and a few vibrators right next to poor Kylie’s exposed pussy. 
 
    My heart thudded as Alissa and I were led to the next room. To my astonishment, a folding table had been set up in the empty space and a metal cage lay on the table. Kari pointed at me and suddenly it was my turn. I took a deep breath and unfastened the robe, letting it fall. Naked, I took a step forward and Robert help me up. 
 
    “Lay face down in it,” Kari explained. 
 
    I nodded, trying not to be concerned, and settled down in the steel contraption.  My legs and arms were drawn up behind my back and a moment later I was being hogtied. The squeak of steel hinges sounded and the cage was closed around me.  A chain was attached above and then I gasped in surprise as the entire metal contraption was hoisted upward. Kari reached up, stroked my cheek, and reassured me a bit, but I admit, it was a little disconcerting. 
 
    I was looking straight down, my short red hair barely falling past the edge of the steel bars that supported my weight. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but the fact that both my breasts were now dangling well below the metal frame, hanging like ripe fruit, making inviting targets, was concerning. I felt Kari’s hand between my legs and yelped, wriggling my hips as she stroked my clit and I realized that she pretty much had access to my slit as well. 
 
    But things got just a tad bit worse as Kari attached a rather cruel set of clamps to my nipples, complete with chain between them. I gasped, wincing as the tight pincers crushed the tips of my breasts. Then something cool and slick was pushed into my sex and it curved inside me. I found out later it was hook. Then Kari was hanging a lightweight, studded ring from the nipple clamp chains and the hook!  I groaned as the light ring, which must have weighed four or five pounds, pulled painfully on my nipples. Kari tested the tension a few times and then pleased, moved away from me. I heard a click and the dangling ring of lights turned on, illuminating not only my own body in beautiful patterns, but also the folding table beneath me. 
 
    Robert grabbed the table and removed it. 
 
    There was a bustle nearby and from my suspended position I watched as two other men moved a low set pillar under me. I wondered what torture they had in mind for me next, but then a large X shaped wooden construction was brought in and mounted right on the pillar, horizontally.  To me, it looked like a St. Andrew’s Cross, except these beams were insanely thick, like railroad ties, and the center mass of the cross must have been two feet wide. But what really intrigued me was the cutout. Carved out of the solid wood was clearly an “indentation” meant for someone to lie down in! It was also disturbingly female shaped.  The bottom of the cutout was lined with a soft rubber mat. I watched as Alissa was helped into the form and she lay quietly, spread-eagled, her arms and legs fitting perfectly down into the channels cut into the wood.   
 
    We looked each other in the eye, me hanging from above, the lights hanging from my pussy and breasts illuminating her beautifully. She gave me a smile. Then the men moved into view, holding a glass tabletop. It was huge, and clearly meant for a dining room table, which made sense considering how big the support was. I felt a rush of alarm as they laid it over Alissa, but I quickly realized that there were three specifically cut holes in the tabletop. One was right over her face, leaving access for Alissa to breath. The second hole was a large oval, positioned over her bosom. It left her breasts exposed, rather than mashing them down and just as my breasts dangled below the metal frame holding me, her nicely sized breasts rose slightly above the tabletop. The last hole was down at her sex and I could tell that the wooden cutout she was laying in left plenty of room for someone’s hand, or worse, to get down in there.   
 
    She was completely illuminated by my lights, and her amazing skin, with those star shaped blotches seemed to sparkle under the glass. Suddenly I blushed. I knew why I was the chandelier and not the lamp, or the end table, or the dining room table.  As a farm working country bumpkin, I wasn’t pretty enough to be so completely on display. I felt a momentary surge of embarrassment, of jealousy, but quickly put it away. I was probably in the most painful of the devices, which is why I was chosen for it. Already my nipples were throbbing and my pussy ached from the hook. 
 
    Kari quickly laid a scarlet table topper across the middle of the dining room table.  Should I call it an “Alissa Table”?  Whatever. Alissa couldn’t move her arms or legs, much less her hips and I seriously doubted she would be able to lift the heavy glass. Her toes were even pointed and I’m guessing that whoever designed this thing made a lot of special modifications to make sure that Alissa’s body was positioned just right. Kari set a huge flower arrangement on the runner, which of course did nothing to cover Alissa’s assets. It went across her middle.  
 
    Madeline, the little French maid reappeared, this time holding several platters. She handed them to Kari one at a time and I watched as my best friend and mistress began setting them in various spots, clearly laying out the large variety of munchies. My mouth watered. There were several plates filled with cheeses, meats, and expensive crackers. A bowl of this black stuff that looked like little, tiny pebbles was set in a center piece of artisan crackers. Some sort of cream cheese dip was surrounded by artfully arranged fruit. Black plates lined with gold trim were set out. Flute goblets, filled with Champaign were set near Alissa’s head, ready for those attending. Lastly, Kari set a small bucket of silver tong clamps near Alissa’s exposed breasts, and a bucket full of glass probes and black plastic vibrators near the opposite end of the table. Alissa couldn’t see them, but I could. I had little doubt she was going to get fucked. 
 
    The Kari walked away. Alissa and I looked at each other. 
 
    “You okay?” She asked, staring up at me. 
 
    “Hurts a little,” I whimpered. “You?” 
 
    She smiled. “Can’t move. Even a little bit. But it doesn’t hurt.” Then a worried expression crossed her face. “Yet.” 
 
    At six things started. By this time, I was aching, but had settled down in a sort of quiet misery. Alissa and I chatted for a bit until Kari told us to pipe down once the show started. It had been a weird conversation, since we had both described how the other looked and I told her about the dildos and clamps. She nodded and told me she expected that. We heard voices and then the room was filled with people. Mostly women. There was a grand tour and the guy who designed the pieces showed up and described how each of us were “bound” and what our “function” was. I got the distinct impression that we were not people to him, but furniture; living fuck dolls to be included in his designs. It was… weird. 
 
    Even though the lights completely illuminated the underside of my exposed body, it was still Alissa who drew the astonished gasps and murmurs of appreciation. I was a side item, a stupid light. Alisa was a table, elegant, beautiful, and available. As soon as the guided tour was over, the seventy or so people began making the rounds. The food went quickly but was rapidly replaced by the little French maid. She didn’t even look at me or Alissa. The Champagne went even faster. 
 
    And then came the inevitable torment. I watched, nipples throbbing as a few guests fondled Alissa’s breasts, clipped them with the tiny silver tongs, smacked them, removed the clamps, flicked them, and in general did all sorts of things to her. I watched her face as one older gentleman methodically stuffed her pussy with every single one of the available sex toys, and then made her lick each one clean, moving from one end of the table to the other. She seemed to accept the sexual torment easily, opening for one slick toy after another, only to have each phallus brought back down to her loins and pushed into her pussy. Poor Alissa!   
 
    But while Alissa was the star of the dining room show, I still had a few people come up and admire the cage containing me. A few set the light ring swinging, which had me squealing, and at one point, one of the revelers pulled one of the dining room chairs over, stood on it, and used one of the dildos that had already been in both Alissa’s pussy and mouth, and added it to my hook filled pussy. Desperate, I fucked it rather silly for a bit and the chandelier swung. Then the guy pulled it out, cruelly, right before I came, and stuffed the glass dildo into my ass. It stuck there, thanks to my hogtied position. 
 
    The minutes ticked by and all I could really do was hang there and watch as Alissa was abused. At one point, Kari had to put a stop to some guests decorating Alissa’s pussy and tits with food and eating the tidbits off her skin. Kari pled sanitation issues, but mentioned that were they to purchase the table, they could easily do that in the privacy of their own home.   
 
    For a second, I wondered if Alissa was “included” in that offer. There’s a thought, right?  Me, spending the rest of my life hogtied, swinging from someone’s ceiling. I wonder if Kari thought to add a disclaimer: girls not included. 
 
    At eight everyone was asked politely to move along and the little French Maid cleared the Alissa table. Kari reset it slightly, leaving most of it bare and when she left to return to the other room, a photographer came in and snapped like a hundred pictures of the table, and maybe twenty of me. As soon as he was done, Robert and his crew quickly pulled the glass table top off of Alissa and helped her out of the crèche.  She was weak and tired, but seemed in good spirits and took a robe from the maid, pulling it on as she watched them remove the wooden beams and pillar. Robert hurried up to me, unclipped the light ring from my nipple clamps and hook, and then elicited a horrible scream from me as he unclamped my breasts. Blood rushed back into the crushed nubs and he grimaced as he pulled the glass dildo out of my ass. The hook came next. 
 
    As they put up the folding table, Robert started to lower me down and in moments I felt the cage spring open and the leather bindings on my ankles and wrists was loosened.  I collapsed, my arms and legs non-responsive to the commands my brain was sending them. I was massaged a bit and then Robert picked me up completely, carrying me from the room. Alissa followed, a concerned look on her face and a few minutes later I was laid out on the bed in the room we’d been in earlier. 
 
    “Bre! Are you okay?” Alissa asked, coming to my side. 
 
    I groaned. She began to massage my arms and legs. It felt good. 
 
    The door opened and Bethany came in. Her robe was open down the front. Evidently she didn’t see a need to close it up, but I could see that her nipples and pussy were both bright red and there were a number of rather intriguing looking welts cross her bosom and thighs, as if she’d been whipped. Kylie followed behind her, face still flushed. She went straight to the bathroom and I heard the water running.  
 
    “Are you okay, Beth?” Alissa asked. 
 
    Beth snorted and turned away. “Fine. As always. This was nothing compared to what Mistress Lucille does to me.” Alissa gave her an understanding look. 
 
    “Bre was clamped too.” 
 
    Beth gave me a disdainful look. “So?” 
 
    “I thought you might appreciate that someone else suffered like you,” Alissa said simply. 
 
    Beth plopped down in one of the chairs. “Did someone keep turning on the vibrator she was stuffed with? Was she whipped for cumming?” She said it sourly. 
 
    Alissa gave her a suffering look. I sort of ignored the whole exchange. My arms and legs still ached. 
 
    The door opened. “Ms. Anders would like Bre to come down to the main room.” 
 
    I lifted my head and looked at the little French maid. She gave me a wicked smile, as if she knew something I didn’t.  
 
    Alissa patted me on the bottom. “I hope I get to see you later.” I lifted up and rolled over, smiling at her. “I hope so too,” I replied. 
 
    She grinned.  
 
    I reached for my dress and picked it up off the floor. The maid frowned, but she didn’t say anything as I quickly pulled it on over my head. I was still wearing the high heels, so I just left them, on picking up the flip flops.  
 
    Once more I was led downstairs and found that most of the house was empty. The crowd was gone and Madeline took me back into the main room where Kari was having an animated discussion with both the designer and photographer, her tone clearly indicating she wasn’t happy. I wandered over and the photographer spotted me.   
 
    “Hey!  What about her?  We can adjust the lighting a bit.” All three looked at me. 
 
    “What about me?” I asked curiously. 
 
    I must have appeared like a deer in the headlights because Kari just nodded and sighed, throwing her hands up in the air. The designer, a short, rather dumpy guy with a perpetual arrogant sneer on his face grinned. 
 
    “Well, come over here girl,” he said imperiously, pointing toward a spot near his feet. I glanced at Kari who gave a short nod. I stepped up to him and gave him a blank look. 
 
    “Well don’t just stand there,” he spat. “Take that ridiculous looking dress off. Get naked.”  
 
    I blinked. For a second I felt humiliated, but then realized that both men had probably already seen me naked, so what was the arm. And Kari was right there just in case there was a problem. So, I grabbed the dress and pulled it up, baring my loins and breasts. Standing nude in front of the photographer and designer, not to mention my former mistress, I waited and then Kari and the designer were manhandling me onto the coffee table.  I was positioned on my back, my wrists locked into the cuffs above my head.  My ankles came next as my thighs were pulled apart by the final restraining straps.   
 
    “Don’t worry,” Kari whispered to me in one quite moment. “Your face won’t be in the shots.” 
 
    The flash of the camera went off several times and then I heard a whispered conversation. Finally, I heard Kari say “no, we’ll use Robert.”  I laid there for a few minutes, ignored by both the photographer and the designer while Kari left to fetch her boy toy. Five minutes later Robert was standing above me, taking off his suit. I watched, a smile on my face as moments later Robert was straddling me, his dick buried in my pussy. I groaned in pleasure, only to realize that several more pictures were being taken. Then Robert was directed to pull out and I was unbound. 
 
    Stumbling, still wanting orgasm, I was led to the weird, modern stocks I’d noticed when I had first come into the room.  Kari bent me over, putting my head and wrists into the available curves and then I was locked in place. Once more several shots were taken and the photographer kept giving me instructions. 
 
    “Raise up on tiptoe. Turn your head to the left. Suck in your tummy. Arch your back. Lift one foot. No, the other one. Now spread your legs wide.” Hell, the guy even got on the floor and took pictures from under me, undoubtedly getting closeups of my shaved pussy and dangling breasts. Then Robert was positioned behind me by the photographer, told to penetrate, and then about a dozen or so more photos were taken. It was faintly ridiculous and not a good fuck at all. The photographer posed us.  
 
    “Grasp her tit. Pinch her nipple. Raise your hand as if you’re about to spank her.” At one point, Robert was pulled out of me, positioned several feet away, and handed a whip. He raised it to strike me, posing as the snap shots were taken. But I was never struck. Damn. What does a girl have to endure to get an orgasm around here? 
 
    Then I was released from the stocks and moved again, this time to one of the dildo seats. The photographer took a bunch of shots of me getting impaled, including several close ups. Then, while still pinned, I was “adjusted”. My legs were spread. My legs were closed. My arms were crossed. My nipples were clamped. Robert was brought over, his hard cock in my face as I turned my head sideways, sucking on him with legs spread and slightly raised up so the shot would capture the phallus in my pussy.  
 
    It was the most frustrating thing I’ve ever done. I was so horny. And it was all fake. No orgasms, no real sex, not even a real blowjob (though I DID try.)  
 
    When we were done, Kari put me in back in the stocks. “Wait here for me. I have a few more things to do,” she said, and left me. The Japanese clover clamps I had worn earlier were attached to my nipples and I waited as things were cleaned up and Kari finished for the evening.   
 
    Thirty minutes later things had quieted down to the point where I was left alone more than with someone. The designer came in, approached me, his hands touching me. I kept quiet.  I didn’t want to embarrass Kari. But more importantly, I was desperate for a fuck. I heard the unzipping of his pants and I gasped in excitement.  
 
    But then Kari was there, a sharp “No Eric!” from her mouth that startled my would-be rapist and had him stumbling away.  “She is not for that.” 
 
    “I wasn’t…” he mumbled.  
 
    “Eric, so help me God, if you molest another one of the girls tonight, I will personally never show you’re work again, and I’ll have you blacklisted,” Kari threatened. “Ellen is already upset with you.” 
 
    Eric molested one of the girls?  I could only wonder if it had been Kylie. 
 
    I frowned. I could use some molesting. I wiggled my ass and looked at Kari hopefully, but either she didn’t see it, or ignored it. Probably the latter. Much to my disappointment, he hurried away. 
 
    Ms. Davenport came in a moment later. She eyed Kari carefully, then came over to where I was still bound in the stocks.  
 
    “Your submissive is exquisite,” she commented. I felt her hand on my back, her fingers sliding downward. “She bore the tonight’s torment well.” 
 
    Kari smiled warmly. “Breanne is a nympho humiliation pain slut. Tonight, was nothing,” Kari assured her.  
 
    Suddenly, the woman’s fingers were between my legs and I felt her nails touching my labia. I gasped and wriggled, just a little bit, hoping she’d go deeper.  
 
    “Really?” replied Davenport. “You make me curious,” she admitted. 
 
    Then she pulled her hand away, undoubtedly wet from her probing. “Have a good evening, Ms. Anders. I look forward to seeing you again.” Then she turned and left the room. A moment later, as Kari was freeing me from the stocks, I watched as Alissa crawled into the room. She was just as naked as me, and she hurried up to me, the gold padlock on her nipple glinting in the light. 
 
    “Hi Bre,” she said softly. “My mistress, Danielle, is here and I’m heading out. I just wanted to say goodbye.” 
 
    I smiled. “It was good to meet you.” 
 
    There was a hint of sadness in her eyes and she nodded. “Yeah. You too.” Then she turned and crawled away. I looked at Kari. 
 
    “That’s weird,” I told her. 
 
    Kari looked a little disconcerted, then shrugged. “Lot’s of weirdness. But opportunity as well,” she assured me. Then she smiled. “Come on. Put your dress back on.” 
 
    “What about the shoes?”  
 
    Kari glanced down at my feet. “You can keep those.” 
 
    I snorted. “Like I want too,” I replied. 
 
    “They do you justice,” she assured me. 
 
    “They hurt my back.”  
 
    That made her laugh. “Really? It was your back hurting tonight?” 
 
    That made me blush. I grabbed my dress and put it on. Robert wandered in, once more dressed in his suit, except his tie was now off. “Ready, love?” 
 
    Kari nodded. We headed toward the hallway when the man – Eric – gave Kari a dark look. He pushed past us and went back into the main room where the displays had been. 
 
    Robert looked at Kari’s face. “You alright?” He asked. 
 
    Kari glanced back at Eric and shook her head. “He had the gall to ask me to service him tonight,” she replied haughtily.  
 
    “Service?” I asked. I guess I was being slow that night. Kari gave me a knowing expression. “You know what I mean,” she said. 
 
    “Seriously?” I asked, somewhat incredulous. 
 
    Robert smiled. “All men want you,” he assured Kari. “But if you’d like, I’ll go rip his head off.” 
 
    Kari laughed. “No. He is a client. And he still owes me money. But I’m raising my rates.” She turned to me.  “How are you feeling?” 
 
    I blushed.  “Honestly? I freaking desperate. If I don’t get cock soon I’m going to do something uncouth,” I replied.  
 
    Robert chuckled and Kari just looked at me. “Hey!” I said brightly. “If you’d like, I’ll go fuck him. He’ll be thrilled to use me, sexually satisfied, and happy with you!”  
 
    Kari blinked.  “Seriously?” Kari asked.  I nodded. 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Her mouth was a straight line as she thought about it.  Finally, she nodded.  “Okay.  We’ll be back for you in an hour. Robert? Give her a condom.” 
 
    Robert pulled one out of his coat pocket and handed it to me. 
 
    “Be safe,” she said. Then she and Robert walked toward the main door. I turned and found myself face to face with Ellen Davenport.  
 
    “Submissives in my house are not permitted clothing,” she said simply. “Though I’m not sure I’m willing to call that piece of material you have around you clothes. You will remove it. Immediately.” 
 
    I swallowed and pulled it off.  
 
    “Get on your knees.”  
 
    I dropped down, just a little shocked.  
 
    “Place your hands behind your head and arch your back.” 
 
    I did as ordered and the woman reached forward and grabbed my right nipple. She twisted it sharply and I winced. Then she pinched it, so hard that tears came to my eyes. But then she let go, nodding.  
 
    “Go,” she ordered her head jerking toward the main room. “Do as your Mistress orders.” 
 
    Then she turned and left me in the hall. I bit my lip, then for some weird reason, crawled into the huge ball room. 
 
    Eric was sitting on the couch looking a little irritable. The weird little side table Kylie had been folded into was next to him, and the coffee table I’d had my picture taken on was in front of him. He nodded at me, but I guess Kari’s initial warning was enough for him not to see me as sex fodder. I approached, which evidently startled him, and then I was kneeling between the weird coffee bondage table and his knees, my hands working at his trousers. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked, looking around to see if Kari was nearby. 
 
    I gave him a smile that would have melted butter as I pulled his cock out. His eyes widened and when I went down on him, he groaned. He lifted his hand, fingers wrapping up in my hair and he began guiding my head as I bobbed up and down, my tongue sliding along his firm length. I could tell he was close to cumming right from the start, which I guess is to be expected considering he had just overseen a design show that featured four naked girls getting tortured while being part of furniture. I let him cum in my mouth, swallowed it all, and then started again. That surprised him. But considering my own personal needs, what else could I do? I wanted him to fuck me. I was still horny and his was the only available cock so it was up to me to get him up.   
 
    It took about twenty minutes and by that time he was ready for something more adventurous than couch sex. I gave him a smile and stood up. 
 
    “Use my sir. Tie me up. Fuck me hard,” I whispered. Eric nodded and in seconds he was pushing up from the couch, kicking his pants aside. I got dragged back to the stocks, locked in place, clamped (again) and then he came at me from behind. It wasn’t very good. He was a sloppy partner. His cock wasn’t terribly large, his movements were all sporadic and not smooth, and he never touched my clit. Talk about frustrating. To make matters worse, he exploded a second time before I even came close. 
 
    When he finished, he found that whip Robert had posed with and proceeded to sling it across my ass. I clenched my jaw, taking five or six searing strokes when Robert suddenly came into the room.  
 
    “Time’s up,” he said simply. Eric gave him a frustrated look, but turned away, tossing the whip down. Robert came over and unlocked me, then helped me out of the room. In the hall, I looked around for my dress, but it was gone. Robert, ever the gentleman, took of his suit coat, wrapped it around me, and together we left the mansion. His Hummer was waiting, with Kari in the front passenger seat. He opened the back passenger door and lifted me up. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Kari asked as I hissed. 
 
    “He whipped my ass,” I complained. “And I still didn’t cum.” I sounded just a bit petulant.  
 
    The drive was quiet and the walk up to her apartment was awkward, as it can only be when you are mostly naked, wearing high heels and a man’s suit coat. We passed one of Kari’s neighbors, a nice-looking guy who ogled me and greeted Kari as if they actually knew each other. I handed Robert his coat before we even entered Kari’s apartment. 
 
    “Can I take a shower?” I asked plaintively. She laughed and nodded. “Guest bath,” she said with a wave. I headed down the hall and a moment later I was standing in the hot water, scrubbing Eric’s cum off my thighs. Twenty minutes later I emerged, dried off, redid my makeup so that I looked like me again, and walked out into the living room. To my surprise, there was something new. And it didn’t technically match the rest of the furniture. 
 
    Kari grinned and pointed. “Have a seat,” Kari said, motioning to the chair. It was just a straight-backed wooden chair, but it was clearly one of Eric’s designs. In the middle was a thick, rubber phallus, mounted so that at least eight inches of synthetic cock would be driven up inside whoever sat. I licked my lips, feeling the wetness between my legs. I didn’t say anything. Instead I gingerly spread my legs and carefully, slowly, impaled myself. 
 
    I won’t lie. It felt amazing. Thick. Strong. Filling. And when the entire thing was in me and I actually put my weight on the chair itself, I was shocked when the phallus began vibrating, leaving me to gasp in arousal. Kari approached with wrist and ankle cuffs and I lifted each limb in turn as she buckled the leather bands around my limbs. It felt… right.  
 
    Kari drew my arms back and a moment later my hands were bound to the chair itself, unable to come forward and leaving my front exposed. “Spread your legs as wide as you can,” she whispered, licking at my ear. I shivered and did as ordered. Kari used a pair of D link carabiners to bind my ankles. Robert came into the living room then, his eyes watching Kari and me. He was as naked as I was, his hard cock sticking straight out, though this time his entire length was wrapped up in a series of plastic rings connected with a leather strap.  A silver hoop on the end made it even more exotic. Kari opened a drawer on the side table and pulled out a leather sap. 
 
    She lifted it up and held it in front of me. 
 
    “Kiss it,” she said softly. I gave it a peck and she laughed. “No. Kiss it passionately. Get it wet.” I raised my eyebrow, but then I gave her silly little paddle a lick. She smiled, stepped behind me, and placed her left hand on my breast, cupping it, her thumb rubbing at the nipple. On my other side, her right hand held the sap and it moved downward, over my breast, across my stomach, and to my exposed clit.   
 
    “You were awesome tonight. Your debt is paid in full, and I even owe you,” she whispered. 
 
    “What do you owe me?” I asked in confusion, my voice just as soft. 
 
    She lifted the sap away from my clit, holding it several inches above my exposed sex as if she intended to hit me. She smiled at me, a sparkle in her eyes. 
 
    “You’re about to find out.”   
 
    The sap impacted on my pussy with a brutal sting and I gasped as the pain flooded through me.  My entire body shook and tightened around the vibrating probe buried in my slit.  Another stroke followed before I had even relaxed and then my world became a blurred, pain filled, ecstasy inducing, series of orgasms as Kari spanked my breasts and sex.  
 
      
 
    After two orgasms, a couch fuck with Robert, and some cold pasta salad (because I was hungry) Kari politely kicked me out. Naked of course. As the front door shut Kari handed me my dress. I suppose Ellen Davenport had given it to her. I gave her a grateful look and slipped into it. Then I took off the horrible heels and slipped my feet into the flip flops.  
 
    “I’m just a cowgirl,” I said to myself. Then I skipped down the stairs and went to my truck. Just as I was getting in, my phone rang. I fished it out and heard Kari’s voice. 
 
    “Aren’t you forgetting something?” she asked me politely. 
 
    My response wasn’t the most enlightened.  “Uh…” 
 
    “What’s NHPS Rule #1?” Kari asked.   
 
    I bit my lip, already realizing I was in trouble. “A nympho humiliation pain slut should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock.  If cock is not available the NHPS should stuff herself with whatever objects/toys are available to keep herself sexually aroused and ready to be abused.” I replied automatically, mentally wincing. 
 
    I heard Kari laugh. “Then find something to stuff up that wet little slit of yours. Have fun!”  The line went dead. 
 
    With a sigh I pulled my “emergency vibrator” out of the glove box and slid the small length into my pussy. It wasn’t much of a surprise that it slid in easily. I drove home and threw myself onto the bed, my hand between my legs, pumping and thrusting the small, powerful toy through my petals. 
 
    In my head, I was back at Ellen Davenport’s house. I was bound into the lamp, my pussy vibrating as people tugged on my breasts to turn on and off the light. I was moved to the coffee table, my clit clamped and touched with vibrators. Around me there was laughter, eating, delight. And then Alissa was brought in, on the end of a leash, a collar around her throat. She was brought over to me and suddenly I felt her tongue sliding through my slit, lapping at my clit, suckling my little nub until. 
 
    I jammed a knuckle into my mouth, not wanting to wake my family. The orgasm was soft, but it was good and I sighed in relief, turning off the vibrator. I tugged it out and then replaced it with my Husky Dildo, wanting something that didn’t vibrate. I got in my pajamas, climbed into bed, and dreamt… 
 
    …of tables, and lights, and chandeliers. And in my dreams, I wondered what it would have been like if the furniture came with the girls included. 
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   Carwash – 10/18/10 
 
      
 
    Just a little after lunch I prepped my bag, waved bye to my family, tossed some buckets and a few odds and ends into my truck and climbed aboard. The sky was blue and for the first time in months, the temperature was at a balmy eighty degrees and I must admit that I was loving it. Summer in south Texas is no picnic and the cooler temperatures meant more fun outdoors. I’d needed to wear a light jacket that morning when I was doing chores, but I’d tossed it by nine, leaving me in boots, tube socks, jeans, white cotton panties, a white, utilitarian bra, and a button up, blue western style shirt. 
 
     As far as outfits go, that wasn’t bad, but lately both Julie and Kari had been more interested in accessories. I’m not much of a jewelry girl. I only have two piercings and that’s one in my left earlobe, and one in the right. A pair of silver studs glinted there and that was basically it. Well, almost. There was one other item and it was, at that particular moment, stuffed up into my pussy.  
 
    Ben Wa balls are two golf ball sized spheres connected on a waxed line, which encase two off-set weights, which rattled and ring lightly with each step. There is both an audible and sexual component to them and movement of any kind causes them to roll inside their wet, warm, encapsulating environment, ringing deeply as they strike each other and stimulate the various internal areas until, regardless of location, the “wearer” becomes so sexual aroused she is willing to do something absolutely banana fucking nuts crazy.  
 
    Which might explain why I grabbed my bag, tossed some specific goodies in it, waved goodbye to my parents, and drove to the south end of my farm. The road that went by our property wasn’t even paved and I pulled over onto the side of the road. I got out from behind the wheel, already feeling my pussy tighten around the two rolling orbs and moved to the front of my truck. That’s where things got interesting. Because I started stripping. 
 
    When it comes to removing my clothing, I like to work top to bottom. I began with unbuttoning my shirt. This got peeled off, folded, and placed on the hood of the truck. My bra went next, leaving my bare skin exposed, both nipples raised due to prickling fear of embarrassment, rather than cold. I probably picked up the pace at this point, moving down to my boots and kicking them off. Once I was standing barefoot, I shoved my jeans down my legs, stepped out of them, and added the denim to the growing pile of folded laundry on the truck hood.  The ben wa balls seemed to churn even more impatiently inside me, my exposure creating fresh sexual tension inside me. It was here I’d usually glance up and down the road, checking to make sure there wasn’t a car or truck or tractor in the distance. And as soon as I was sure I was alone, I drove my thumbs down into my panties and pushed until I was bare ass naked in the open air, the soft breeze and sunlight caressing my skin. I licked my lips, trying not to thrust my hips, and opened my canvas bag. 
 
    I had an assignment to do.  
 
    The first thing I pulled out was the new, white cotton shorts Kari had bought me. I held them up, giving them a closer look and immediately felt like I’d been tricked. These were ridiculously short and didn’t quite look like they’d fit me.  
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding,” I grumbled. I jammed a foot into one leg hole and drew it upward, then did the other side. With a grunt, I tugged the whole thing up until it fit around my loins and then I struggled to get them higher. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I blurted out. Glancing down, I realized that the shorts, even with the crotch crawling up the crack of my ass, forming a disturbing camel toe impression in the front, still didn’t come up to my hips. Forget the waist. I was lucky my pussy was shaved because frankly, had I been sporting a landing strip like some girls have, it would have been on immediate display. Hell, the material barely covered my clitoris. I wriggled my hips, feeling the tightness, and I let out a soft groan as I pranced around shirtless in front of the truck. 
 
    “Not good,” I muttered. I grabbed the halter top that went with it, pulling it on over my head, only to discover that it was a little loose, and too small as well. Both of my breasts barely fit into it, the bottom curve of each globe peeking out. 
 
    “Great,” I cursed. “I look like a whore.” I rolled my eyes in frustration. I turned, twisting one way and the other, ignoring the ring of the vibroballs and trying to keep my loins from moving too much. I caught sight of myself in the window of the truck and shook my head. “I cannot believe I’m doing this.”  
 
    I yanked open the door, tossed my boots in, and grabbed the flip flops that I had set on the seat. Shod, I climbed up into the cab and started the engine. The shorts dug up into my sex and I shifted back and forth as I put the truck in gear. 
 
    It wasn’t that hard to find a cul-de-sac in one of the new subdivisions being built just a few miles down the road. Kari had lived in one of these houses when we were little and I remember bike riding over to her place in seventh grade, back before things got complicated and interesting between us. I parked along one side of the circle, with five or six houses around, all with cars waiting.  
 
    And I sat there, working up the nerve. I’d been a little too excited that morning when Master Barrett had given me the assignment, and my arousal from the ben wa balls just a little too strong, making me think that a fresh round of sexual stimulation while being humiliated publicly was a good idea. I bit my lip, wondering just how bad it would be if I chickened out. I imagined telling Master Barrett that I’d failed to go up to even a single door, much less wash someone’s car, and the subsequent punishment made getting wet in this outfit seem like a walk in the park. I took a deep breath, climbed out of the truck, grabbed the bucket, sponge, and cleaner from the bed of the truck, and trudged up the sidewalk to the very first house.  
 
    It was a typical one-story, brick faced, high peaked, middle income, Texas family home.  Curtains and blinds hung in the windows and the lawn was nicely manicured. Ah… domestic bliss, right? I took a deep breath, stepped up to the door, and rang the doorbell. 
 
    Part of me hoped that no one was home. That would be for the best. But after only a couple of seconds I could see movement inside, the frosted glass of the door rippling with color. The door opened, revealing a tall thin man with slightly graying hair and a receding hair line. His eyes widened slightly as he took in my appearance, his gaze no doubt lingering over my attire, which admittedly crossed the line of decency. I’m not sure what he was more interested in, my loose halter top which was barely containing my boobs, or the tight white shorts that had formed an impressive camel toe at the front.  
 
    “Can I help you?” he asked politely, getting over his shock at my appearance. I smiled at him, one of my million watt “please let me hump the fender of your car, getting both of us wet” smiles. I gulped, trying to reconcile the sudden urge to run with the sudden gush of arousal between my legs.  
 
    “Hi! My name is Breanne and I’m doing a car wash for charity! I was wondering if you’d like me to wash your car for five dollars. All I need is a little water!” I lifted the bucket up and put on my most vapid expression of stupid innocence. Hmmm…in hindsight, maybe I should have dyed my hair blond. Oh well. Even redheads can be clueless, right? 
 
    One eyebrow arched upward and he gave me this disbelieving look.  “Seriously?” he asked. 
 
    Why does everyone ask me that? I swear it’s a fucking epidemic. Yes. Seriously. I could ask a person the time of day and I’m positive he’d come back with “seriously? The time?” Sigh… it’s just so irritating! 
 
    I nodded stupidly, still grinning from ear to ear. Finally, he shrugged. “The hose is around on the north side of the house.” 
 
    I thanked him even as the door closed. But then I blinked. He was supposed to watch. I frowned for a moment and then shrugged. Well, Master Barrett would just have to cope. I’d still do it. I let out a breath. This was slightly anticlimactic. I shook my head and tottered around to the side of the house. There I found the hose, tugged it to the driveway, filled my bucket with soapy water, sprayed the car (a nice Toyota Camry) and began washing it. 
 
    And that’s when things got interesting. 
 
    It might have looked accidental, but as I lifted the soapy sponge, I squeezed it just enough so that a burst of fluid dripped from my hand as I walked. The falling suds didn’t splatter to the ground, but impacted in cool bursts on my chest, stomach, and hips. I didn’t bother to check the outcome, knowing that portions of my white outfit had instantly soaked, and my pussy tightened around the rolling, ringing ben wa balls. I leaned over the hood of the sedan, going up on tiptoe, and began washing the windshield, all the while pressing my breasts and my hips against the vehicle. When I came back up, the front of my halter top was soaked. 
 
    I turned in a circle, picking up the dropped hose, which allowed me to run the backside of my shorts across the side of the car. And that was when I saw the flicker of the curtain and knew, without a doubt, that I was being watched.   
 
    Well duh. Of course. 
 
    Grinning, I put a little more effort into my work. Oh… not cleaning the car, though I did do a good job with that. I put more effort into getting myself wet. To be honest, the ben wa balls and the entire situation had done a rather good job of soaking my crotch, but a gentle squeeze on the sponge sent a white soapy stream down my upraised arm, over one side of my breast, down my stomach, and down into the front of my shorts. By the time I finished washing the car, I was terribly horny, wet all down the front, and due to the translucent properties of white cotton when wet, showing the parts of me that clothing is generally supposed to conceal.  
 
    It was like the mother of all wet tee shirt contests. And let me assure you, I was winning. 
 
    It took twenty minutes, but I got his vehicle squeaky clean. I rinsed off the car, and myself, and then squelched my way in wet flip flops up to the front door. I held my bucket in my right hand, adopted that empty headed, totally oblivious, “blonde” grin, and knocked politely. 
 
    “All done!” I announced in a high pitched, happy cheer like voice when the door opened. 
 
    The man’s eyes took me in, especially the fact that my shirt was more than a little see through. He was holding a five-dollar bill. I accepted it gratefully and thanked him. He licked his lips and nodded and then coughed. 
 
    “You, um… do realize…uh… that your clothing… is uh… a bit wet,” he pointed out, rather delicately I might add. 
 
    I pretended to act surprised but didn’t even look down.  “Well of course it’s wet!” I replied with a grin. “I just washed your car! Tough to wash a car and not get wet” I bubbled.  Then I bowed slightly. “Well thanks again! More cars to wash!” And I turned around, showed him my wet rear end, and walked on down the sidewalk and around to the next house. 
 
    Clutching the five-dollar bill in my hand, I realized I had made one tiny mistake. I had no pockets in the shorts, or shirt, and nothing to carry the money in.  I kept it in my hand as I rang the doorbell of house number two.  This time a woman answered. 
 
    “Hi! My name is Breanne and I’m doing a car wash for charity! I was wondering if you’d like me to wash your car for five dollars. All I need is a little water!” 
 
    She stared at me, eyes going up and down my body, but with a very different expression than the one I’d gotten next door. Her mouth curled down. 
 
    “I don’t need my car washed,” she replied. 
 
    “Three dollars?” I asked, lowering my price. She shook her head and closed the door in my face.  
 
    The next door yielded up a twelve-year-old boy who evidently wasn’t quite interested in girls yet, since he yelled for his father when I asked if his dad was home. A paunchy, but nice looking man came down dressed in khaki shorts and a tee shirt and stopped dead when he saw me standing in his doorway. Before I could even present my line, he looked at me and said, “do you have any idea that you’re practically naked?” 
 
    I pretended. Confusion crossed my face. “Naked?” I asked quizzically. “No, I’m not. I’m wearing a shirt and shorts,” feigning stupidity.   
 
    His eyebrow went up and he motioned with his hand. “Your clothes are wet. I can see through them,” he reiterated.  I cocked my head to the side and pretended I didn’t understand.   
 
    I smiled, eyes flashing with amusement. “Are you like Superman? With X-ray vision?” I can be a smart ass even while being stupid.   
 
    He just stood there, lost in bewilderment, so I started my spiel for the third time. When I was finished, he gave me this weird expression and then said the one word I was dreading. 
 
    “Seriously?”   
 
    I nodded, swallowing my irritation at being asked that again.   
 
    “For five bucks.” 
 
    Another nod. 
 
    “Sure whatever,” he replied.  “Let me get you the hose.”  He came out of the house and walked me around to the side where he helped me get out the long green line and drag it around to the front. A black pickup, a little smaller than my own, sat in the driveway. He stood there while I filled my bucket, watching as I accidently soaked myself again. I pressed my body frequently to the side of the truck as I did the roof and hood. I tried hard not to be “sexual”, so no washing the truck with my tits, or masturbating on the hood, though I admit I wanted to do it. The ben wa balls were more than enough to keep the sexual pressure up and to be honest, all the movement was driving me crazy. By the time I rinsed his truck, my hips were twitching weirdly and I’m pretty darn sure he could tell something was wrong with me.   
 
    Frankly, it took every ounce of willpower to prevent myself from humping the guy’s trailer hitch while I washed the tailgate. Because I really wanted to squat down and just rub my pussy over that metal ball… 
 
    When I was done rinsing the car, it was my turn. Since my audience was still there, watching the entire thing, I turned toward him and asked if he would rinse me off since I was covered in soap. He grinned, eyes lighting up, and he took the hose, aimed it at me, and let it rip. 
 
    The foamy soap had actually done a better job concealing my curves, nipples, and pussy than my clothing and rinsing me off exposed everything again. I stood there, fingers interlocked behind my head, legs spread wide as the guy with the hose directed the cold water at my chest.  He aimed the spray first at one breast, the other, targeting my now very raised, quite visible nipples. Then the stream of water splashed down my belly down to my shorts and he only rinsed off one spot. I gasped, eyes closing as the water seemed to pound against my clit. I almost swooned in ecstasy. I turned around after a moment, bent over, and grabbed my rear, spreading my butt cheeks and giving him another opportunity to spray me. 
 
      
 
    The water went from a heavy stream to a thin sharp spray, directed precisely into my butt crack.  It hit my pussy as well and I squealed a bit and jumped, giving him a surprised look.  
 
    He shrugged. “Sorry. You had a bit of soap there.” 
 
    My goodness what a lie!  But two could play that way. 
 
    “Did you get it all?” I asked, pretending to look down at my crotch. 
 
    He shook his head. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    I gave him another vapid stupid smile.  “Would you mind getting it all? I don’t want to walk around soapy.” 
 
    This time however I leaned against the side of his truck (the side away from his house of course) and spread my legs wide. He directed the water up between my legs, his thumb pressing the water into a hard sharp spray that seemed to penetrate the thin cotton, exciting my clit.   
 
    I was so horny. My hips started to thrust and then the hose was inches away from my clit, water splattering upward and outward as I cried out, clinging to the truck bed.  The orgasm washed through me, wringing me out like a wet rag. I could see my flushed cheeks in the window reflection. My tormentor pulled the hose away from my body and for a moment we both stood there, me panting and flushed, him clearly aroused and trying to hide the raging hard on. He licked his lips as I straightened up, taking a deep breath. 
 
    Damn. That felt amazing.  
 
    I once again adopted the innocent crazy girl pose, gave him a warm smile and said “Thanks! I had no idea that washing cars would feel so good! Or be so fun!”   
 
    We exchanged a few pieces of small talk as I refilled my bucket with the sponge and soap bottle. Then I coiled up the hose, and generally paraded around in my wet clothing as a sort of after-tease. I felt pretty darn amazing and even after cumming, I could feel the ben wa balls rolling around inside me, trying their best to stoke the fires of arousal for another round of orgasm. Finally, I was rewarded with a five-dollar bill and I gave him a peck on the cheek. His hand came around, cupping of my bottom, only to give me a squeeze. I gave him a surprised look, then giggled. Then I went down the line to the next house.   
 
    I knocked on the door, preparing my line about washing cars, totally aware that I was soaked from chin to toe and that I might as well have been running around naked. The door opened and for a moment, it was like looking in a mirror.  
 
    She was about my age, maybe a year or two younger and her hair was cut almost the same as mine. She was brunette, cute rather than pretty, and was wearing a tee shirt and shorts. Her feet were bare and the shocked expression on her face made her even more adorable. I licked my lips as my pussy tightened around the ben wa balls.  
 
    “My god! How can you walk around like that?” she asked me, eyes wide and staring at my front. I blushed a little but maintained my “oblivious” persona. 
 
    “Like what?” I asked, pretending to be confused. 
 
    “Like that! Naked!” she said, motioning at my outfit. I looked down at my chest, clearly seeing my nipples through the thin and wet cotton and then looked back at her, a carefully crafted expression of mindless innocence. 
 
    “I don’t understand.  I’m dressed.” I replied, a tone of bewilderment in my voice. 
 
    “Seriously?” she asked. 
 
    I restrained the sudden urge to drag her to the ground, rip her shorts off, and see how much of my tongue I could get up inside her pussy. I know… extreme, but I can’t tell you how much that question is beginning to get to me. Instead, I changed tack, and merely explained who I was and what I wanted to do. 
 
    “My name is Breanne and I’m doing a car wash for charity. I was wondering if you’d like me to wash your car for five dollars. All I need is a little water!” 
 
    “You’re washing cars?  Dressed like that?” she eyed me suspiciously.  “Are you some sort of slut?” 
 
    I wish the specifics of my assignment had allowed me to respond the way I wanted. It sat there on the tip of my tongue. Yes, I am a slut.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I’m stuffed with ben wa balls. I just was given an orgasm by your neighbor, who used a garden hose on me, but I want another one. Please let me wash your car and strip naked and you can even whip me while I use my tongue on you. 
 
    But instead, I just gave her a baffled look and said, “I’m doing this for charity,” as if I was a mental incompetent. She gave me this look of snobbish tolerance and shrugged. “Go for it sweetie. If you want to put yourself on display…” her voice trailed off. 
 
    With that she closed the door and I was left to my own devices. I went around to the side of the house, got the hose, and sprayed down her car. It was a cheap little sedan, a Kia actually, and I immediately got to work. It didn’t take long to clean, but just as I was finishing, a truck pulled up into the driveway. A young man got out, his eyes glued to my wet body, easily visible through the transparent clothing. As he approached I heard the front door open and the girl I had spoken with earlier came out. 
 
    “Geeze, Shelly, you weren’t kidding,” he said. “She is practically naked.” He nodded at me. “You like dressing like that?” 
 
    I blushed crimson, which probably proved I knew exactly how I looked. The tone in his voice caused a bit of conflict in me though. Part of me wanted to run back to my truck, avoiding the increasingly awkward and humiliating situation. The other part of me, the dark, sexually explicit side, wanted to kneel in front of him, get out his cock, and suck him until his cum was spurting into my face. But Master Barrett had been explicit. I wasn’t allowed to show any kind of “sexual” understanding. 
 
    I adopted an expression of complete bewilderment and replied “excuse me? I don’t understand.”   
 
    “Only a slut would wear an outfit like that,” he replied, nodding toward my see-thru ensemble. 
 
    “I wore this because I didn’t want my regular clothes getting wet and ruined,” I said, perhaps a little harshly. An innocent girl would probably get a little mad at this point, right? 
 
    He gave Shelly, the girl from the house a smile, and then turned back to me. “I wonder what your regular clothes look like. I want my truck washed.” 
 
    “It will be five bucks,” I gave him a rather direct look. 
 
    “How much to do it naked?” he asked me. 
 
    “Excuse me? I can’t do it naked!” I said, feigning shock. 
 
    Shelly sneered.  “Why? You’re practically doing it now.” 
 
    I stuttered my response.  “Because it would be improper!” 
 
    There was a brief and muted conversation between Shelly and the boy and I saw the family resemblance. They weren’t boyfriend and girlfriend, but brother and sister, with the girl being two or three years older. I waited, wondering if I was still going to have to wash the truck.  They seemed to agree on something and then I was directed to start washing. 
 
    Now I’m not stupid, despite the way I was acting, and I knew something was up. But I admit I was intrigued. I worked steadily and when I was done with the truck I turned back to the Shelly’s brother, who had stayed outside to watch me and asked for my ten bucks. Shelly hadn’t paid me yet either. 
 
    “Sure,” he said with a grin. “Come inside. I’ll give you something to dry off with and you can have your money. 
 
    A smart, well dressed girl who was not showing off her almost naked body would have not only hesitated but refused. A dim-witted, oblivious innocent like my current persona would have been confused, and maybe a little suspicious. But a nympho humiliation pain slut? I was moving toward the door seconds after the invitation was made. I thanked Shelly’s brother, grabbed my gear, put it down on the front porch, and went inside, leaving wet footprints on the tile of the foyer.  
 
    Shelly’s brother followed closely.  
 
    The inside of the house was clean and orderly and the only weird thing was the giant, three-dimensional Titanic puzzle sitting on the coffee table, as if it were some sort of special statue. That was ignored of course and Shelly’s brother stepped around me and led me to the kitchen. 
 
    Shelly was there, still dressed in the tee shirt and shorts, pouring what looked like iced tea into several glasses.  I got offered one, drank it, thanked her, and then asked about the money. 
 
    “Charles?” Shelly asked. I turned and looked at her brother who stepped up behind me and suddenly my wrists were grabbed, pulled up over my head and held fast.   
 
    “We’re going to pay you something special,” he whispered in my ear. 
 
    My heart began racing and holy crap, my pussy seemed to flutter in excitement. I nodded, just a bit breathless. 
 
    “Okay. I’d like that,” I said softly. 
 
    Charles laughed. “I know you would.” 
 
    Shelly looked at me darkly and for a moment, albeit just a moment, this felt wrong. 
 
    Perhaps it was the fact that I was being held, or that the implication of “special payment” sounded overtly sexual. But the truth was I was so aroused that I wanted them. Both of them. I wanted them to rip my clothes off and use me. I nodded again, eyes wide. I could play into the fantasy.  
 
    Shelly came up to me as her brother held my wrists in an iron grip. Her fingers found the front of the halter top and peeled it upward. Instantly the tips of my breasts hardened. Her eyes darted left to right and then she delicately began pinching my nipples. I gasped, moaning as she gave me these little half twists, only a degree or two, which seemed to electrify me. I groaned, nodding my assent and Charles hands let me go. I didn’t resist as he suddenly grabbed my breasts from behind, cupping them, squeezing them, his thumb and finger pinching my nipples as his sister grabbed my shorts and yanked them downward. Water pooled around my feet, but in seconds I was stripped naked, my shorts and halter left lying in a wet heap. 
 
    Once I was naked, Charles practically carried me to the living room and then put me on the floor. Shelly held my hands down above my head and I spread my legs as her brother knelt between my knees.  
 
    “What the fuck?” asked Shelly’s brother as he spotted the string dangling from my pussy.  He pulled on it as I moaned and the ben wa balls came rattling out of my sex.  “You are a slut!” Charles said. He tossed my ben wa balls aside and then he was pushing his shorts down, exposing his cock. Evidently being naked in front of big sister wasn’t a big deal.  
 
    Shelley let go of my hands, evidently deciding that I wasn’t going to resist and stood up. I lifted my eyes as she unbuttoned her shorts and let them fall. Like me, she was going commando because I immediately saw a nicely trimmed slit. A wet slit. She grinned down at me and before her brother had even finished getting into position, she dropped down, this time straddling my head. I wrapped my arms around her legs, tilted my head back, and pushed my tongue right up into her sweet, soft slit. Of course, that’s when I felt her brother slide into me. I whimpered with delight, my hips rocking, and lost myself in the sweet bliss.  
 
    It was vanilla sex for the most part, and it didn’t take that long. Charles was the first to cum and after yanking his cock out and sending a long shooting squirt of jism across my belly, he moved to the couch, idly stroking his soft dick, as Shelly dropped down, put her mouth on my clit, and licked my sodden sex. Our bodies, slick with cum, slipped against each other and I shuddered with orgasm as she lapped at my clit. Then it was her turn to climax and her legs locked around my head tightly as she cried out. 
 
    The two of us lay spent on the floor for a moment and then Shelly got up, her face flushed. She picked up her clothes and walked away without a word. I heard water running and realized that she had gotten in the shower.  
 
    I looked up at Charles. 
 
    “You are a slut,” he said smugly. 
 
    I licked my lips. 
 
    “Are you still going to pay me for the car wash?” I asked. 
 
    His eyes flashed but he got up. Still naked from the waist down, he went into the kitchen and came back with my still wet shorts and halter. Both were inside out. He also had a ten dollar bill. 
 
    “Let’s go,” he said, snapping his fingers. I got to my feet and reached for my clothing, but he marched away, heading for the front door. It opened and he stayed behind it, where no one would see his nudity. Then he tossed my outfit out onto the main walk, twenty feet away. 
 
    I cried out, shocked. 
 
    He held out the cash. “Here,” he said with a grin.  
 
    I gritted my teeth, a rush of anger going through me. For a second, I contemplated grabbing his balls and squeezing. What an asshole! 
 
    I snatched the money out of his hand and marched quickly out into the yard. I grabbed my clothing and tried to get it on quick, only to realize it was still inside out. I struggled with it, finally getting it up my legs. I almost fell. 
 
    Charles laughed and turned away.  
 
    “Wait!” I called out. “My ben wa…” 
 
    The door shut. 
 
    “Balls,” I muttered.  
 
    I tugged the halter top back into place, covering my boobs. I started gathering my stuff, like the bucket, the sponge, the soap, as well as the cash I’d already earned, and just as I was about to leave, the door opened. Charles emerged, now dressed, and he was holding my ben wa balls up by the string, like it was a dead rat or something. 
 
    “You forgot this,” he said with a grin, tossing my sex toy into the bucket.  
 
    I glared at him. He laughed and turned around, heading back into the house. I shook my head. 
 
    “Jackass,” I said aloud.  
 
    If he heard me, he ignored it. I let out a frustrated sigh, then looked around. There was no one out and about, but I still felt self-conscious. I considered calling it quits, despite there still being one more house to go, complete with a car out front, but I knew that Master Barrett would be disappointed. More importantly, it would earn me a punishment.  
 
    But I also knew that if I were to continue, the ben wa balls had to go back inside me. I glanced around and saw a spot between the two houses, so I walked up the grass until I was at least out of easy view. Then with my back to the street, I unbuttoned my shorts and pulled down the front. 
 
    Or tried to. 
 
    The white, short shorts were difficult to get on dry. Wet they’d been almost impossible, and I found that the tight crotch resisted stretching. I ended up having to peel the shorts down almost completely off my ass, mooning the street as it were, just to get enough room to take my ben wa balls and pushed them up into my pussy.  
 
    But oh my God… when they went in it felt so good! I let out a moan, clamped down hard on them, and pulled my shorts back up. The crotch was jammed into my slit and I rolled my hips as fresh waves of pleasure slipped through me. 
 
    “One more house, Bre. Maybe they won’t need their car washed?” I said to myself. I padded wetly, still dripping in more ways than one, up to the front door of the next house.  
 
    My knocking was answered by another middle-aged man who treated my appearance as something of a pleasant surprise. His response to my offer of car washing was a grin and a comment that his wife was out shopping, so why not? He followed me out to the driveway, helped me get the hose, and then leaned against the wall watching me clean his car.   
 
    Since I was still covered, somewhat, with Charles and Shelly’s cum, I took advantage of the situation and made sure to wash myself. The spurts of creamy jism Charles had squirted on my belly and then smeared around by Shelly’s squirming, disappeared under the sponge. At one point, I even managed to push the hose down the front of my shorts. 
 
    While I was rinsing, Charles came out and waved at the guy. 
 
    “She’s a great fuck!” He shouted. I turned scarlet but continued with the whole washing and rinsing process. Charles went back inside and when I finished, I emptied out the bucket and went back up to my latest customer. 
 
    “Sorry about that kid.  He’s a prick,” the man said to me, still smiling. I nodded and thanked him, noticing that his eyes were glued to my see-thru top. “Come on. I’ll get you the cash,” he said. 
 
    I followed him up to the door and he stepped into the foyer. I wasn’t invited inside but followed anyway when he left the door open. This house was much nicer inside and I stood dripping on the hallway tiles as he disappeared into the interior. I nudged the door shut with my foot. When he came back, he was holding the money and a towel. He handed the towel to me first. 
 
    “Thanks” I said, accepting it. I admit I made a bit of a show about it. I dried off my hair, my breasts, my butt, and my legs. Then I dropped the towel on the floor, kneeled on it, and motioned him to come closer.  He did, and I reached out, unzipped his fly, and got out his cock. 
 
    He let out a soft groan as I licked the underside of his shaft, reaching up to grasp his manhood. His full, hard length disappeared into my mouth and he put his hands behind his back, clearly wanting to let me take the lead. I worked him slowly, carefully, running my tongue in circles around the tip of his cock before once more swallowing his sword. My head bobbed back and forth and my hand moved with increasing speed as he groaned. I felt him shudder, then his cock seemed to harden and throb. He let out a grunt and a hot squirt of cum struck the back of my throat.  
 
    He seemed to want to pull out, but I grabbed hold of him, sucking hard, swallowing each drop he gave me, until his shaft softened and he sagged. 
 
    “My god, that was the best I’ve ever had.  Wish my wife could do that.”  He looked down at me for a moment and then laughed, starting to recover.  “So, was that kid right?  Are you a good fuck?” 
 
    I gave him one of my million watt “please strip me, wash me, soap me down, and fuck me silly” smiles.  “I’m the best,” I replied. 
 
    He sighed.  “Wish I had time to test that, but my wife will be home any moment, and I’ll be in a lot of trouble if you’re still here.” He shook his head in disappointment. He reached out and pulled me to my feet. “Thanks for the blowjob though. It was top notch.” 
 
    I thanked him, gathered up my stuff and headed out the door. It closed behind me with a regretful click and I walked back to my truck, practically naked, a little bothered, and ready for more. I drove off still dressed in my white halter top and shorts, still wet, hard nipples poking through transparent cloth. My pussy was starting to pulse again. All that walking, the blowjob, it all translated into a need. I wondered if there were more cars to wash somewhere. 
 
    Your place next time? 
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   Punishment Tacks – 10/28/10 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” I spat, staring at the screen in front of me. It was blue, with white letters, and even though I am illiterate when it came to the wizardry that is computers, I knew enough to recognize what I was facing.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” My father asked, sticking his head into my room. His eyes narrowed as he looked around, taking in the clothes left on the floor, my unmade bed, or possibly the dildo I’d accidentally left on the nightstand. 
 
    Oops. 
 
    I gestured at my computer. “I’ve just gotten the blue screen of death,” I said angrily.  
 
    He smiled warmly, bracing his frame on the walker he used to move around. “You should turn it off and turn it back on,” he offered politely. His eyes moved around the room again. “And then you should clean up before your mother sees the mess.” Then he grinned. “And other… things.” 
 
    I gave her a confused look, then turned to see where he was looking. A look of mortification crossed my face, but then he was gone, already limping on is damaged leg down toward the stairs. I stood up, walked to the nightstand and grabbed the dildo, jamming it down into the drawer. 
 
    Freaking computers.  
 
    I ran my hand through my hair and then threw myself down on the bed. “Arrggghhh!” I said out loud. “I don’t believe this!” 
 
    “Believe what?”  My mother asked from the open doorway. 
 
    I rolled over. “My computer died.” 
 
    She looked over at the lit, blue screen and all the words and gave me a confused expression. “It looks like its working,” she said. 
 
    I let out an exasperated breath. “That’s the blue screen of death, Mom.”  
 
    “Oh,” she said knowingly, as if she knew. “So how do you fix it?” 
 
    I didn’t reply. She frowned, then nodded. “Bre,” she said softly. “Your room is a mess. You need to pick it up.” 
 
    I crossed my arms and she left silently, following my dad downstairs. 
 
    I took a deep breath. There wasn’t much left I could do. I had to find someone who could fix my computer. But that also meant going out. Leaving the farm. Heading out into public.  
 
    And that meant punishment. 
 
    Master Barrett had not been pleased with my car washing adventure, or at least the fact that I’d been granted an orgasm, if not relief from the humiliating and arousing experience. From his point of view, the point was to leave me both desperate and humiliated. Getting to cum, even once, sort of defeated that point. Before my computer had gone on the fritz, he’d made it clear that special circumstances required special punishment, and he’d made me prepare a very specific torture, while stuffed with a vibrator, for use in the coming week.  
 
    Every time I left the house. 
 
    That had meant chores in the morning as well as errands and so I’d become something of a homebody. My mother had appreciated my presence, but the slow destruction of my room was becoming an issue. And now… now the fucking computer wasn’t working. I stood up and marched over to the door, closing it.  
 
    “Great,” I hissed. “Just great. 
 
    Getting dressed was easy. It wasn’t like I had to put on a miniskirt and halter, or parade around in all white clothing while walking in the rain. It was still warm outside too, so I opted for a pair of blue denim shorts and a tee shirt. I laid out my outfit, along with a pair of white, cotton, bikini cut panties and a bra. 
 
    Then I went to the desk drawer and got out Master Barrett’s punishment. 
 
    I remembered sitting there naked, us chatting on the computer, as I carefully pushed the tacks into the quarter inch rubber rectangles. Each was only two inches wide and three inches long, but I’d used up two packs of the store bought tacks. The vibrator in my pussy had buzzed nicely and when I finished, I held them up to the web camera for Master Barrett to examine. 
 
    “Nicely done, Breanne. Now I want you to lay them on the desk, with the points up. Then bend over and lay your tits on them, so that your nipples are pressed to the pins.” 
 
    I’d figured that was what he’d wanted, so I stood and did as asked. Less than a millimeter of sharp point was showing, but it was more than enough to give me a sharp prickling sensation. I groaned as wriggled, buzzing and wet.  
 
    “Now cum for me,” he’d demanded. 
 
    And I had. But each day after that I’d stuffed those little tack lined pads into my bra, and slipped one into my panties. It had been agonizing. 
 
    Master Barrett had also made it clear that I needed to have my vibroballs stuffed into my cunt, shaking at a brisk pace, and that climax was prohibited unless I was willing to purchase the orgasm. Purchase price? Pouring lemon juice over my body, in the shower, rubbing it into my breasts and pussy, thus giving me the right to masturbate. Have you any clue what that felt like? The first night I was sore and horny and my breasts had all these little red dots all over them. I had one of those huge bottles of lemon juice I bought at the store, which had been a trial all by itself.  One of those strips of tack lined rubber had been in my panties as well, so every step drove those little spikes into my pussy. Not deep. I didn’t bleed, at least not that first day. But I felt it. 
 
    That night in the shower, more than a little desperate, naked and with the water off, I’d bought my first orgasm. I lifted the lemon juice to my chin and poured a very generous amount right onto my throat. It cascaded down over my chest and that’s when the pain hit.  
 
    Have you ever had a paper cut and poured lemon juice on it? How about a scratched-up knee and treated it with iodine? Or maybe no-see-um bites followed by a jump in the ocean?  All I knew was that suddenly someone had decided to stick about a thousand invisible needles into my tits.  I dropped the bottle, grabbed my breasts with both hands and just endured.  
 
    For about four more seconds.  That’s when the lemon juice hit my pussy.  
 
    Granted, the damage there was not as intense as what had happened to my breasts, but it was still bad.  The tingling burning sensation intensified and I couldn’t help moving one hand downward, even as my body began curling up, sinking to the bathtub floor.  My fingers drove into my sex, trying to wipe away the virtual needles, but ended up moving inward. It was that moment that changed things.  As my hand plunged into my pussy, spreading, thrusting, forcing, the need and lust I had felt all fucking day suddenly roared back to life. Suddenly my breasts weren’t on fire, they were being whipped, the pain rushing down to my clit. My pussy burned, but that fire was quickly replaced by another as the juices rolled out of me, coating my petals and washing away the lemon juice.   
 
    I’m sure had anyone seen me, it would have been quite a sight. Naked girl, one arm pressed tightly to her breasts, gasping, with the other hand buried between her legs, collapsed in a bathtub, surrounded by a slowly draining puddle of lemon juice. Yum, right? 
 
    After I exploded, I struggled to my feet and got the water going. Even cold I stuck my tits right into the stream. It eased the burning, but since the water was near forty degrees, it chilled me.  I adjusted the water temp until it was almost scalding hot and washed away the lemon juice, my orgasm, and even tried to rub away the tenderness. I went to bed exhausted, still tender, and wondering how the hell I was going to manage the next day. 
 
    The alarm woke me at five am and I got dressed to go and do my chores. I slipped the rubber tack pads into my bra, feeling the pin pricks against my nipples, and then added the one between my legs. My labia took the brunt of the crotch pad, the sharp spikes teasing the soft petals. I zipped up my jeans, buckled my belt and carefully headed out to take care of the critters. 
 
    It wasn’t easy.  
 
    In cup size, I’m a 36C, which means my breasts are about the size of oranges.  I’m not sixteen anymore, but youthful exuberance has been replaced with what I like to think of as a mature grace. I can go bare breasted or wear a halter without a bra and it doesn’t look bad, which I suppose is a blessing. But I usually do wear a bra, mostly for comfort. But those pin pads? Each movement made my nipples tingle, and not in a pleasant way. Each swing of my arm made those pins dig into my flesh. 
 
    As for what was going on between my legs, well… the rubber pad had folded, getting wedged up into my slit and making life hell. Maybe it was the tightness of the jeans, or the fact I kept having to squat down. Twice I unbuckled my pants and reset the pad, but it kept doing it, scratching at my labia and leaving me breathless. I spent the morning tugging the damn thing out of my cunt, resisting the urge to buy another orgasm, and tolerating the gentle, yet incessant buzz of the vibroballs.  
 
    At least until I was able to go back inside.  
 
    That night I was once again desperate to cum. I climbed into the shower. Tentatively, and with just a bit of trepidation, I once again poured a liberal amount of lemon juice on my breasts.  I clenched my teeth, trying to keep from screaming, which came out a sort of this high keening gasp. I had brought my husky dildo in with me and I jammed it into my burning pussy, thrusting upward and fucking my brains out. I didn’t collapse into the tub this time. I sank down, propped my feet up, and went to town.  Oh god… release.  It was wonderful. 
 
    Wednesday had been a repeat of Monday and Tuesday. I’d worked the farm that morning, sexually frustrated and tormented, my pussy buzzing with vibroballs, my nipples and clit pinpricked and tantalized, until I’d finally gone back to my room, changed into more relaxing clothes, tossed the tack pads into the desk drawer, and sat down at the computer. 
 
    I turned it on and… 
 
    Blue screen of death.  
 
    Which meant getting dressed and going out.  
 
    I tugged off my gym shorts and pulled my panties down as I spread my legs. My poor pussy was already tender as I laid the tack lined piece of rubber in the crotch. I pulled the material up, wincing as the tiny tips of the tacks prickled against my labia, but it was where they poked and needled my clit that was the problem. And of course, having that tack pad in mean I had to turn on the vibroballs too. I swallowed hard as the vibrations turned my sex into an instant swamp of sexual need. 
 
    I lifted my shirt and pulled the front of my bra out. My nipples were showing more damage than my slit, but I tucked the tack pads into each cup anyway. Little sharp pricks seemed to dance around my nipples with each breath as I grabbed a pair of denim shorts and got dressed. I didn’t bother with boots but grabbed a pair of flip flops. Then I picked up my computer’s CPU and took it in.  
 
    Carrying a large box of metal into a computer repair store, when your bra is stuffed with tacks and your crotch is being slowly, yet steadily tenderized, and you’re suffering from a bad case of vibration, you wince a bit. I made it to the counter, got the paperwork filled out, and headed back out to the truck. Of course, this was when my phone rang. It was my mother. 
 
    “Hey Honey,” she said brightly. “I’m sorry I didn’t catch you before you left, but would you mind stopping by the store?” 
 
    I stifled the groan that almost escaped from my mouth. No, I didn’t want to go to the store! My nipples and clit felt like I was trying to impersonate a pincushion! Worse, the vibroballs would have to be on the entire time, and I was already dangerously close to orgasm. The only thing that was going to spare me was being able to turn them off for the drive home. Stopping at the store was just going to make it hurt. And possibly cum. Without having paid the purchase price of a lemon juice bath. 
 
    “Milk?” I asked, hoping for a one item shopping list. 
 
    Instead, I had to write it all fucking down and I felt myself flailing. Doomed. I was fucking doomed. 
 
    I stopped at the grocery store on the way back home and turned on the vibroballs. Carefully, walking slowly to prevent damage to my slit, I got a cart and began going down my mother’s list. It wasn’t easy. The pins and needles sensation was bad, but the growing pressure of sexual need was much, much worse. I began to pick up the pace, just because I didn’t want to cum in the store.  
 
    I hurried up to the register and set the twenty or so items my mother had asked me to get on the belt and stood waiting, hips twitching as the cashier, an elderly lady named Bobbi took practically forever to scan. I paid for the groceries and had barely made it to the door when my body gave out. There was just too many things going on and I managed to move to the side of the entrance, out of the way, where I jammed a knuckle in my mouth and popped like a balloon in a cactus garden. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Having escaped any serious notice, I padded out to the truck, put the groceries in the passenger seat, and the climbed in.  
 
    “Not good,” I muttered. “Not good.” 
 
    So, I called Kari.  
 
    “Hello dear heart,” she said primly. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    I bit my lip. “I’ve fucked up again,” I said softly. Kari laughed.  
 
    “Well, you’re consistent. Unauthorized orgasm?” 
 
    “Yep. Out front of the grocery store.” 
 
    Kari hummed. “I like it when you do it in public. But more importantly, you like doing it in public.” 
 
    I frowned. “No, I don’t!” I objected. “It’s not like that!”  
 
    “You may think of it differently, but the reality is that public humiliation intensifies your climax. Just as pain also makes your orgasms more intense.” 
 
    I couldn’t exactly argue with that, could I? 
 
    “Master Barrett had me make tack pads for my bra and panties,” I explained. “And I’m wearing the vibroballs.” 
 
    “So, what’s the problem?” She asked. 
 
    “I exploded without authorization?” I repeated. 
 
    She sighed. “Yes, but Barrett generally has a systemic response to this kind of violation. I presume he has, or will, execute an appropriate punishment.” 
 
    “My computer died,” I said softly. 
 
    There was a moment’s quiet. “Oh. I see.” 
 
    “I can’t contact him.” 
 
    “So, you called me, hoping that I would provide a suitable consequence, thus avoiding additional punishment from Barrett.” 
 
    I squirmed, which made my pussy hurt. “Well, I wouldn’t put it like that,” I complained.  
 
    “I certainly would,” she retorted. “How do you purchase orgasms now?” 
 
    I gritted my teeth. “Lemon juice bath.” 
 
    She let out a laugh. “Oh! I see now. You purposefully provide tiny, non-threatening cuts to your nipples and sex, are worked up into a froth, and then are forced to purchase relief by hurt yourself with lemon juice poured on those very spots. Diabolical.” She hummed a bit, thinking. “Hugs, then.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This evening, you will go out, with your tack pads and vibroballs, set to full power of course, and you will go out and hug a minimum of twenty people.” 
 
    I blinked. “Kari, that will mash the tacks into my tits!”  
 
    She laughed. “I’d also like you to wear white. In fact, the same outfit you wore on washing day will be totally acceptable.” 
 
    I frowned. “I can’t wear a bra with that shirt,” I objected. “It will show.” 
 
    She laughed. “So? This is punishment.” 
 
    I ground my teeth. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Yes. Take a large bottle of lemon juice with you. If you feel as if you’re about to explode, you know what to do.” 
 
    My mouth fell open. I stammered something unintelligible. Finally, the words formed. “You mean dump it on myself?” I demanded. 
 
    She chuckled. “Enjoy yourself,” she teased. Then she hung up. 
 
    “Bitch,” I growled, chucking my phone into the seat next to the groceries. I drove home fuming, brought the groceries in, went up to my room for the outfit Kari wanted, and then grabbed the bottle of lemon juice from the refrigerator, and went back out to the truck.  
 
    Hugging twenty people wasn’t going to be easy. It’s not that I’m squeamish about hugs. I’m not. But hugging is a personal thing. You get up close to someone. As I tried to figure out where I was going to go, I pulled over on the side of the farm to market road that ran south of our property and got out. I moved to the front of the truck, checked over my shoulder to make sure there weren’t any dust plumes on the horizon, and quickly stripped out of my blue denim shorts. These got placed on the hood, as did my tee shirt, and I stood there in just my bra and panties, the dark tack mats somewhat visible beneath the material. I donned the super tight, short shorts and groaned as the tack pad was wedged even tighter into my groin. The shirt, which was semi-loose, was awful because it left my bra straps and even a good portion of cup showing. I looked… 
 
    Ridiculous. 
 
    I climbed back into the truck and since it was a Thursday, decided that I needed somewhere known for attracting teenage males, all of whom would have no problem hugging a girl, especially a curvy redhead like me. I headed north up to I-10 and then turned east. About twenty minutes later I pulled into the Marq, a sort of weird, outdoor mall that catered to a younger crowd, and was immediately disappointed.  
 
    The place was practically empty. 
 
    Which of course made sense. They’d come out in the evening. It was still two o’clock in the afternoon. I rolled my eyes as I walked along, wincing and hip twitching as the vibroballs worked me in a tizzy. Finally, in desperation, I started asking random people if I could have a hug, just everyone walking along. 
 
    “Hi, I’m sorry to bother you. Can I give you a hug?” I said to one girl, dressed in a white striped shirt and blue apron. She looked at me in suspicion, but then shrugged, opening her arms. Our breasts pressed together and I squeezed her enough to make it feel like tiny razorblades where slicing up my nipples. She gave me a warm smile and went on her way. 
 
    The next was one of the janitors. He was sweeping and readily agreed to a hug. The fact he gave my bottom a squeeze was just the cost of doing business. Then I hugged an elderly guy walking near the theater. Then a… 
 
    Well, you get the idea, right? 
 
    There still weren’t that many people out and as the vibroballs pushed me closer to a lemon juice situation, I decided that I needed to be more proactive. I glanced up at the various marquees, looking for signage that would attract males. I yanked open one door, stepped inside the video game place, and looked for the salesclerk. 
 
    “Hi!” He said from one corner. “Can I help you?” He was clearly doing some reorganizing of the PlayStation games but he dropped that in favor of a customer. His eyes widened as he caught sight of me. I suppose that while I thought I looked ridiculous, the super tight shorts that barely covered my ass, combined with the bra and loose halter top sort of indicated… well… I’m not sure what it indicated. 
 
    I gave him a studious look back. He was typically nerdy, which is not an insult by the way, but a descriptor. He came complete with glasses, plaid button up shirt, and khaki pants. He was even just a touch overweight. But his hair was clean and combed and he had a nice goatee that was well trimmed. I stepped up next to him, gave him one of my smiles, and was about to ask for a hug, when he held up a hand. 
 
    “Let me guess,” he said, giving me a look. 
 
    I blinked. “A guess?” 
 
    “Your favorite game,” he replied.  
 
    My eyebrow arched up. “Uh, okay,” I replied. My pussy was quivering around the vibroballs and I was still nine hugs short. 
 
    “You look like a World of Warcraft girl,” he said cheerfully. 
 
    I shook my head. “Morrowind.” It was the only game I really played, and I played it on my now blue and dead computer. I wondered if I would have to start a new playthrough.  
 
    His eyes widened. “PC girl?” He groaned. “My selection isn’t very good,” he admitted. “But WoW is similar to Morrowind you know.”  
 
    “Wow?” 
 
    “World of Warcraft. Wow. Acronym. Easier than saying it each time.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t do well learning new games,” I admitted.  
 
    He smiled. “I could teach you,” he offered. But then his cheeks turned red. “I mean, um… I don’t mean… well…” 
 
    My eyes narrowed. “Are you asking me out on a date… to play a video game?” 
 
    It was almost cute. His eyes widened and his cheeks got even redder. Like the color of my hair. I gave him an appraising look. 
 
    “Alright,” I said. “But I have a weird habit though. It might be a bit disturbing.” 
 
    His eyebrow went up.  “What’s that?” 
 
    I leaned in close, close enough for the tips of my tack tormented breasts to touch his arm.  I looked at him conspiratorially and whispered. “I like to play games naked.” 
 
    You should have seen the look on his face. Shock. Comprehension. Then abstract follow through.  
 
    “Are you still willing to teach me?” 
 
    He nodded stupidly, still to shocked to respond.  
 
    I nodded.  “Just one more thing though. I like having a vibrator up inside me too. I find it relaxing. That won’t like… disturb you, would it?” 
 
    His head shook side to side, his eyes wide, the grin on his face huge.   
 
    I pulled out my phone. “Name? Address?” 
 
    Once we were done exchanging numbers and stuff, I reached up, and hugged him, hard.  By this time, I was desperate and I clung to him, my hips rubbing my crotch against his leg as I held on to him. He didn’t break my grip on him as I clearly humped his leg. The tacks bit into me and I could even feel a few on my clit. It was very intense. Then I whimpered slightly as the orgasm shot through me and I groaned. 
 
    He looked down at me.  “Did you just… uh…what was that?” he asked. 
 
    I shuddered and took a deep breath, face flushed and satisfied. I gave him a smile, a chaste kiss on the cheek and said, “You’ll find out Friday night.” Then I waved and headed out of the store. 
 
    Once outside I looked around. I felt… tense. Another orgasm. More punishment? I shook my head. “Screw this,” I muttered. I pulled the bottle of lemon juice out of my bag, set my stuff down a few feet away, and then poured the contents of the bottle down my front.  
 
    Pain. I let out a choked cry as the burning sensation exploded at the tips of my breasts. I let the bottle fall with a clatter and I grabbed my stuff, shuffling forward as the agony seared me. I did everything but run toward my truck, scared that moving too fast would cut up my pussy. But then the lemon juice made it to my crotch, soaking my shorts and seeping between the tack pad and my cunt. 
 
    Fire seemed to ignite and the pain made the vibrations of the two shaking spheres inside me seem small and inconsequential. I stumbled, lurching forward, arms wrapped around my torso, tears streaming down my face. But there weren’t enough people around. No one seemed to notice. I made it back to my truck, fingers trembling, just as the pain started to dim. 
 
    It took another ten minutes of me sitting there, vibroballs on, my front soaked in lemon juice, before my fried nerves finally recovered. Wet and sticky, I shuddered, pussy still burning, my nipples dipped in lava, as I struggled through the torture. I wasn’t really with it when my phone rang. I didn’t recognize the number. 
 
    “Hello?”  
 
    “Hi. Is this Breanne Erickson?” 
 
    “Yes,” I breathed. 
 
    “This is Bob at the Computer Place. Your PC is fixed.” 
 
    I blinked. “What?” 
 
    “Your computer. You had a bad device driver. We reloaded your operating system and updated the drivers, but the best part was that you had Norton on your system. Everything was backed up. All your data is still there.” 
 
    My Morrowind game… I couldn’t help smiling.  
 
    “So, I can come pick it up?” I asked. 
 
    “We’ll be here until six pm.” Then he hung up. 
 
    That evening, I turned on my computer and quickly checked my email. I wasn’t surprised to see a message from Master Barrett: 
 
      
 
    Breanne, I couldn’t get ahold of you, but I assume that everything is fine and you are enjoying your role as a human pin cushion. I've been thinking it would be a shame to end this experiment in sexual torture on Saturday, as that would be only 2 days from you completing a full week, so I think we'll move the end date back to Sunday night. Also, as you haven't got your usual amount of extra exercise from fucking this week due to the restraints I placed upon you, I feel it would be a good idea for you to complete 5 NHPS push-ups every hour for the rest of your week. Complete with the tack pads in place and your vibroballs buzzing at high. 
 
    NHPS push-ups differ from normal push-ups. To complete one properly, you must lower yourself completely to the ground, resting your upper body weight on your tits. Clasp your hands together behind your back at the "bottom" of every push up. Admittedly this will mean that you will be lying on your tits and the tacks will press deeper into your nipples, but that’s the price of fitness! No pain no gain and all that. 
 
    I also don’t want your pussy feeling left out. I think straddling something like a fence post after your NHPS pushups for five minutes would be appropriate, or if that is too much, delivering 5 strokes of a ruler or sap to your clit would be an acceptable alternative. We don't want your tits getting all the attention, do we? Don’t forget – if you want to cum you’ll need to pour lemon juice all over your body. 
 
      
 
    I sat back, swallowing. Pushups? Straddling the fence? Two more days of sharp pokes? And what about my date? I bit my lip and glanced at the clock. Slowly I stood up, lifted my shirt, and put the tack pads back in my bra and panties. I turned the vibroballs back on, and carefully laid down on the floor.  
 
    “Owww,” I groaned as I lifted myself up, then came back down, resting on my breasts, feeling the pins dig into my tits. I put my hands behind my back, rolling left and right, whimpering. Then I lifted myself back up. 
 
    Damn that hurt. I did another one. Then another. When I finished five, I headed downstairs, rushed past my parents in the living room, opened the refrigerator and then ran outside. I ran out toward the barn, the sharp tacks digging at my pussy, my nipples tingling as the vibroballs rumbled and shook inside me, and I climbed up onto the fence, my bare feet on the metal poles as I swung a leg over.  
 
    I trembled, shaking as I lowered myself down. I was so close. So close to hurting. My pussy tightened down as I sat, resting my weight on the railing. I rocked forward, gasping as the sharp metal tacks dug deep into my labia and clit and then, I let my feet slip.  
 
    “Oh! Oh fuck!” I whimpered, my hand shaking as I unscrewed the bottle. In my head, I thought back to my conversation with Kari. Pain also makes your orgasms more intense. 
 
    “I know,” I whispered back. And the bottle tipped. 
 
    And then… then I came.  
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   No Release for You – 10/31/10 
 
      
 
    I could always tell when it was coming a day or two in advance, without even counting. The first sign was sarcasm. Or… if I’m going to be honest, a drastic increase in sarcasm. Now, I’m not saying that I’m always sarcastic either. Sometimes I’m just drunk. Still, there are few people on the planet who can tolerate me post-menstrual, which is one of the reasons I love Kari. We were sitting at a table in one of the little cafés that Kari liked, her sipping delicately at her coffee, while I slurped at a chai latte like some country bumpkin. Hell, even our clothes emphasized the difference between us. She was in a tailored suit, high heels, and was blonde and beautiful, while I was wearing blue jeans, a blue plaid button up shirt, and cowboy boots. Oh, with dyed hair the color of a fire engine. It screamed “country cunt”. Kari eyed me delicately as complained. 
 
    “Why don’t they understand that it’s just gross?” I demanded.  
 
    Kari gave me a patient look, nodding sympathetically.  
 
    “I mean, come on. Don’t I deserve a break?” I continued, practically without a breath. “I share all this stuff with them, and then I get another assignment like this and it just makes me want to scratch someone’s eyeballs out.”  
 
    Kari took another sip of coffee. 
 
    “Can you believe this shit?” I said in frustration, pointing down at my phone. The email from Master Mark was on the screen. “It’s like he doesn’t understand the difference between clitoral and vaginal orgasms! What do I need to do? Explain them?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Kari replied calmly. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “That’s ridiculous! Don’t they cover that stuff in that class about sex in high school?” I stopped to take a breath and then realized that I was probably being a little loud. I glanced around the café and realized that a couple of people were looking over at us. My face turned the color of hair and I took a long glug of my tea. 
 
    “Bre, I think you need to adopt a more positive outlook on this issue,” said Kari. 
 
    I put down my cup. “I am maintaining a positive outlook. I’m positive that men are assholes.” 
 
    Kari face really didn’t change expression, but I could tell that irritated her. 
 
    “Are you sure they’re the problem?” She asked carefully. 
 
    I deflated like a cold, hot air balloon. “No,” I whimpered. “I’m the problem,” I replied, switching emotional states as easy as a couch potato switches television channels. “It’s why I suck at relationships. It would be better if boys were dicks.” 
 
    Kari stared at me and I looked up at her, near tears. 
 
    “I think it would be best for you to go home, eat a bowl of chocolate ice cream, watch some television, or go horseback riding.” 
 
    I blinked. “Why?” 
 
    She reached out and patted my hand. “Because it’s your time of the month darling.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said dispiritedly. “Fuck.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ever since I became sexually active, I’d sort of established a routine about my TOTM, or “time of the month.” I don’t want to get into the biology, or the messy parts, but put simply, I’d accepted it as sort of a necessary break. On most days, I’m rather intense. At least sexually. I masturbate four or five times a day unless instructed otherwise, and ever since I discovered that humiliation and pain tended to supercharge my orgasms, I’m usually in some sort of advanced arousal, teetering on the edge of orgasm.  
 
    Or, you know, trying to get there again. 
 
    So, having a five-day vacation from being a nympho humiliation pain slut wasn’t exactly a bad thing. It gave my body time to heal, my mind to rest, and to give myself a sort of reset. Of course, I could have done without the cramps, headaches, hunger pangs, and emotional rollercoaster, but I like to look at the silver lining.  
 
    As usual, I’d let my bevy of online masters and mistresses, the folks who generated the various assignments that tested my sexual mettle, that I was out of commission and was not surprised when Master Mark’s chat message popped up in the little window. 
 
    “Good Morning, Breanne. How’s my favorite little fuck slut?” 
 
    I sighed. A massive dose of pain killer laced with something to help my cramps had made life tolerable, but what I really wanted to do was curl up on the couch opposite my dad, with a bag of Hershey’s Hugs, and watch the History Channel.  
 
    “I’m fine,” I typed. Word to the wise. Any woman who says she’s fine isn’t. We are NEVER fine. Ever.  
 
    “I’m glad to hear it,” he wrote back. “I’m sorry it’s your time of the month, but have you considered my submitted assignment?” 
 
    Master Mark had sent me an email asking why I was not doing assignments during my time of the month. I hadn’t responded to that letter because I thought the answer was obvious. I'm not "available". Besides, I needed the break from all the punishments I’d been suffering lately. But in the letter, Master Mark made it very clear that he felt that even though I was out of service, I should still be servicing others. 
 
    “I have an assignment for you,” he wrote.  
 
    I grimaced. “Sorry, out of service.” 
 
    “What about Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number Three?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and uttered a curse. What. He couldn’t hear it. We were typing.  
 
    “That rule doesn’t override medical issues,” I responded.  
 
    “Breanne, it’s not like I’m asking you to do anything outside the norm,” Master Mark replied. “Besides, maybe this is what you need to get you through it. Please?” 
 
    I bit my lip. I really didn’t want an assignment. I wanted to take a hot bath. 
 
    “Look, do my assignment and you’ll earn yourself a freebie.” 
 
    “A freebie?” 
 
    “Yes. You’ll be able to skip a punishment.” 
 
    That got my attention. Mark’s punishments weren’t generally as bad as Master Barrett’s, but they were still intense. 
 
    I waffled. Then folded. Just a little. “Okay, tell me the assignment. If I think I can handle it, I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Great!” He typed. “Because it’s Blowjob Friday!” 
 
    Fuck.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I know I surprised my mother when I told her that I was going out, and she eyed me with an expression of suspicion. Normally, I am a stay-at-home sort of person when I’m not feeling good, so this was definitely out of the norm. But she looked at my attire, found it to her approval, and shrugged. I gave her a kiss on the cheek, said goodbye to everyone else, and then headed out to my truck.   
 
    I was dressed comfortably, or at least what the more conservative, mousy, brown-haired Breanne would have opted to wear.  Western style boots, tube socks, blue denim jeans, a teal and turquoise button up western shirt, belt, bra, panties, pad and… my clitoral vibrator. The last item was strapped on over my white cotton panties and under my jeans. And before you ask, yes – the conservative Bre would still be wearing that. She’s just as much a slut as I am. She’s just… private about it.  I looked very Texan. I even put my hair in a ponytail.  No hat though. That would just be silly.   
 
    At first, I thought about heading to the mall, but I’d been doing that an awful lot lately and I thought maybe I should try something different. I've been having way too much sex at the mall. I have sex there more often than I shop. That's sort of depressing.  So, I needed a change of scenery.  I started driving toward Houston, trying to think of options and headed down the 610 loop toward the Galleria.  But instead of going into another mall, I decided to try the high rise instead. It was a Friday afternoon, and you never know who might be loitering around an office building, right? 
 
    Right after I parked, I unzipped and unbuckled my jeans, reached into my pants, and activated the butterfly vibrator, setting it to low. A flurry of vibrations surged directly into my clit, the panties only providing moderate protection from the intensity. I gulped, shocked that even feeling the way I did, there was still sufficient sexual stimulation to get me going. I could feel my pussy ripening and I didn’t want to contemplate what that was going to do to my menstrual flow. I’ve had sex once during my TOTM. It was a mess. Yuck. 
 
    I moaned. I hadn't had an orgasm in a day or two and I hadn’t realized just how much that break would leave me susceptible to the butterfly vibe. I buttoned up my jeans, my pussy already quivering, and then climbed out of my truck. The walk over to the office building was not bad, but before I had even entered the lobby, much less started looking for a "blowjob buddy" as Master Mark so quaintly put it, I reached the five-minute mark. That happened just as I reached the glass doors, so I opened them, walked to the elevators, waited patiently for the first one, and then got in, pressing the button for the top floor.  As soon as the doors closed and the elevator started going up, I snapped open my jeans and thumbed the butterfly to maximum. 
 
    You need to understand that I was already pretty charged.  Granted, I wasn't flouncing around in a mini-skirt and halter top, pussy stuffed with my vibroballs on maximum. But the direct stimulation to my clit, even through the panties, was difficult to ignore. It was overwhelming and I felt my cramps fade into the background, and even my general grouchiness seemed to disappear as I became focused on finding cock. I leaned against the mirrored wall of the elevator as it rose, closed my eyes, and quietly endured.  I made it about three more minutes before I felt the spasms of a clitoral orgasm. The vibrations, right above my clit, had set me quivering and my thighs squeezed together as my hips jerked. I felt a gush of wetness, but then the earthquakes started to subside, leaving me with the aftershocks of release and the still quivering, still maddening, still vibrating butterfly stimulator on my clit. 
 
    “Damn,” I whispered in the solitude of the elevator. My pussy clenched tightly, the vibrations pushing at me almost instantly and I knew it wouldn't be long before I was right back at the edge of the cliff, ready to jump. 
 
    It was a long ride up, which was good, and evidently no one else was going up.  When I got to the top floor I got out, slightly damp in certain spots and certainly a little punch drunk on endorphins. I made one circuit of the top floor, noting the various offices, then went back to the elevator and rode back down. Back in the lobby I stepped out of the elevator, found an unobtrusive spot, and waited.  This was incredibly hard to do because the butterfly was slowly taking my arousal levels back to the fourteenth story. It was going slower than before, but the pressure was still building. Thankfully, I only had to wait about ten minutes before a man dressed in a business suit came in through the lobby and went right up to the elevator, pressing the button. I made my move. I stepped up to the door, got next to him, got a glance from him, and gave him one of my million watt “please let me suck your cock” smiles. 
 
    No response.   
 
    So, I said, "hi."  He glanced back over at me, obviously putting me in the category of "cowgirl".   
 
    "Good afternoon."   
 
    "How are you today?" I asked.  Conversation is always a good start.  
 
    He looked back at the elevator. His expression was resigned. "I'm fine. Thank you," he replied, clearly wanting to end the conversation. He didn't ask me how I was. Too bad too. The answer would have been interesting, if a little complicated. The elevator dinged, or beeped, or rang, or whatever, and the doors slid open. Two people got out and together we stepped in. I hoped he'd press a button for one of the higher floors, but he didn't. He was only going up to 23. I pressed the 40 button and the elevator started up the shaft. 
 
    "So... anything exciting happen to you today?" I asked. My voice may have been just a little intense.  I was starting to feel the oncoming orgasmic wave again. It wasn't too close, at least another five minutes away, but it was coming.  He glanced down at me.  There was a long pause, a silence that felt awful, and then he looked back at the elevator door. 
 
    "No," he said.   
 
    "That's too bad," I replied. "Would you like something exciting to happen to you?" I asked. I moved a little closer, turning my face to look at him, licking my lips slightly. 
 
    He ignored me resolutely.  "I have a heart condition," he said in response. I blinked.  Then the elevator dinged, the doors opened, and he stepped out. He didn’t even look back at me and the doors closed, leaving me still stunned at my own failure and wondering if I was going to have another orgasm before I got back down to the lobby. Then the elevator whooshed upward and let me out on the fortieth floor.  
 
    I had my second, faster achieved but more powerful clitoral orgasm while circumnavigating the top floor of the building. My jeans were getting decidedly damn in the crotch and I wondered if I needed to change my pad. I could feel the sensitivity of my clit too, which wasn’t as much of a problem for me as it could be for other women.  
 
    For example, Kari is so freaking sensitive that she can barely stand sex. One orgasm, like every other week, and she’s satisfied. I’ve literally seen her curl up into a ball after just a minute of me licking her in the right spot, shuddering as the orgasm overloaded her nervous system, pushing me away.  
 
    I, on the other hand, still get sensitive, but I’m masochistic as well. I have the orgasm and then the sensitivity that develops tends to, well… excite me. Sexually. 
 
    Fucked up, huh? 
 
    I prefer vaginal orgasms of course. If I were strapped down to a table, while someone screwed me with a dildo, or even with real cock, or even one of those fucking machines, I could do non-stop cumming until I got dehydrated. Add some lubricant and the occasional sip from a water bottle, and I could go hours. Let me up to work my muscles a bit, use the restroom, and then strap me back down in a different position and I could probably go DAYS. Cumming repeatedly. Wouldn't that be an interesting assignment? 
 
     Breanne, you will go to Kari and Robert's place and ask them to keep you tied down and fucked for a minimum of three days.  You can only get up to use the restroom and you will continue getting fucked while eating. 
 
    Hmmm... that might be a new poll for the blog.  Would you like to read about that?  Probably be a boring story though.  8am: I got fucked.  9am: I got fucked. 10am: Yep, still fucking. Yada yada yada. Anyway, after my second clitoral orgasm, my clit was starting to get sensitive and I was thinking of being a bit more aggressive with my next target. I mashed my thumb on the elevator down button and resumed my station in the lobby, looking for Mr. Right.  
 
    Well, Mr. Right Now. 
 
    Almost fifteen minutes later and well into the "oh my god please make it stop” stage of my sexual torment, I observed a young man with a brief case step up to the elevator. He was alone, which was nice since the other two possible targets that I had seen had been surrounded by people. He had a head of thick hair, dark, with just a little bit of highlight at the temples, as if he were going to gray quickly. He was clean shaven and his suit was on the expensive side. The brief case was not. Quickly I moved over to the elevator, gave him my smile, and started up my conversational approach.  
 
    “Hi!” I said brightly.  
 
    He grinned back at me. “Hello yourself,” he replied, giving me a once over. It didn’t last long. Evidently my conservative attire put me in the “cute but not sexually appealing category.” I needed to do something about that. My hand went up to my shirt and as we got into the elevator, I unfastened the top button. It didn’t really improve things and I watched as he mashed the 48 button on the elevator.   
 
    "Which floor are you going to?" he asked politely. I nodded at the panel. "Forty-eight," I replied. His eyebrow went up and he smiled but didn't ask any questions as he looked away. I undid another button. 
 
    Before I could ask my "excitement question", he looked around the elevator suddenly, searching for something. I blushed, knowing what he was looking for.   
 
    "Is everything okay?" I asked.  He gave me a shrug.  
 
    "I hear a buzzing noise." 
 
    I took a deep breath. "That's just my vibrator," I replied, nonchalantly.   
 
    That got his attention. He turned and looked at me. I smiled, a little embarrassed. 
 
    "Really?" he asked, sounding curious. I nodded. 
 
    "I have to leave it on until I give a stranger a blowjob," I explained. Another quirked eyebrow. 
 
    "Says who?" he asked. Now that's an astute question. 
 
    I shrugged. "It's a sex assignment. From online."  I gave him a crafty and what I hope was a sexy look. "Want to help me out?" I slipped another button. Now I was showing some decent cleavage. 
 
    "Just a blowjob?" he asked politely.   
 
    I grinned. "Well, I need a spanking too. Ten swats to be precise."  
 
    He gave me this look and then shook his head. The elevator dinged and the doors opened. We both got out. He turned and looked at me. "You're serious, aren't you?"  
 
    I nodded. Things were starting to get a little more tense for me, but maybe the way my hips were churning helped, because he finally smiled and then motioned me down the corridor.   
 
    "Come down to my office," he said. 
 
    I preceded him down the hall, but he followed immediately and he asked me to stop when we passed a door marked with “Walker Russell” and "Investment Broker/ Financial Adviser." He opened the door with a key and allowed me to enter, showing me a rather spacious office, complete with large desk, a flat screen computer, and a credenza that held enough books, art, and knickknacks to please even Kari and her interior designer fetish. There were four chairs in the office. One behind the desk, two comfy looking ones in front of it, and a rather extraneous wooden one sitting in the corner next to a Ficus tree. The view out the window was stunning and I could see the Houston skyline. It was breathtaking. Of course, all this was eclipsed by the fact that my clit was over-sensitized and quite tender.  On most girls, this would be a signal to stop. To say "thank you I've had enough".  For me however, that little bit of pain was like Captain Kirk screaming into the intercom, "WARP SPEED, SCOTTY!"  It hurt, yes. But in a way that made me just purr and want more of it. Butterfly stimulators always do that to me. My chastity belt has a clit bump that vibrates just like my butterfly. I can't handle it. Constantly cumming. 
 
    But you like that just as much as I do, don't you? 
 
    "So, how much is this going to cost me?" Walker asked.   
 
    I shook my head with a slightly irritated look.  "Nothing. I'm not a prostitute. I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut doing a sex assignment. I'm not allowed to fuck anyone, but I have to give a blowjob before I can turn off the butterfly vibrator on my clit." 
 
    This resulted in me having to explain what a butterfly vibrator was. Finally, I just unbuttoned my jeans, unbuckled my belt, and showed him.  
 
    Then we got down to business. He moved to his chair behind the desk, rotating it so that I could kneel easily. I came around and knelt, trying desperately to ignore the onslaught of vibrations being perpetrated on my clitoris. Then my fingers moved up to his belt and helped him get little Walker out. His cock wasn't circumcised, which doesn't bother me, but I don't see it that often either. Most guys I know have their foreskin removed. I guess it was thing. But after a minute of playing with him, I got to work, bending down to start with some concerted lollipop style licking. 
 
    I know… you were expecting the normal “bobbing” sort of thing, but for some reason, I wanted to take my time. Or more accurately, really make this blowjob perfect. Maybe it was his foreskin. Maybe I was intrigued. I don’t know. But I exposed his head and licked round it, then popped the tip into my mouth, swirling my tongue in soft circles, only to let it go and run my tongue from the tip to his balls along the underside. He liked that, I can assure you, and I did some things to his testicles with my nails that had him hard as a rock and pulsing in minutes. 
 
    And even then, I still didn’t just gobble him down. I toyed with him. I teased him. I worked him into the same sort of desperation I was in. I put my entire mind into the blowjob, rather than the forced stimulation of my own nerve packed sweet spot. I kept up the focus, even though we were both heading toward climax. His hands came up to my head and before he could force me, I finally went fully down on him, bobbing and slurping on his cock with measured thrusts. He groaned, gripping the armrests of his chair as I swallowed his sword and I could tell he was close, when my own body gave out. 
 
    I don’t mean that I stopped sucking his cock. On the contrary, I increased the suction. But down between my legs my clitoris was shaking and the orgasmic pressure had built to a point that something had to give. I gasped, humming my pleasure and pain into Walker's cock and he groaned, his hips pumping upward. My left hand, which had been stroking his balls, moved down to my crotch, pressing hard against the butterfly, right through my jeans. I quivered violently, eyes closing as I orgasmed. Energy surged through me, pleasure and that same cutting sensation, right across my clitoris. I knelt there, Walker’s cock in my mouth, as I sucked and came. 
 
    Maybe it was my soft mouth, or the fact that the entire situation was a turn on, or maybe it was how I quivered with orgasm, but he came only moments later, shooting his copious load into my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could and managed to get most of it down, which is exactly perfect for a wannabe porn princess like me. A little dribble down the side of your mouth is good "art".  He groaned and sort of relaxed into the chair, but I kept sucking on him, long after he had started to go limp, which is also proper behavior for wannabe porn princesses. I only stopped when he started to firm up, just a little bit.   
 
    Always leave them wanting. Right? 
 
    I climbed to my feet. My clit felt raw and tender, especially since I hadn’t turned off the butterfly vibrator. I felt an urge to unbutton my jeans and turn the damn thing off, but I knew what had to happen and began unfastening the buttons of my shirt. "Are you ready to give me my spanking?" I asked, exposing my bra. 
 
    He blinked a bit, trying to mentally reconcile the orgasm he’d just had with the continuing sexual experience and when I pulled my shirt off, then reached behind my back to remove my bra, I saw his cock sort of bob. He was getting aroused again.  
 
    "So, you are supposed to get ten spanks for having an orgasm when you aren't allowed too?" he asked. I nodded and then let my bra fall. His eyes widened and I could tell what he really wanted to do was cup my breasts.  
 
    "And if you don’t want to spank my bottom, then I'm supposed to take off my shirt and let you spank these," I said, placing my hands under both tits. I lifted them up, offering them playfully. “Either way, spankings are supposed to be done bare breasted,” I assured him. 
 
    A contemplative look crossed his face and I could see the wheels turning. "But you just came. Didn’t you cum earlier too?” He asked me. 
 
    I smiled. "I only have to get the spanks if I cum. Not how many times I cum."   
 
    Another arched eyebrow.  "How many times have you cum since you weren't allowed to?" 
 
    "Three sir," I replied. “Two before I met you, and then the one I had just now.” I could see where this was going and he took it there a second later. 
 
    He grinned and gave me an expectant look.  "Then it sounds to me like you deserve thirty swats." I kept a calm face and stared at him. "Ten for the first one, on your ass. Ten for the second, on your tits. And an additional ten wherever I want to put them for the third." 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I nodded. Some little part of me wanted to be hurt.  
 
    “Take off your jeans,” he ordered. 
 
    My eyes widened. “Uh… it’s supposed to be with them on, sir.”  
 
    The look he gave me was more than enough. I unsnapped the button, undid the zipper, and wriggled back and forth until I was standing there in my panties. He could see the butterfly strapped over my pussy and I kicked off my shoes. I tugged off my socks too and then stood there, mostly naked.  
 
    Then he grabbed my wrist, pulled me across his lap, and yanked down the back of my underwear. I gasped as his hand rubbed at my bare bottom, kneading my buttocks with strong, firm fingers before finally taking the first swing. I squirmed as his hand went up, but then yelped when it came back down in a blistering blow that stung like the dickens. My toes curled as I shifted and then he repositioned me slightly. Now my loins were pressed tightly against his thigh and I realized that my weight, and his leg, were acting as vice, jamming the fucking butterfly vibrator tight against my clitoris. 
 
    He gave me another spank and if he realized I was thrusting my hips, using the force of his swing to rub the damn vibrator against my pussy, then he must have approved. I whimpered, and not the kind that suggested I was in distress. I whimpered in a way that made it damn clear there better be more coming.  
 
    Walker provided.  
 
    The blows rained down on my ass and I wriggled back and forth, sensation and heat and pleasure merging. I wasn’t technically close to cumming when he finished the first ten spanks, but gosh darn it, I was now just as fucking desperate as I had been when sucking his cock.  
 
    “Now, your tits,” he said in a measured voice. I stood there, quivering, wondering how he wanted me. Then he pointed at the floor. “Kneel down and put your hands behind your head.” 
 
    I nodded, still trying not to twitch from the butterfly, or beg him for another across the lap spanking. I realized I was panting, my body trembling from adrenaline and need. I lifted my hands, interlaced my fingers as I presented myself and that’s when he indulged. His hands came up, rubbing my nipples with his thumbs, teasing the tips, then twisting the tips as if they were radio dials. I groaned. I whimpered. I shook. And the look of sexual desperation on my face finally must have told him what I needed. He lifted his right hand and gave my tits a swat. It didn’t hurt. It didn’t even sting. I blinked. 
 
    “You can hit me harder sir,” I said honestly. Walker’s eyes widened and his face darkened. He nodded, then slapped my jugs with a stroke that would have even impressed my mistress, Julie. I cried out, twisting from the blow, but kept my place and he hit me again, from the other direction. The ache and the sting surged through me almost together, but then the sting carried across my chest to my right breast as his fingertips finished the swing.  I gasped, hunching slightly as the tension built and then came another stroke. And another. He used both hands, focusing on one breast with each swing, but making sure that each blow caught both at the same time. After five I was gasping, wincing, my breasts hot and heavy. At eight I was whimpering, flinching as the next stroke fell.  At ten I was almost crying.   
 
    Walker seemed to enjoy my suffering almost as much as he enjoyed the blowjob.  I stayed in position, blinking back tears.  and he reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a real wooden ruler. He lifted it, showed it to me, and then held it in front of my face. 
 
    “Kiss it.” 
 
    I pecked the damn thing. Then he gave me a choice. 
 
    "The last ten can be either on your tits, or on your ass, or split between them. But it's going to hurt." 
 
    I knew where I really wanted the strokes. I wanted to yank the damn butterfly vibrator off and remove my panties. I wanted to climb up onto his desk and spread my legs. And I wanted to beg him to hit my clit over and over again, forget the ten stroke limit, until he felt my pussy was properly hot and wet and ready to take his cock. And then I wanted him to fuck me hard. I wanted him to skewer me so deep that I would have trouble walking later. I wanted him to cum inside me, filling me like a cream-stuffed donut. 
 
    I swallowed. “Split the strokes sir. Five on my breasts, five on my bottom.” 
 
    “Very well. Turn around, bend over the desk, and present your ass.”  
 
    I turned around, bent over, and put my boobs on the bare wooden surface. It felt cool on my cooked breasts and I arched my back. The back of my panties were still rolled up under my buttocks and I felt the sharp edge of the ruler against my buttocks.  
 
    “Don’t forget to count,” he said. Then he hit me. 
 
    “One!” I gasped. The sting was bitter, but to be honest, wasn’t as bad as what he’d inflicted earlier with just his bare hand. I winced, gritting my teeth, bracing for the next stroke. It came quickly, striking a bit lower, and I hissed, eyes closing against the pain. The third stroke caught more of my left cheek than the right and I jerked, which jammed the butterfly against the side of the desk. 
 
    And my pussy. 
 
    Suddenly, my heart began to race and I pressed hard, my hips twisting as I humped Walker’s desk. He gave me another stroke, but this time the burning heat got swallowed by the agony and ecstasy streaming up from my crotch. I whimpered, hips rolling as I worked myself closer and closer. He gave me my fifth spank and I could feel the heat penetrating. Then my pussy began going through a series of spasms, and my fourth clitoral orgasm burned through me. I cried out, jamming a knuckle into my mouth to muffle the sound of my climax. 
 
    Walker recognized what was happening immediately. He grabbed hold of me, flipped me around, and lifted me up. The room spun, for a couple of reasons and the next thing I knew I was looking up at the ceiling, laying partially on his desk, my bare feet bracing against his chair. He stood off to the side slightly, rather than between my legs. He reached up, grabbed my left tit, plumping it firmly, then gave me two quick strokes. 
 
    Pain cut through my orgasmic bliss and I winced. He snapped the ruler again, right in the same spot, and my nipple seemed to puff up. Two more blows landed and I had to grab hold of the desk with both hands, just to keep from covering up. I expected him to move to the other side, to spread the ten strokes out between both breasts, but to my dismay, he went right on smacking the same spot with the ruler. My nipple exploded in pain and I jerked slightly, my hands coming up to grab hold of Walker's arm. He didn’t seem to feel it and I still caught the tenth spank. It was only through force of effort that I didn't cover my breast, roll away, or scream. He held me there as I panted, face flushed, whimpering. 
 
    “Now, for your other tit.” 
 
    My eyes snapped open, but it was too late. This time he went fast and instead of grabbing my boob and squeezing it, he grabbed my right wrist, holding it down, even as his leg pinned my other arm. I cried out as the ruler slapped against my soft bits and heat roared in my ears. I tried rolling away but he held me in place until I was shaking with the pain. Then the stinging burn stopped and I lay there. Tears had streamed down the side of my face and he pulled me up, and then into his lap as he sat down. His mouth went to my breasts and I whimpered, groaning as he sucked hard on my left nipple, then moved to the right.    
 
    Then his hand pushed between my legs and with a simple flick of his finger, the butterfly vibrator was switched off. Sweet glory. I sagged as the intense stimulation stopped, ceased, halted, froze, and released me. My tenderized, over-sensitive clit shuddered in sudden silence and even more tension poured out of my body. His tongue lapped at my nipple and I sighed in relief.   
 
    "You came earlier, didn't you? When I was spanking your bottom with the ruler." Walker asked. I clung to him as I nodded  
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    With a sigh he turned the chair slightly, reaching past my mostly naked body to look at the calendar. "Thursday. Two pm. That work for you?" 
 
    I blinked.  "Excuse me?" 
 
    He gave me a very even stare. "You came again. That's another ten strokes, but I can't give them to you now. I have an appointment in about forty minutes that I’ll need to prepare for. Your appointment will be on Thursday at two. Get here a bit early. Wear something appropriate. And make sure this is on." His fingers patted the clitoral stimulator still strapped to my crotch over my panties. 
 
    He pushed me a little at that point and I disengaged, getting out of his lap to stand. I pulled the back of my panties up, covering my reddened ass. Then I put on my bra. He got his own clothes back in order as I pulled my jeans back up over my hips and hot, pummeled bottom. 
 
    “Thursday at two,” I repeated, looking at him.  
 
    He grinned. 
 
    I licked my lips. “You know, I’ll probably have more orgasms between then and now.” 
 
    His eyebrow went up. “Really? Well that will be unfortunate, won’t it? Especially if each one means another ten spanks. I hope your breasts and bottom can take that kind of punishment.” 
 
    I grinned. “Well, there’s another spot you could hit with the ruler,” I said softly. Maybe even eagerly. And for some reason, I unbuttoned my jeans. His eyes widened as I pulled them down, just enough, for him to see the clitoral butterfly vibrator. I tapped it, flipping the switch, turning it on. Fresh oscillations poured into my abused, tender, swollen clit. “And on Thursday, there won’t be any restrictions.” 
 
    Walker smiled. “You turned it back on. What if you cum?” 
 
    I smiled as I headed to the door, but I looked back at him. “Then I guess there will be more spanks! See you Tuesday.” 
 
    “At two.” He gave me a little wave. 
 
    I laughed as I walked out of his office. “I hope you’ve cleared your schedule,” I whispered as I walked down that hallway. And it wasn’t until I got into the elevator that the butterfly vibrator pushed me over the edge. Again.  
 
    Boom. 
 
      
 
    Breanne, just because your time of the month means you can’t have sexual release, doesn’t mean you can’t give it to others. You will dress in tight blue jeans, and a dress up shirt, with whatever footwear you desire. You will also wear your butterfly clitoral vibrator OVER your panties. Perhaps you’ll still be able to experience an orgasm.  You will then drive somewhere you think it possible to locate a stranger you can give a blow job too. The moment you arrive at this area, you will turn your butterfly to low.  Should you be unsuccessful in finding an appropriate blowjob buddy within five minutes, you are to turn the butterfly to high and continue looking for a partner. You will then give your new blowjob buddy a blowjob. Then you can turn off the vibrator. But should you orgasm, either vaginally or clitorally during this assignment, you will ask your BJ Buddy to spank your bottom ten times, as hard as possible. Remember, spankings need to be done bare breasted and bare bottomed. If he declines to spank your ass, then present your breasts to him and ask him to slap your breasts ten times as hard as he can. – Master Mark 
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   Get Out and Vote – 11/03/10 
 
      
 
    There are times when things work out and there are times when they don’t. It was chilly when I went outside to do my chores and even after the sun rose, the temperature just couldn’t figure out how to climb. The skies were overcast, a light but annoying drizzle seemed to soak everything, and it was not the kind of weather to which I was accustomed. November in south Texas is usually just as hot as mid-October, which means temperatures in the upper eighties to low nineties, bright sunlit skies, and me thinking about taking a dip in a pool.   
 
    But not today. Today it was wet, chilly, and exactly the sort of weather that made dressing like a fuckslut a challenge.  
 
    And that was the problem. Master Stone’s “Election Day” Assignment had been rather specific about the attire. Halter top, miniskirt, panties, high heels, along with my vibrating butt plug, my Core Driller dildo, an alligator clamp on my clit, and my new bell clamps on my nipples. Definitely “fuckslut” attire. But I doubted he expected a cold front to come blasting through south Texas. With such cool temperatures, going full “fuckslut” could end up netting me influenza.  I tried to do the right thing. I attempted to contact Master Stone. I sent three emails. I tried instant message. He must have been busy, so in the end I had to make a few executive decisions and made an adjustment to my attire.  
 
    I wore my duster.  
 
    Now this is not just some lightweight, preppy long tailed coat. It’s the real thing for a south Texas cowgirl who is just as much at home on horseback as thrown over a barrel naked for a nice little fuck fest. It’s dark blue denim, heavy, comes down mid-calf, and looks like something John Wayne himself might have bought for me. Add in blue jeans, a button up shirt, and boots and you’ve got yourself a winter cowgirl.   
 
    Alternatively, you could strip me naked, stuff me full of fun toys, and you’ve got a nympho humiliation pain slut flasher. And that’s how I went to vote.  
 
    My miniskirt and halter top remained in my bureau drawer while I packed up the rest of the gear Master Stone had specified. Of course, I was still wearing the blue jeans, tee shirt, and boots that I’d had on that morning, which was meant that I needed to strip, preferably out of sight of my parents. I made a detour to the barn, where I shrugged out of the coat, and then wriggled out my boots, jeans, tee shirt, and bra right before I tugged the ben wa balls out of my pussy. For a moment I just stood there naked, eyes closed, enjoying the sensation of being exposed.  
 
    Then I shivered. Damn! It was cold even in the barn! 
 
    I opened my bag. Obviously, the first thing that needed to be addressed was the vibrating anal plug. Now, I’m not a fan of things being in my ass, but it seems to be a favorite way for my various masters and mistresses to get my goat. It’s not because it’s physically painful. I’ve been buttfucked enough that my rear end was relatively comfortable having various sized phallus and/or beads pushed up into it. But it was a mental thing. “The anus is an exit, not an entrance,” was a statement I’d heard once from someone and to this day I can’t help feeling that there is some literal truth to that. Evidently human beings, especially males, have this overwhelming desire to jam their genitalia into every dark, warm, crevasse they can find, without regard to the consequences.  
 
    And there I was, about to do it. Well, maybe not genitalia, but onto a rubber facsimile. I poured a liberal amount of lubricant onto my plug, spreading the clear gel over the entire thing. Bending over a bale of hay to brace myself, I reached around to my rear end and began working it in slowly, thrusting just the tip in between my flanks, gasping as the tapered point dipped into my ass.  
 
    I took a deep breath. It felt… sort of good, but I knew that the deeper I pushed, the less comfortable it would be. Still, it had to go in, right? And it wasn’t like there was someone around who could push it in for me. I focused. In my head I imagined myself taking the full length, opening not just physically, but emotionally and mentally. I had to be accepting. I had to be supple and malleable. I pushed the plug inward, pulling it toward my core, feeling it open me. Instinct urged me to tighten, to expel the hard, thick rubber and my sphincter widened as I resisted those urges. More and more of the damn thing went into me and I whimpered, wondering just how bad it was going to get, how much would I have to take, when suddenly the width seemed to diminish and my ass locked down on the base. 
 
    I tugged once. It was in. Firmly. And I groaned as I brought my hand back around to the front. It was soaked with the oil I’d used to get the plug in and I just wiped it all onto my pussy. Panting, I reached for my bag for the next item Master Stone had ordered me to use. It was the largest dildo I’ve ever owned, a full twelve inches long and shaped like a freaking Saturn 5 rocket ship with multiple stages. It was made of black rubber, but I swear – if you painted it white and slapped a couple of small NASA stickers on it, you could probably sell this thing in a toy store. And not my kind of toy store.  
 
    I liked it. Mostly. The length was an issue on occasion, especially if I was sitting on it. Then the tip tended to get me right in the cervix if I wasn’t careful. But what I really enjoyed was the width. At the base it was almost a full four inches wide. That sort of girth tends to have an impact on a girl. Most importantly, you need to understand that this dildo is not something you just ram in. It takes time to adjust to the width and depth. And when your back door is just as full… 
 
    Five minutes later I pulled a pair of white, cotton bikini cut panties up my legs, with two or three inches of my Core Driller dildo sticking out of my cunt. I snapped my underwear into place, hoping it would hold the dildo in, and not leave me in a constant state of having to reach between my legs and reseat the thing. Stuffed to the brim and feeling like what I really wanted to do was throw myself down on the ground and frantically pump the Core Driller, I grabbed the new nipple clamps and held them up. Julie had made them for me, though admittedly it wasn’t exactly a challenging combination. All she’d done is taken a normal set of rubber tipped duckbill clamps and attached a set of small, silver bells. They weren’t connected to each other, so I hung one, then the other on my nipples, feeling the familiar and welcome bite.  
 
    I know that sounds odd. Welcome bite? Like I enjoy getting my nipples clamped? Well, I do. I’m sensitive there and as weird as it sounds, that little bit of pain intensifies the arousal. As a dedicated sexual masochist, my overarching goal is always to cum, and to do it in a way that creates the most powerful, awesome, mind blowing manner as possible. Because frankly, I’m an addict. I love the sensation of orgasm. I can’t get enough. Pain and humiliation are like the nitro boost for sex, and its why my fingers trembled slightly as I pulled out the alligator clamp and stared at the row of sharp, metal teeth. I was about to apply a serious amount of pain to my clit and my body wanted this.   
 
    My jumbo alligator clit clamp is approximately four inches long and as thick as my pinky.  It’s bright metal and the clamp is lined with metal teeth, each about a millimeter deep.  They aren’t exactly pointy, but they’re not exactly dull either.  I’ve worn this thing before and ended up with little spots were the teeth had cut into my skin enough to raise just a tiny spot of blood. It crushes capillaries.  Placed over a nerve bundle it’s like taking a hot iron and applying it to… uh… well… your clit. 
 
    I pinched it open and set it above my clitoral hood, the bright pink little nub positioned directly between the metal jaws, like a piece of delicious tenderloin ready to be stabbed with a fork. For a moment I stood there, bent over, one hand pulling my panties outward, the other just holding the pain at bay. Then I let it close, wincing as the agony shot through me like someone kicking me in the stomach.  
 
    “Nope!” I squealed and reached down. I took it off, tears streaming from my eyes. “Nope!” I shook my head.  
 
    There was no way I could drive like that. I’d have to put it on when I got there. 
 
    I put on my duster, the bells hanging from my breasts ringing like a church steeple. I buttoned up the front, but only because I still had to walk out to my truck. I dumped the alligator clamp into my pocket, and then waddled out of the barn, realizing only belatedly that having a five-inch rubber plug up my ass, combined with a foot-long rubber cock up your pussy, made walking a significant challenge. I climbed into my truck and a few minutes later I was on my way.  
 
    One of our local churches had volunteered their community hall as a voting place and I pulled up into the parking lot. To my surprise, the place was busy. Plenty of cars and I suddenly felt crazily subconscious. But what was surprising was that no one was out front electioneering.  
 
    I bit my lip. Master Stone had specifically stated that I was to stand and endure a fifteen-minute montage of political exposition. How the hell was I supposed to do that if no one was doing it?  
 
    Letting out a frustrated breath, I grabbed my high heels. They were open toed, mostly because my former (and admittedly still occasional) mistress had purchased them for me, and she liked seeing my instep and toes. The heel was a dangerous five inches and I had to be careful walking in them. I slid them on and buckled them. I reached down under myself and with a flick of a switch, turned the vibration motor in the butt plug on. Tremors surged up through my bottom and my pussy tightened rhythmically around the Core Driller, getting wetter. And with that done, I only had one more thing to do. 
 
    The alligator clamp. 
 
    For the second time I pulled the waistband of my panties outward and positioned the metal pincers over my clit. I took a deep breath, closing my eyes as I braced myself.  
 
    This time, when the pain hit, my body gasped, trembled, and then accepted it.  
 
    “Yes,” I hissed. 
 
    I popped the door. Time was the enemy now. I hurriedly buttoned my duster back up, hiding my naked, clamped, sexually tormented body, and took three fast steps toward the church. Which is when my lower half seized up. 
 
    I stumbled, only to catch myself on the side of my truck, eyes widening. With the anal plug vibrating and the Core Driller stuffed up inside me, not to mention five-inch-high heels and an alligator clip chewing painfully on my clit, all while a pair of bells clung sharply to my breasts, the conglomeration of sensation was not conducive to forward movement. For a moment, I tried to figure out what the problem was, realizing after a few moments that it was a combination of having a grand total of seventeen inches of rubber jammed up both holes, while enduring the agonizing bite of the toothed metal clamp. 
 
    “You can do this,” I whispered to myself. I forced myself to take a step. Then another. I let go of the truck and with slow, lumbering steps, I moved forward. I undoubtedly looked like I was physically handicapped, or had broken a leg or something, but I managed.  
 
    For not having anyone outside campaigning, there sure were a lot of people in line to vote. I got into place and stood there for about three minutes without movement. Well, except for the anal plug vibrating in my ass. My nipples had started to throb in time with the increasingly painful clamp on my clit and the person in front of me finally shuffled forward. I eased myself in that direction, trying to keep at least three or four feet of distance between us. I could hear the vibrator plug in my bottom and I didn’t want the noise to attract attention.  
 
    That’s when I realized that someone was now behind me. I looked over my shoulder and looked at a man in his mid-fifties, dressed in overalls. The mud on his pants were a sure give away and I knew he was local farmer or rancher. He gave me a friendly grin, probably because he hadn’t figured out where that soft buzzing was coming from and I smiled back, trying to hide the pain I was feeling. 
 
    The minutes seemed to crawl by and I began shifting from one foot to the other. My clit had finally gone somewhat numb, even though I could still feel a dull pain as my heart labored to circulate oxygen out to my clitoris. Slowly we moved forward and I wiped the back of my hand across my brow. To my surprise, it came back wet. I suddenly realized that the church had turned their heat on. Waves of warmth swirled down on us and I began to feel even more uncomfortable than I did from just the sex stuff. Ten minutes later I was dying, wishing desperately that I could open my duster.  
 
    I pulled on the front, trying to get a little air down against my sweating body, only to immediately hear the ringing of the bells hanging from my breasts. The lady in front of me literally turned to look, a curious expression on her face. I smiled woodenly, letting go of my coat. Then I tugged up the front hem, almost to my rubber stuffed and clamped cunt. That helped a little, but then I realized that everyone could hear the vibrator in my ass. People were looking around, trying to figure out the source. 
 
    I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned and looked and Farmer Brown gave me a big smile.  
 
    “You’re buzzing,” he said politely. My face went dark red and I gulped. 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered. “I know.” I let my coat fall again. The line moved with agonizing slowness. Twenty minutes later I was about ready to pass out when I got to the voting station. I handed over my driver’s license, got told which booth to use, and went and voted. 
 
    I’m not going to tell you who I voted for. Democrat, Republican, Independent. That’s not important.  Okay, well it is, but it’s a personal thing. If you want to discuss politics, email me. I’d be happy to set you straight! 
 
    I received my little “I Voted” sticker, which I put on my duster lapel without a second glance and I stumbled and waddled toward the door with increasing desperation. Now everyone was watching me. I was sweating buckets and the amount of moisture between my legs had quadrupled. The Core Driller was slipping around inside me, with only a thin patina of stretched cotton keeping it between my legs. I felt like it was going to slide out. I made it to the door, bursting out into the cool, wet, dreary November rain, grabbed hold of the front of my duster and… 
 
    You’re hoping I ripped it open, aren’t you? Yeah, I know. That would have been sort of cool right? But no. I found myself face to face with a fellow voter, who looked at me in surprise as I all but flashed him the goodies. Blushing, but feeling a bit of relief, I struggled forward, heading straight for my truck. I climbed in, practically ripping open my duster, exposing my entire front as I reached for the alligator clamp. It came off easily but accompanied with a rush of agony that took my breath away. Fire burned through my loins and I let out a choked sob as I chucked the damn thing in the cup holder.  
 
    I closed my eyes. Slowly the pain ebbed, though it didn’t go away completely. I sat there in my duster and panties, the anal vibrator still buzzing in my butt, while my pussy tried desperately to throttle the Core Driller Dildo. For a moment I resisted, but then I stopped trying. The relief from pain, combined with the stimulation was just too intense. I reached down, yanked my panties down to my knees, and grabbed the massive, foot long dildo. It came half way out and my sex quivered in excitement. When I pushed it back in, there was no denying the wave of acute pleasure bursting through my loins. I groaned, drawing it back out, and I realized that I needed more space. I lifted my right knee, struggling with my panties, shoving them down, pumping the dildo at the same time.  
 
    Once my right foot was free, I threw my leg outward, spreading myself open in the cab of the truck, leaning back as I frantically masturbated, thrusting almost the entire length in and out of my cunt. It was heaven, the wet, squelching sound of the firm, thick, long rubber just pounding away at my sodden swamp filling my ears. I closed my eyes, panting, getting closer and closer to the win… 
 
    *Thud*Thud*Thud* 
 
    My eyes snapped open as I brought my legs back together instinctively. The knocking on my window scared the living daylights out of me and I tugged my duster closed over my bare breasts and glistening, rubber stuffed pussy. 
 
    A man stood there on the other side of the glass, grinning. Our eyes met and he nodded. I was mortified, humiliated, and desperate. Then he lifted a campaign sign and pressed it to my window. 
 
    “Go VOTE!” He yelled.  
 
    My pussy locked down on the dildo and I reached up, tapping the sticker on my duster. He grinned, gave me a thumbs up, and walked away, leaving me alone. My frantic eyes looked around the parking lot. There were people all over, but none close to me again and I knew what I had to do. 
 
    The vibrator in my ass buzzed merrily as I pounded the Core Driller Dildo into my pussy, the entire truck rocking as I frantically fucked myself. The pressure, already high with embarrassment, skyrocketed and a moment later, I exploded.  
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   Daily Assignments, Pushups, and a Fuck. – 11/04/10 
 
      
 
    You may be a bit surprised to see another post so soon after my last one.  When I first started this whole “sex assignment” thing last January, they were called “Daily Assignments.”  The idea was simple. I’d have a sexualized daily task and with each new day I’d take a few minutes to tell what happened. A paragraph or two as sort of a fun little spice for the blog readers each day.   
 
    What ended up happening however were these long contrived massive assignments that ended up being multiple pages, and frequently took me two or three days to actually write!  Talk about insane! With that and summer and fall hitting, where I had a lot more to do around the farm, I just sort of had to drop the whole Daily Assignment thing for a while. 
 
    In some ways, I’m still doing the daily assignment. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 keeps me stuffed with some sort of sex toy 24/7 and let me tell you that is no easy thing to cope with. Especially when you do it like me and rotate the various toys so that I never get used to what’s inside me. You try living each day with a selection of vibrators, ben wa balls, dildos, and other toys always keeping you on the edge and see how it works out. 
 
    But evidently that wasn’t enough for Master Barrett.  He feels that my being a NHPS is a base condition, and that a “daily task” or assignment should be something BEYOND the rules I have to follow each day. He decided to reinstitute the whole “daily assignment” thing and I’ve been promised a morning email each day outlining whatever various torment I’ve got endure for the day. 
 
    Yesterday we began our very first task: keeping a vibrator in and on low all day. Easy? I slid my vibroballs deep into my sweet little love nest and turned them to low. 
 
    Which is when the other shoe dropped. 
 
    “If you cum, I want you to turn the vibroballs up a level,” Barrett said.  
 
    That made me grin. I’d be on full power before I even finished my chores. “Okay,” I said pleasantly. “That should be fun.” 
 
    He chuckled. “No, because you should really resist cumming.”  
 
    I looked up at the computer screen in surprise, giving him an incredulous look. “You know,” I replied in a sarcastic voice. “That I can’t stand vibrations non-stop all day. Especially on full power. I’ll cum anyway.” 
 
    He clearly agreed. “I know. Which is why you’ll be counting them.” 
 
    I bit my lip. “Counting them. Like how many I have today?”  
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    My eyebrow went up. “You’ve set me up to cum almost constantly today. Why will this be an important number?” 
 
    “Because it will affect tomorrow’s assignment.” 
 
    That made me shiver. “Oh. So, what’s tomorrow’s assignment?” 
 
    His sinister, slightly maniacal laughter should have been a clue. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I pulled my truck up into the gravel parking lot and looked over at the hardware store. I’d been in it multiple times during my life, even as a small girl, accompanying my father on various jaunts into town to get supplies. More recently, I’d been in there for sexual purposes and considering the specific toy Master Barrett wanted constructed, I knew I was going to need both help and expertise. Which meant Mike the Hardware Guy. He was the manager of the place and I figured if anyone could help me put together the tack mat Master Barrett wanted made, it would be him. I walked into the store and the cashier at the register took one look at me and lost interest. I couldn’t help grinning. Maybe if he knew that I wasn’t wearing a bra under my button up flannel shirt, or that under my blue jeans, my poor little pussy was stuffed with a pair of softly buzzing beads, working me into the seventh orgasm of my day. I moved past him and walked down the first aisle.  
 
    Mike’s store is one of those places that are relatively small but packed with specialized material. There are high shelves and the whole place smells like a mixture of fertilizer, steel, and machine oil. I went to the back, turned down the small hall, and then knocked on the black painted door marked “office.” 
 
    “Come!” 
 
    I grimaced. “I’m going to,” I muttered, even as I turned the doorknob. I stepped into the tiny office. There was a desk, a sort of work bench behind it, and two chairs. It was a small space, but it wasn’t cluttered. Mike had paperwork out on the desk. I gave him a smile and his face brightened immediately when he recognized me. He rose, crossing over to me and giving me a hug, his huge paws on my upper arms, before stepping back, giving me an evaluating look, and then shaking his head.   
 
    “Aren’t you a little overdressed?” he asked me. 
 
    I looked down. Then I gave him an irritated look.  “It’s raining outside and isn’t even sixty degrees,” I replied with a bit of sarcasm.   
 
    Mike looked disappointed in me.  
 
    “What, you wanted me to show up in just my duster, wearing a couple of alligator clamps? 
 
    He beamed. “That would work, Bre.” 
 
    I laughed. “I need help,” I told him. 
 
    “What can I do?” he asked. 
 
    I told him.  He listened nicely for a minute or two, gave me a skeptical sort of expression, and then pulled me out of his office and led me down the aisle. 
 
    “I don’t think what you have planned is a good idea,” he told me as we walked down another aisle.  “Instead of wood, I think you should just use the rubber mat. Cheaper too. Just get two of them and sandwich the nails in between.” He pulled out a prepackaged bit of three-quarter inch deep rubber. “See? This is long enough that we can get the right dimensions and have double the amount.” 
 
    “What about the nails?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged. “Let’s go to hardware.” 
 
    He spent about ten minutes moving through his supply, even opening a few packages. Finally, he grabbed a bag of tiny little metal nails, some shelving paper, and the rubber and carried them back to his office. I trudged along, my face slowly reddening as the vibroballs worked me into a froth.  
 
    Mike extracted a hammer from a bag next to his desk as he laid out the material. He measured the rubber, cut in half and trimmed a bit. Then he added the shelving paper, which confused the hell out of me until I realized that it was blue and white lines, forming an almost perfect graph. He laid the two large bits of rubber on top of each other, then opened the bag of nails. He did a line of ten, in a row, as I stood there, my pussy rumbling, until he flipped the freshly pierced piece of rubber over and ran his finger across the surface. 
 
    “What do you think?” He asked me curiously. I reached out and touched the matt. Sure enough, I could feel just a tiny bit of each sharp pointed nail sticking out of the rubber. Not quiet a millimeter each.  
 
    I took a deep breath. “I think Master Barrett will be pleased.” 
 
    He flipped the rubber back over and began hammering in more nails. It went quickly.  
 
    “So, what is this for again?” He asked. 
 
    I sat down in the chair opposite his desk as he worked and lifted my foot. He eyed my boot as I tugged it off, setting it aside. “Remember those tack mats I made for my bra and panties a few weeks ago?” 
 
    Mike nodded and kept hammering nails. I took off my other boot.  
 
    “Well, he wants me to have a larger version for me to use while doing Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut pushups.” I pulled off my socks, both of them, and lifted my feet, putting my red-painted toes on the edge of his desk. Mike eyed them, but then went back to pounding another line of spikes into the rubber mat.  
 
    “What is a nympho humiliation pain slut push up?” He asked. 
 
    I began unbuttoning my shirt and his eyes flickered up to my cleavage as it got deeper. It probably wasn’t a good idea to distract him, but the vibroballs were probably interfering with my mental function.  
 
    “Basically, I have to put my feet up on a bale of hay, or a chair, or something,” I explained as I unfasted the last button. “I get in a pushup position right above the mat you’re making, and then lower my breasts down.” 
 
    His eyes turned to focus on the now visible bit of bare skin between my still covered boobs. He grinned. “So, it’s like the small tack mats in your bra.” 
 
    I nodded as my fingers started unbuckling my belt. “Something like that.” The zipper went next and I lifted my ass off the chair, bracing against his desk with my feet, as I pushed the jeans down over my bottom. 
 
    The sound of the vibroballs suddenly got very loud. 
 
    “Are you vibrating?” He asked me curiously, looking down at my panties. I nodded as I kicked off my jeans. 
 
    “Vibroballs,” I admitted. “On high. They’re driving me nuts.” 
 
    He licked his lips. “Are you going to cum?” 
 
    I let out a giggle. “Absolutely. Probably in just a few more minutes. My seventh of the day.” 
 
    That surprised him. “Seven?” 
 
    I nodded, then pulled off the panties. I sat there naked, legs spread with my feet up on his desk, a wire going from the vibroballs remote to my slit, disappearing into my pussy. I began rubbing myself, groaning softly.  
 
    Mike kept one eye on the project and one eye on my gaping pussy. I was quite impressed he didn’t hit his thumb or screw up, and within minutes I was getting close to orgasm.  
 
    “Do you mind if I cum?” I asked a moment later, just a tad bit breathless. He looked up at me. 
 
    “It isn’t done yet,” he replied, pointing at the mat. I shook my head. 
 
    “I don’t care,” I replied. Then another wave hit me and I swallowed. “Actually, it doesn’t matter if you mind,” I managed to croak and an impressive squirt of pussy juice exploded out of my pussy, around my fingers, splattering the front of his desk. I let out a sharp mewl of utter pleasure and my toes curled as my legs quivered. 
 
    “Don’t close up!” He urged me as I trembled in the chair opposite him. 
 
    I did as told and a moment later I slumped back, a silly grin on my face as I pulled my fingers away from my dripping, buzzing slit, and licked at them. 
 
    “Yum,” I moaned.  
 
    Mike continued pounding nails. For a few minutes I just sat there, wallowing in the sexual euphoria and soaking up the various hormones freshly dumped into my blood stream. It took a little bit, but finally I came back down to earth, only to put my hand back down between my legs. 
 
    “Didn’t you just explode?” Mike asked as I began rubbing my clit again. 
 
    “So?” I asked. “I have two golf ball sized vibrators in me. And they’re on full power. What do you expect?” 
 
    He let out a laugh, then lifted the rubber mat up. To my shock, the underside seemed to glisten, except instead of pussy juice, or oil, or water, it was rows and rows of nails, catching the light and reflecting it off their faceted points. He flipped it over and opened a can of rubber cement. Then he began gluing the two rubber pieces together, forming a half inch thick pad about twelve inches in length, and eighteen in width.  
 
    “It looks like a cactus,” I managed to say.  
 
    “Probably feels like one,” he announced. He flipped it over so the points were facing the ceiling, and too my shock, he put the palm of his hand on the surface. “I can feel them. It’s prickling.” Then he pushed, putting his weight behind it and I gasped, dropping my feet and pulling my fingers out from between my legs. Mike grimaced, but continued pressing. Then he relaxed and lifted his hand. 
 
    It was covered in tiny red marks, evenly spaced across his palm and fingers. 
 
    “Oh my God! Are you crazy?” I demanded, standing up. I had to grab the vibroballs remote to keep it from hitting the floor. He let out a chuckle and rubbed his hand. 
 
    “Well, it hurts, but I’m not bleeding anywhere.” He ran his fingers lightly across the mat again. “I would suggest sterilizing it with alcohol between uses, just in case. And if you’re tetanus shot is up to date, I’d get a booster.” He gave me a look. “Are you sure you want to lay your breasts on this thing?” 
 
    I licked my lips, moving around Mike’s desk. His eyebrow went up, curious as I slid between him and the work surface. I held out the vibroballs remote and he took it, still uncertain about what was happening.  
 
    Slowly I got into position. I bent over at the waist, positioning my breasts over the spiked mat. Carefully I dropped down, only to gasp softly as I felt the first little pricks touching my nipples. I added a little more weight and my breasts began to flatten out, the surface catching even more of the tiny points until I felt them all over my bosom. It tingled and I let out a passionate groan. I lowered myself all the way down until my entire upper body weight rested on my breasts. It felt like I was lying on a bed of nails. But even as those tiny pricks hurt, I felt another surge much lower, right between my legs. 
 
    “Mike?” I gasped. “Please? Please fuck me hard?” 
 
      He didn’t have to be asked twice. I heard the metallic rattle of his belt buckle, then the zipper of his jeans. He opened the desk drawer beside me, extracted a condom packet, and a moment later I felt him pull the vibroballs out of my dripping, desperate smush mitten. Then something large, hard, and thick slid into my sex. 
 
    I groaned, my hips bucking, as he put his hands on my sides. The gyrations of my body reacting to his thrusts made my chest rock on the spiked mat, pain shooting up through my nipples and breasts, even as the rest of me purred with pleasure. The sensations combined somewhere and by the time my brain tried to process the various stimuli, everything was mixed up.  
 
    “Push down!” I begged. “Hard!” And I felt Mike move his hands to my back, forcing my chest down onto the desk. I cried out, my pussy quivering tightly as my orgasm rocked through me like a wildfire in dry grass. I came hard, pumping and thrashing, trembling violently until the energy just seemed to fade away. I went limp, my breasts prickling as Mike continued to pump his cock in and out of my pussy. 
 
    “That’s eight,” he whispered, still thrusting, my entire body jiggling with each slap of his loins as he drove himself into my sex. I moaned softly, hurting a bit, but mostly just loving every fucking second of it. 
 
    Then his cock slid out of me and I whimpered, partly because I didn’t like the feeling of being empty, and partly because I knew he hadn’t cum. 
 
    “No,” I moaned. “Keep fucking me. My breasts are fine,” I mumbled.  
 
    Then his hand cupped my sex and I felt the vibroballs. He pushed them in as I rolled my hips, but I still protested. 
 
    “No. You haven’t cum yet!” 
 
    He turned the vibroballs on and I gasped, the vibrations moving from low to medium and then to high. My pussy tightened and I squirmed, twisting on the tack mat. Mike grabbed my hips and I felt his cock rub at my now stuffed slit.  
 
    “There isn’t room now,” I said sourly. 
 
    And Mike laughed, sliding his slick, insanely hard dick straight into my ass.  
 
    I wasn’t prepared for it, which might have been a good thing, since under normal circumstances I’d have tightened up like a wire around a bale of freshly cut hay. But Mike moved fast, ramming himself right in, and since his dick was slick with my cum, my bottom didn’t have a chance in hell at keeping him out. I cried out, jerking as he began fucking my ass. Of course I tightened up. I had to. Mike picked up the pace though and while the vibroballs buzzed in my pussy, I struggled to cope with the prickling discomfort under my boobs and the hard, brutal impalement of my rear. 
 
    Mike exploded in my ass.  
 
    “Ahhhh,” he said, his balls pressed against my pussy, his entire fucking length pulsing in my backside. I let out a groan, whimpering as I my body tried to figure out if I needed a break, a band-aid, or another fucking orgasm. For a moment, we just stayed like that. Then he pulled back, collapsing into his chair with a sigh of satisfaction. 
 
    Slowly, almost fearfully, I pushed myself up from the desk and the tack mat came with me, at least for the first few inches. Then it felt with a smack back onto the wooden surface. I looked down. My tits were covered in small, angry looking red dots, each one representing a point that had driven up into my soft, sensitive breasts.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Mike asked from behind me. I turned and his eyes widened in alarm. 
 
    “Oh. Oh wow,” he said, quickly leaning over and opening his desk drawer again.  
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    He pulled out a tiny first aid kit. “You’re bleeding.” 
 
    My eyes snapped open. “I am?” I looked down but didn’t see any blood.  
 
    “Only a little bit. Tiny drop.” He extracted a bandage and a tube of antibiotic.  
 
    I lifted my right breast and found the spot he was talking about. It looked more like a tear than a puncture. Mike put a drop of the wound cream on the center of the bandage and then taped it to the underside of my boob. “There you go,” he said softly. 
 
    I frowned. “So, no vigorous fucking while on the tack mat,” I said. 
 
    He laughed. “Are you kidding? You loved it. I loved it.” He looked around. “Glad my office is soundproof. Well, mostly.” Then his eyes went to my spotted bosom. “The sounds you were making, Bre? Awesome. And your breasts look magnificent!”  
 
    I gave him a rueful smile, then went back around to the other side of hid desk. I picked up my panties and slid them on. Then I pulled on my jeans. The control box of the vibroballs went into my pocket. Mike stood up and began dressing himself as I put on my flannel shirt. 
 
    “I can see why you aren’t wearing a bra,” he teased. 
 
    I snorted. “I figured I’d need to test it,” I replied. “Not because it was supposed to be a turn on.” 
 
    He buckled his jeans. “What I can’t figure out,” he said simply. “Is why you can have multiple orgasms today without there being any punishment. I would have thought a spanking, or a pussy paddling would have been appropriate.” 
 
    I froze for a moment. The second he said “pussy paddling” I felt my sex quiver in spasms, the vibroballs suddenly feeling way more intense and arousing than before. I bit my lip.  
 
    “The punishment comes tomorrow,” I said softly.  
 
    “The pushups?” Mike asked. 
 
    I nodded. “Nympho humiliation pain slut pushups. Every hour.” 
 
    He blinked. “Oh. Vibrations, and then you mash your tits on the tack mat.” He chuckled. “Devious. How many each round?” 
 
    I looked up. “Right now? Eight.” 
 
    For a second, he didn’t put it together. “Oh!” He said. “The number of orgasms you have today!” He grinned. “So, you are trying to hold off and not cum!” He gave me a sympathetic look. “Sorry. I know I pushed you into that last orgasm.” 
 
    I shook my head, gulping. “No. Not really. Not that one.” 
 
    He gave me a confused look. “No?” 
 
    My eyes met his and my hand went back down to my jeans, unbuckling, unbuttoning. His eyes widened as I shoved my pants and panties down. I hadn’t had a chance to put on my socks or boots, so I kicked the denim off my bare feet. Then slowly I sat down in the chair, brought my feet up onto the seat, and spread my knees wide. 
 
    “I think,” I whispered, “that I need that pussy paddling.” 
 
    Mike grinned. “I think I can handle that. But it might mean an extra pushup for you tomorrow.” 
 
    I nodded as I watched him remove his belt, doubling it. The vibroballs swirled inside me and I felt a trickle seep down from between my petals. And then I laughed.  
 
    “Absolutely,” I assured him as he moved around the desk, getting into position. “And probably more than one.” I looked up at him as he lifted the belt, positioning it just a foot away from my exposed, vulnerable perfectly wet and desperate cunt. 
 
    “Let’s make sure that happens,” Mike replied softly.  
 
    And then he did. 
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   Cold Hot Orgasms – 11/05/10 
 
      
 
    The day dawned bright and clear and after I got up, I took a moment to decide what I wanted inside me for the day. There were lots of options, everything from battery powered vibrators to weighted plastic spheres to long, thick rubber rods. I used to make this decision at night before bed, restlessly turning as my libido was forced to cope with new sensations when I was tired and trying to fall asleep. That didn’t work out so well, and I found myself frequently masturbating late at night, working myself into a tired froth, making getting up the next morning at the crack of dawn all that much harder.  
 
    The previous day I’d been tormented with vibroballs, their incessant buzzing pushing me repeatedly to the cusp and while I wished for something quieter, I knew that Master Barrett’s “NHSP Pushup” punishment was going to require something just as intense.  
 
    And by intense, I meant motorized. 
 
    I don’t have an arsenal of battery powered, motorized sex toys, mostly because they’re expensive and I tend to use them to destruction. There are a couple of vibrators, two sets of vibroballs (which are the same), my butterfly vibrator (which just straps to the front of my pussy and jiggles my clitoris violently), and the Rotating Venus Penis, a monstrosity of a toy which combines a lot of shaking with a four-inch-long phallus that corkscrews around inside my slit like a mad cook stirring a pot of pasta sauce. 
 
     Opting for the RVP was sort of like declaring war on my clit and pussy, since there would be no way for me to avoid orgasm. Even short periods with the two functions set to low tended to set me off like a car alarm in a mall parking lot. Frequently and with little to no cause.  I opted for the one of the vibrators. Specifically, my G-Spot vibe. It was bright pink, a little over six inches long, and had a curved tip that seemed to unerringly point to one little sensitive bit inside me, making my pussy quiver. I slid it in, twisting the base as I pulled my panties up, and when the entire length was shaking like an office building in California, I sat down at my computer, wearing nothing else, to see if Master Barrett had added anything to my “to do list” beside repeatedly pressing my tits to my new tack mat. 
 
    After less than a minute of scrolling, I groaned. And not from the vibrator, which was eagerly working at my libido, pushing it upward, toward the cliffs of orgasm, with every intention of flinging me off the ledge. I shook my head, reading his email.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne, I know that you will be doing your sexual calisthenics today, and while I look forward to reading about your nympho humiliation pain slut pushups, I need to make sure you understand that those are the punishment for your unbridled passion the previous day.” 
 
      
 
    I snorted. Unbridled passion? I’d been vibrated, fucked, and even pussy whipped into a full fourteen orgasms over the course of seventeen hours. Granted, it had been wonderful, but knowing that I was just adding an additional NHPS pushup to my hourly total had taken some of the joy out of the experience.  
 
      
 
    “While yesterday you could cum without immediate consequence, today you are NOT permitted to orgasm. At all. Should you do so, a light coating of your Icy Hot cream, applied directly to your clit will serve as an immediate punishment, while adding an additional pushup to your hourly total should provide additional incentive to resist orgasm.” 
 
      
 
    Trembling, I got up from my desk and got dressed. It wasn’t easy. The vibrator was a distinct distraction and frankly, I wanted to pull it out and jam it repeatedly back into my grasping little cock pocket and see just how high I could get my blood pressure. Instead, I tried to ignore it, like an unending itch, and then went downstairs and out to the barn. 
 
    It was cold outside and I wore my heavy denim duster as I marched across the courtyard. My truck, along with my mother’s sedan, were parked nearby and I opened the door of the barn, hips already twitching as my loins desperately begged me to give in. I glanced at my watch, a simple brown leather band around my wrist, with a small, but pretty, analog circle, and with growing trepidation, got out my new tack mat. 
 
    Mike the Hardware Guy had done a good job on it. Almost as good as the job he’d done on my pussy afterward, his belt snapping down repeatedly onto my clit, turning my wet and desperate pussy into a hot and burning mess before my ninth orgasm of the day. I tossed the tack mat down on the barn floor, about four feet away from one of the stacked hay bales, and began unbuttoning my flannel shirt. 
 
    Like the day before, I was going sans bra, which only made sense because I was being forced to repeatedly bare my breasts. The cold air made my nipples pucker considerably and a moment later I dropped down to all fours, changing the angle that the vibrator was pulsing inside my pussy.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered.  
 
    I looked down at the mat. I could see the dozens of glittering little spikes emerging from the black rubber and I took a deep breath. My breasts dangled down underneath me like ripe fruit hanging from a tree branch and I closed my eyes as I lifted my feet, set them on the bale behind me, and then straightened out in a classic push-up pose.  
 
    For a second I hovered there, my arms straining to hold me up, and then I completed my very first, proper, nympho humiliation pain slut pushup. 
 
    My breasts touched the tack mat as I dropped down and I felt the tiny pinpricks of the hundreds of little tacks press up into my breasts. A couple managed to hit my nipples almost perfectly and I groaned, pussy tightening in response, as the sensation sent a shiver of delight up my spine. Then I allowed more of my upper body weight to rest on my breasts and the discomfort became pain. A moment later I lifted my hands completely from the ground, my center of gravity shifted forward onto my now crushed and perforated boobs, and I put my hands behind my back. 
 
    But only for a second. Then I let out a pained cry, yanked my hands back to my shoulders, and heaved myself upward with my teeth clenched.  
 
    “Owww!” I squealed.  
 
    I rolled off to the side, onto my back, my hands cupping my breasts. “That hurts!” I said out loud.  
 
    I closed my eyes. “Of course, it hurts, dummy. This is punishment. This is what you get for cumming constantly yesterday.” I let out a breath, massaging my breasts for just a moment. “Just get it out of the way.” So, I rolled back over, bracing myself on my elbows, my tender breasts once more hanging above the tack mat, ready to be mashed and pricked. 
 
    I dropped down, grimacing as I once more pushed my legs up onto the hay bale, doubling the weight pressing down on my breasts. Then I lifted up.  
 
    But as I moved, mashing and lifting my chest off and onto the mat, my pussy quivered with increasing desperation. By the time I’d completed ten NHPS pushups, my loins were twitching and I was more interested in rolling my hips than protecting my breasts. On the twelfth NHPS pushup, I wasn’t even feeling pain. There was a pounding in my head, down between my legs, and the prickling sensation spreading across my breasts only amplified that surging wetness.  
 
    “No,” I whispered to myself. “Don’t do it.” But as I finished the next to last mashing of my tits, the pins digging into my nipples, I knew that it was pointless to resist. I was going to cum. I shoved one hand under my hip, pressing hard against my pussy, and exploded, lying face down on the floor of the barn, my bare breasts pressed hard against the spiked rubber mat.  
 
    The orgasm by itself was extremely nice and I quivered with ecstasy as sexual euphoria flooded into me. I’m an addict under the best of times and a brainless, desperate, fuckslut at the worst. I groaned happily, rolling back and forth as the waves crashed through me. I shut my eyes, wallowing in the bliss, the tension in my loins easing. 
 
    Only to be replaced by a quite different sensation – that of my nipples being pinched and poked and prodded with hundreds of tiny needles. I rolled off the mat with a gasp, quivering as the adrenaline ebbed and I reached up, grabbing my breasts and kneading them. Both soft globes were covered in tiny red dots and I lay there, wondering just how dumb I was being. 
 
    “One more, Breanne,” I whispered to myself.  
 
    I rolled back over onto the mat, lowered myself down, and whimpered as the I felt the pins once more. I did the last pushup, letting my full weight press my bosom into the tacks, and then groaned.  
 
    Five minutes later I was sitting on the hay bale, jeans around my ankles, panties around my knees, dabbing a tiny dollop of cold-hot cream onto my clit. I sucked in a breath, hissing as the cold seared my pussy, but even as I wiped my finger onto my hip, standing up to draw my panties and pants back up, I could feel the heat blooming, a fire beginning to burn between my legs.  
 
    “This is going to be a long day,” I muttered.  
 
    I buttoned up my shirt and shuffled off to get my chores done. 
 
    It wasn’t even an hour later when I was back on the barn floor, my boobs once more getting tenderized. I pushed my way up after each gritting, biting drop and when I finished, I wasn’t close to cumming, but my breasts looked like raw hamburger meat. 
 
    I finished my chores and headed back up to my room. Master Barrett and I needed to have a little talk. I fired up the computer and a moment later I unbuttoned my shirt to show him the damage. 
 
    “Wow, they look fantastic!” Master Barrett said after a moment.  
 
    I tilted the webcam upward and gave him an incredulous stare. “What? Did you see what they look like?” 
 
    “Of course. Sensitive and tender. You’re lucky I’m not there to whip them too.” 
 
    I gulped. “Oh. Right.” 
 
    “How is your pussy?” He asked. “Have you cum today?” 
 
    I nodded. “Once. This morning,” I admitted. 
 
    He grinned. “And did you put on the cold-hot cream?” 
 
    “Yes sir. It burned.” 
 
    “Good. Are you close to another orgasm?”  
 
    I pressed my lips together. “Not exactly,” I replied. “I mean, the vibrator is going of course, but I’m not like on the edge or anything.” 
 
    “Well, we can’t have that” he replied. “Please remove your jeans and panties, and edge for me while we discuss some of the other assignments I intend to inflict upon you.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “Edge? But… but I might cum!” I protested. 
 
    He grinned. “Exactly. And that will mean another coating of your clit, and an additional nympho humiliation pain slut pushup each hour. How many now? You said fifteen?” 
 
    I gritted my teeth but stood up and stripped. I caught the vibrator in my hand. 
 
    “Turn it up before you put it back in,” he said brightly.  
 
    I twisted the base to maximum, then set it against my petals, pressing inward.  
 
    “Now pump it vigorously while I tell you about my expectations for tomorrow. And remember, no cumming!” 
 
    “Yes sir,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Now, tomorrow I know you’ll be just as desperate as you are today. So, you will need to earn the right to orgasm by completing five edges before you can explode. And there needs to be at least thirty minutes down time between each edge.” 
 
    My hand moved the vibrator in and out, the web camera catching each movement perfectly as I masturbated in my chair. “Thirty minutes?” I croaked. 
 
    He nodded. “Of course, you may feel inclined to violate the rules and push yourself into an orgasm anyway. To discourage you from that, each unauthorized orgasm will earn a full twenty nympho humiliation pain slut pushups.” 
 
    The color drained from my face. And went right down to my bright pink pussy. The sound of the vibrator dimmed as I slid it in deep.  
 
    “Now,” he said quietly. “Edge for me. All the way until your face is flushed and your panting, desperate to explode.” 
 
    Thirty minutes later I was back in the barn, pussy still burning from the cold-hot cream, buzzing with the vibrator, breasts bared and I looked down at the tack mat with dread. 
 
    “Sixteen NHPS pushups every hour, until six this evening,” I said to myself. “It’s not that bad. Right?” 
 
    Right.[bookmark: _mrcu09] 
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   On the Edge - 11/06/10 
 
      
 
    It was dark outside when my alarm went off and I let out a groan as I rolled over to turn it off. I was still tired, a result of a restless night, tossing and turning as I struggled to find a comfortable position. Who would have guessed that a torment designed to be sexually frustrating could become a physical liability in other ways? As it was, my tender breasts, which I’d basically perforated and mashed repeatedly against a rubber tack mat, while completing a special type of exercise called a nympho humiliation pain slut pushup, felt like I’d rubbed them vigorously against a cheese grater.  
 
    Not exactly good for sleeping.  
 
    Of course, my other problem was the nine-inch-long rubber dildo that I had jammed into my pussy, and as usual, I woke with a wet itch that just demanded scratching. I put my hand down between my legs, feeling the stretched-out crotch of the cotton panties I was wearing, and caressed my balls. 
 
    Yep, you heard that right. My balls. Well, not mine as in connected to me. They were part of the Husky Dildo’s base. I slid my fingers beneath the cotton, and grabbed hold of my balls, then proceeded to yank hard on them, pulling almost the entire nine-inch length out of my slit with a moan. Then it went back in, sliding through my well-juiced pussy with disturbing ease. It wasn’t a surprise that I was aroused. I always wake up desperately horny. What surprised me was just how bad I wanted to jack that rubber cock in and out of my slit without any consideration to what might happen. 
 
    I took a deep breath as I spread my legs, kicking off the coverlet. I admit, my ankles hung over the edges of my bed, bare feet hanging out over empty air.  I like being spread like that.  It’s even better when I’m tied open in that position, but since I was alone, I really didn’t have a choice. I closed my eyes, reveling in the sensation, the thrust of passion, as I worked myself into a morning froth. It was ridiculously easy too, and within minutes I felt myself panting with desperation as I hurried toward climax. 
 
    Which was the problem.  
 
    I love cumming. I love it more than anything else. Kari says I’m addicted to it, which sounds bad. I mean, can you imagine me in group therapy? “Hi. I’m Breanne. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I’m addicted to orgasm. Anyone want to fuck?” I laugh about it, but I wake up craving sex. I dream about it when I’m asleep. And when I’m awake… well, you guys know all about that, don’t you? 
 
    Having that thick, long, perfect dildo sliding in and out of my sex was like a junkie being handed their fix. My hips thrust upward and waves of pleasure surged through me, pushing me until I was right there, so close to the prize that I could taste it. 
 
    And I yanked the dildo out of my cunt, jammed it in my mouth to muffle my whimpering, and shuddered as my body screamed at me. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, shaking with frustration.  
 
    And that, my friends, is an edge.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Master Barrett had decided a few days before that I needed short assignments that would be easy to write out, and to help me along, he’d given me a few tasks that fell short of the usual ten-thousand-word essays I tend to write. I didn’t mind. At least to an extent. As I dressed, forcing my Husky Dildo to press deeply into my grasping, frustrated little pussy, I felt like I wanted to rip something to shreds, preferably my own clothing as I gave into my needs. My slit was soaked and girl goo was already leaking out around “my balls.” All in all, it made for a frustrating walk. 
 
    I went and did my chores, desire and need pulsing through my veins, only quieting down a bit as I got distracted with the usual crap-ton of work I had to do around my parent’s slowly failing farm. I fed the horses, slopped the pigs, fed the chickens, and did a few other necessary chores, all while enduring the movement of the dildo. 
 
    An hour later I marched back up to the house, headed up to my bedroom, and peeled off my jeans, only to through myself back down on the bed, legs spread wide. I caught the dildo as it slipped from my cleft and without much in the way of planning, began ramming it hard and deep, groaning as I brought myself right back to the point of orgasm. 
 
    And stopped. Again. 
 
    I drew the dildo out of the sodden swamp between my thighs, closed my eyes, and shuddered. Everything emotional, mental, and physical in my world screamed at me to finish, to push myself over the edge and explode. I wanted it badly. But how badly? Badly enough to cope with the punishment for cumming when I was supposed to be edging? Could my breasts handle that?  
 
    Not really. A full twenty nympho humiliation pain slut pushups would wreak havoc on my bosom and considering the condition of my skin, the only thing worse than another breast perforation would be bathing in lemon juice. (Which I’ve done, you might remember.)  
 
    Still, it wasn’t just about the denial, or the urge to give in and cum. The worst part about edging was related to me being a nympho humiliation pain slut. Specifically, dealing with NHPS Rule #1, which states a NHPS needs to be always stuffed with either cock or a sex toy.  So, right after going to the limit, right to the edge with a firm, rubber cock, I had to put it back in. Almost immediately. No time to relax.  No time to recuperate. No time to adjust. And just like pouring gasoline on a hot coal, the residual heat reignited the flames of need almost immediately. Not as strong as the initial edge, but gosh, it was the hardest thing I’ve ever done.   
 
    Frustrated and aching, I managed to live a normal life for another hour before I found myself out in the barn checking on a few things. Solitude provided another opportunity to edge, and since Master Barrett had made it clear that I wasn’t allowed to orgasm unless I edged myself five times, with a minimum thirty-minute break in between, I knew that I needed to be proactive about masturbating. The longer I waited the more likely that I’d lose it and go plunging over the cliff of orgasm. 
 
    This time I did it sitting on a hay bale. Slow and steady, my hand worked the long, thick rubber shaft in and out of my sex, leaving me groaning and quivering. I got to the actual edge in about half the time the previous edge had. That seemed ominous. As I panted, rushing toward the metaphorical cliff, I teetered precariously, feeling the oncoming wave. The pressure inside me seemed to be at the bursting point and I gave myself one additional, fast and hard thrust, crying out as I then yanked the rubber cock away from my loins. Spasms rippled through me and I hit my thigh with my fist, trying to distract myself from the overwhelming need. I bit my lip.  I tried to think of something disgusting.  That worked until I realized I was imagining Kari and me in a big tub of chocolate pudding while we both tried to ram Husky Dildos into each other’s pussies. My imagination sucks sometimes.  
 
    But I didn’t cum. It was a near thing. Almost a disaster actually, but eventually I let out a pained whimper, fire still lancing through my veins, and I sat up. I looked down at the dildo, totally not ready to have it back inside me, and thrust it back in for one torturous moment. I admit it. I almost gave in. Screw the tit torture. I needed to cum so badly! But again, I managed to haul my hand away and yank up my jeans, only to shake as my pussy tried to throttle the Husky dildo.  
 
    “Distraction Bre. Distract yourself,” I whispered. Across from me, my own personal horse, Star, was looking on at my antics with her usual expression of disregard. She didn’t care if I fucked myself stupid. Or exploded. Or suffered. I smiled and stood up, shifting my hips back and forth as the Husky dildo seemed to wiggle inside me.  
 
    “Okay, let’s go for a ride,” I declared. I took a few minutes getting things together and then, twenty minutes after my second edge, I saddled my horse and we trotted out of the barn. 
 
    I’ve never claimed to be intellectual, or even smart, and that morning proved it beyond a shadow of a doubt. I stuck my boot into the stirrup and swung myself up into the saddle. I settled into position, only realizing just how fucking stupid I was being after Star began trotting forward. Oh. My. God. Never, ever, ride a horse while stuffed with a nine-inch-long rubber cock.  The movements of my mount were more than enough to set my hips rolling, which then caused the synthetic cock to slide in and out with each stride. As Star loosened up and we moved up to her speed, I gasped, twitching madly, my pussy locking down on a dildo that was practically going in and out.  
 
    Which is when I finally realized that I was a dumbass. I’m not sure whose hips moved more, mine or Star’s, but I was literally rolling in the saddle, urging Star into a gallop that sent ripples of pleasure through me. It was incredible. Waves of pleasure surged through my loins as I braced myself, knees tight against my horse’s sides. I bounced, jockeying along until the orgasm was ready to crest. I cried out, wetness bursting between my legs and Star began slowing, undoubtedly in response to the lack of input from her rider. It was a good thing because I dropped down into the saddle, thrusting my hips forward, ramming my denim covered pussy against the saddle horn.  
 
    I sucked in a hard breath and patted Star on the neck. “Good girl,” I whispered, panting just as much as she was. Star nickered and I slid down from her back. My jeans were soaked in the crotch and I unbuttoned them long enough to check my panties, which were just as wet as I suspected. “Ughh,” I groaned, looking across the fields. We were at least a half mile away from the barn now. “Maybe I should have brought the tack mat with us,” I muttered. Star looked at me, then put her head down to nibble at some dandelion. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “Well, nothing to it,” I told her. “Guess we need to ride back.” 
 
    This time I took it at a walk, which did not make it any easier. Despite the unauthorized orgasm, the heat and pressure in my pussy had not really abated. In fact, it was getting worse. A lot worse. By the time I made it back to the barn, I was desperate to masturbate, my crotch was soaked, and I was practically humping the saddle horn. I swung down, took care of Star, and then stripped out of my shirt. 
 
    My breasts were not exactly healed from the previous day of perforation and while I’d only cut myself in two spots, my bosom had suffered some egregious prickling. My skin still felt unusually sensitive and my nipples were sore. Thank God Master Barrett hadn’t wanted me to stick vibrating eggs in my bra or something. I chucked my new tack mat down on the floor of the barn and dropped down into a classic push up pose, ready to inflict a fresh set of torment upon myself. 
 
    I put my feet up on the bale of hay behind me and then, bracing myself, carefully dropped down until I felt the sharp little pinpricks of the five hundred or so little tacks, poking through the rubber. Each point was less than a millimeter long, sharp and delicate. They were also close enough together that there was a sort of a “bed of nails” like effect. As I put more and more of my body weight onto my breasts, I groaned, feeling the sharp tacks dig into my flesh. Soon enough, I was pressed against the mat fully, breasts squashed as I lifted my hands with a whimper and tucked them behind my back. 
 
    “One,” I mewled. Then I quickly put my hands back down and lifted myself up. “Ow,” I added. For effect. Then I did it again. 
 
    “Two,” I gasped.  
 
    I’m sure you get the picture.  
 
    For the next twenty minutes I punished myself for the orgasm. Twenty nympho humiliation pain slut pushups. Each one got harder, physically, while my breasts became even more sore and tender. By the time I was able to roll over onto my back, not caring about the dust and dirt getting on my skin, I felt like my boobs were on fire and I looked down, seeing the reddened, inflamed, pock-marked flesh. It wasn’t just looking like I had chicken pox or measles. There were too many red dots. My breasts look like I’d dipped them in scalding water for goodness sake, followed up by a through scrubbing with a wire brush. I cupped them, running my thumbs over my nipples with a desperate sob. 
 
    And I knew what I needed to do next. 
 
    I stumbled over to the hay bale and unbuckled my jeans. I pushed them down, baring my legs and distended panties. Those went next, the cotton sliding down even as I caught the Husky Dildo, my balls cupped in the palm of my hand. I sat down, spreading my legs wide, even kicking off one boot so I could free a leg. I drew the thick, nine-inch cock almost completely out of my pussy, the folds wrapped around it, quivering. My pussy tightened as I worked myself into another froth, my blood boiling as I forced myself to the metaphorical edge, the dividing line between want and satisfaction. I panted as my body demanded release, and my brain (and possibly my tits) rejected it. 
 
    I yanked my hand away, the dildo going with it, and my empty, desperate cunt convulsed, grasping at nothing as it frantically tried to find something to fuck. I almost gave in, jamming the dildo back in to pound that desire away. But my eyes caught sight of the tack mat and I knew I couldn’t do it again. Not now. Not yet, anyway.  
 
    I lay back on the hay bale, naked, panties and jeans hanging off one ankle, tube socks on both feet, pussy dripping as my raw and reddened breasts pointed straight up at the barn roof. What the fuck was I doing?  
 
    It took several minutes for the pressure to recede enough that I felt comfortable inserting the Husky Dildo back into my pussy, and I felt the fires ignite again as it slid home. I straightened my panties and my jeans, pulling them back up to cover my sex, and hold the dildo in place.  
 
    “Four more edges,” I said softly to myself. “Three hours, minimum.” That’s all I needed to endure before I could have an authorized orgasm. I buckled my pants back up and reached down for the tack mat. I scooped it up, intending to put it away, when suddenly I had a feeling. A bad one. I looked down at the prickly, pin-pointed, tenderizing bit of torment toy, and my pussy tightened rhythmically. I suddenly knew that I’d never survive five full edges. Not in my condition. I was going to pop. Maybe not during the next edge, or even the third. But I wasn’t going to make it.  
 
    I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  
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   Panties and Butterflies - 11/07/10 
 
      
 
    The very first time I ever went commando was during my sophomore year of high school. I was fifteen years old and my friendship with Kari had taken a radical turn that summer. Four months into what would become years of sexual submission, I was still a newbie to half the things Kari wanted to do to me. She had a collection of BDSM porn films with enough information on how to dominate, torment, and sexually abuse someone to have a firm grasp on the best way to make me scream in orgasmic ecstasy.  
 
    Kari’s father was also rich and she had gotten her first car that year. I remember Kari declaring that we were done riding the bus and Kari made it a point to pick me up every morning. My parents didn't seem to mind. Kari always seemed very responsible and polite to them.  They had no idea that the mild mannered, blond schoolgirl they liked so much was whipping their daughter's pussy with a belt every weekend.   
 
    Uniforms were not required at our high school, mostly because I my hometown was still rural. Suburbia had only barely begun its war on the ranch land around us and half the kids wore the same stuff as I did. I remember being dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt. Kari’s car roared up the gravel lot, pulled into the little courtyard between house and barn, and I heard the horn toot. I ran out, grinning. I loved being with Kari. Her blonde hair was perfectly combed and even though back then I was still a mousy brunette, she ran her hands through my hair affectionately when I climbed in. She pressed down on the accelerator as I whooped and we went zooming up the drive, heading for the farm to market road. Just after we turned, she pulled over to the side of the road. 
 
    “Everything okay?” I asked curiously. 
 
    Kari laughed. She reached into the back seat and pulled a plastic bag, clearly from one of the more expensive stores at the mall, forward. She tossed it into my lap. 
 
    "Put those on," she ordered. 
 
    “Put what on?” I asked. Her eyes went down to the bag. 
 
    I looked at her in surprise, still not putting two and two together. I opened the bag and found a blue and white plaid skirt, a white blouse, white knee-high socks, and a pair of black pumps. It was a classic schoolgirl outfit.  
 
    “You can’t be serious,” I said incredulously.  
 
    “I am,” she assured me. “You look like some sort of farm bred cornhole picking cow shit out from between your toes. I’ve decided to improve your look.” 
 
    I blinked, trying not to feel hurt. “Kari, please. I know you aren’t into the cowgirl thing. I get that. But I can’t wear this. It’s too…” 
 
    She turned and looked at me. That’s it. No words. Just the look. I flinched. I grimaced. I shuddered. Finally, in a defeated voice, I asked her where she wanted me to change. 
 
    "Right here. Right now," she said. 
 
    I glanced down the road. No one was coming from either direction, but I was paranoid. “Here?” I demanded, almost frantic. 
 
    Kari smiled. “In the car. But if you don’t stop stalling, you’ll be doing it in front of the car tomorrow.” 
 
    My eyes widened and I knew I was fucked. I licked my lips. I’d never ever been naked out in public before. And while there wasn't much traffic, there was still a risk. I didn't understand about window tinting back then. 
 
    "I'd hurry if I were you, or you'll end up being naked while we're in the school parking lot." 
 
    What can I say? Kari knows how to motivate me. I tugged off my boots and socks, then pushed my jeans down and off my ankles.  I picked the skirt out of the bag but Kari stopped me.  "No. Strip first. All of it."  
 
    I looked at her, more surprised than concerned. “My panties too?” I asked. She nodded. I gave her a suspicious look but cooperated. I pulled my panties completely off, tossing them on top of my jeans. My tee shirt came next and I sat there for a moment, one arm across my bra covered breasts, thighs pressed tightly together, before reaching for the little schoolgirl outfit she’d bought me.  
 
    "What part of 'all of it' do you not understand?" Kari asked in a frustrated voice.  I looked at her in astonishment. 
 
    "What? My bra too?" I asked, shocked.  
 
    “All of it,” she reiterated, saying it slowly for the dumb idiots at the back of the class. “Take off all your clothes.” 
 
    Trembling, I stripped. It was also my first time naked in a car I might add, though I've done that often enough since. My skin tingled, rising in goosebumps, more from being exposed than from any temperature oddity. Kari touched me then and I groaned, spreading my legs slightly as her fingers slipped between my thighs. 
 
    “You’re wet,” she said, her voice dropping into a husky tone. 
 
    I swallowed, feeling exposed, and scared, and very, very horny. “I’m always wet,” I whispered.  
 
    She grinned. “Yes, you are. I love that about you. Now give me your clothes. All of them.”  
 
    I handed over my socks, panties, blue jeans, blouse, and bra and reached into the sack. I grabbed the blouse first and immediately put it on. It was exactly as you might expect. It buttoned up the front and was just a tad bit too thin. The tips of my breasts made two pointy little pink dots on the front. Then I put on the skirt. It felt too short, especially for school standards. Oddly enough, I felt a bit better covered up, but I realized I'd be lucky not to be sent home to change. I commented on that to Kari and she laughed.  
 
    "If that happens just come out here to the car and get your clothes. Change in the parking lot and go back to school." 
 
    Oh. Yeah. Simple. Right. Presuming they didn’t call my parents. 
 
    “But on the socks,” Kari said, pointing back at the bag. I reached in and grabbed the knee highs. They were white and thin and I pulled them on, then put on the shoes. I glanced down at myself, my pussy quivering. I looked like a slut. Kari loved it though and reached over to my lap. She pushed my legs apart, slipped her hand under my skirt, and then touched my clit. I jumped, but then moaned as her fingers tweaked and pinched me lightly, playing with me until I was very wet.  We were almost at the school when she extracted her hand, wiped it on my thigh smearing my own juices on my skin, and then reached down to her purse and extracted two golf balls.   
 
    Yes. Real golf balls. Then she told me to put them in my pussy.   
 
    Over the summer, spread open on her mother’s coffee room table, I’d been subjected to several fuckings that involved inanimate objects. Admittedly, I’d even used a few on myself at home. Cucumbers, carrots, squash, a number of dildos and vibrators, a hairbrush handle, a spatula, bananas, screwdriver handles, even a candle... but I'd never had golf balls inside me. Curious, terribly turned on, and very wet, I ran the first ball through my labia, wetting it. Then I pushed. It went in easy. The second ball followed and I felt a very strange sensation inside me. In hindsight, they weren't very stimulating, at least from a physical perspective. But they were terribly exciting for a 15-year-old girl who had never had anything like it up inside her. Those golf balls might well have been my vibroballs on steroids. I was practically shaking by the time we pulled up into the parking lot. 
 
    The combination of no bra or panties I think was what did it though. I was scared to get out of the car, but Kari ordered me to follow and I felt the cool morning air on my pussy, made even more sensitive from the golf balls rolling around inside me. I couldn't help squeezing them over and over, and I had to clench my pussy to keep them from falling out. I stopped pulsing as best I could. I followed Kari inside the school and felt a million eyes on me. Now in comparison, I'm nowhere near as pretty as Kari. She's blond. I'm a brunette. She's perfectly shaped. I'm willowier.  She's five foot seven. I'm a measly five two. Even today she has these magnificent breasts while I'm overripe. It's enough to drive a girl crazy. Add to that perfect skin, where I've got more than my fair share of freckles (though thank God not on my face.) She's a bomb shell and I'm plain Jane.  
 
    Well, not that day. In seconds I was attracting way more attention than my companion.  My shirt was almost, but not quite see-thru.  My nipples were hard little bumps pressing up against the thin cotton. My skirt flared and I felt breezes on parts of me that had never been exposed to them, making it even harder for me to concentrate.  And then there were the two little golf balls inside me, rolling around, stimulating me, constantly at risk of falling out. It was a lot for a fifteen-year-old girl to handle.  
 
    Fast forward a few years and as I pulled on my skirt in response to Master Barrett’s morning “assignment,” remembering that very first time I went without panties seemed appropriate. I remembered how it felt to be so exposed, so vulnerable, so open. I remember having to clench my slit constantly when I was walking from one class to another, just to keep the golf balls in place. And I remember how I flushed crimson while walking from English to Biology, my pussy dripping wet and pulsing, when one of the golf balls fell out, clattering on the tile floor, leaving little wet marks in a trail as it bounced and rolled along a sea of teenaged shoes. 
 
    The assignment Master Barrett had given me didn’t involve golf balls though. Instead, two plastic spheres, slightly smaller than what was par for the course, each filled with a weighted bell inside, had been slid into my very accepting and quite wet pussy. Then my butterfly vibrator was strapped over my loins, the small tip pressed directly against my clitoris. And with that, the preparation was done. All that was left for me to do was cum. 
 
    I know. Odd, right? 
 
      
 
    Breanne – Clearly you like having orgasms, so I feel the time has come for you to get exactly what you want. Today I want you stuff your sweet little cunt with your vibroballs. Once they are rolling around inside you, strap your butterfly vibrator to pussy. Once you are ready, turn the butterfly vibe as high as it will go. You can cum, but there is a caveat. You can’t just cum once. You must leave the butterfly vibrator on (and at full power) through FOUR full orgasms. Not only that, but you MUST have three sessions during the day. This will push you through twelve explosions that should leave you both sexually satisfied and ridiculously sore and tender, ready for tomorrow’s torment. Oh… and don’t bother to wear underwear. It will only get wet. 
 
      
 
    I did my morning chores in blue jeans, though I did follow through on Master Barrett’s orders. No panties, and my pussy was stuffed to the brim with my ben wa balls. The butterfly vibrator was strapped on underneath my denim and except for the regular dampness caused by being somewhat aroused, I managed to make it through the early morning without much in the way of sexual shenanigans. I even went back inside the house to eat breakfast, sitting at the table quietly, pussy quivering with expectation. Afterward I grabbed my denim skirt and headed back out to the barn, when I figured that I could get the first session out of the way. I stripped out of my jeans and pulled on the skirt, feeling cold air swirl up my legs to caress my thighs. It was chilly out though, so I still had on my duster, a decent shirt, and my boots.    
 
    “It’s time, I guess,” I said to myself. I took a deep breath and pulled up the front of the skirt. I thumbed the small switch on the butterfly to its maximum position and braced myself. I gasped almost immediately. I hadn’t orgasmed since the day before, right before my third trip to the tack mat, turning my boobs into tenderized, hurting, perforated globes. The vibrations surged into me, right into my clitoris, and you can probably imagine what that did to my libido. My sex tightened and I began walking back and forth, allowing the stimulation to work me closer and closer to climax. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later I was getting close. I reached out a hand to steady myself, bracing against a post, and I pressed my forehead to it. I took deep breaths as my body shook with tension. My pussy was a riot of sensation, trembling and squeezing, rolling the ben wa balls around relentlessly. I felt my throat constricting, readying to release my cry, as I felt the dam break. There was a gush of fluid as I exploded, hips thrusting back and forth and I shook with release. The orgasm rocked me, leaving me standing there, braced against the wooden post, then the energy behind it slowly faded, only to be replaced almost immediately by another wave rising toward shore, threatening to swamp me again.  
 
    That wave took another five or six minutes, smashing me into a bale of hay and flooding my brain with another surge endorphins. I sat down, spread my legs as wide as possible, and resisted the urge to touch the butterfly. I wanted to fuck myself. To grab a dildo and thrust it hard into my pussy. Instead, I suffered the vibrations. My buttocks tightened and my loins began thrusting, humping absolutely nothing. I just needed to move my hips. It was grotesque. I pulled up my skirt. The air touched my pussy, and it felt incredible. Finally, I couldn’t take it. I reached down, fingers pressing on the butterfly vibrator, moving it around in a circle.  
 
    The third orgasm was almost caustic and I began to feel the sensitivity building. My exposure and the cold air sent me into another series of spasms as my clit began to tingle, almost at a burn. I wanted desperately to either turn off the clitoral vibration or plunge my fingers deep into my pussy. I struggled with indecision, my hand going down to the clitoral vibe, not even realizing that I was going to turn it… off. 
 
    “No!” I shouted at myself. I yanked my hand away, teeth clenched and I looked around. I grabbed a small piece of rope hanging on a nail and swung it hard, letting it curl behind me. The end landed across my ass, stinging more than enough and I grimaced. I swung it again, literally whipping my own bottom as the vibrator purred. 
 
    “Yes,” I hissed. “Yes. Yes!” I hit myself again. And then once more. Then the sharp stinging on my rear was complimented by an overwhelming tsunami of pleasure. The orgasm reared up, drowning, and crashing over me until I was swimming in a sea of pure and utter bliss. I gasped, falling onto the hay bale as my hand dove between my thighs and switched off the butterfly vibrator. With the butterfly silent I was able to regain control of my libido and I leaned back, just breathing. The ben wa balls shifted inside me, but without the vibration surging into my clitoris, it was nothing more than a sweet little touch.  
 
    I was sated. My pussy, soaked, and my clit swollen and sensitive. I sat up, realizing I’d been at it for almost an hour and a half, cumming over and over. I licked my lips and took a deep breath. The first session had been so intense! I shook my head and stood up, grabbing my jeans and heading back into the house. I got myself cleaned up, though I kept the ben wa balls in my pussy and the butterfly on my clit, just like I was supposed to. I sat at my desk writing out the events of the morning, and then after lunch, headed back outside, got in my truck, and drove out to the mall. 
 
    Considering the noise I’d made in the barn, I didn’t think it was a good idea to work through my required fifth, sixth, seventh, and eighth orgasms inside. I pulled my truck over into a quiet spot, well out of the way. Master Barrett never stated where I needed to go through my sessions. While sitting behind the wheel, I lifted my skirt, spread my legs, and switched on the butterfly vibe. Don't worry.  I had no intention of doing a "When Harry Met Sally" scene.  I stayed in the parking lot.  Sitting behind the wheel of my truck I pulled my skirt up, turned the butterfly to high, and endured. My first orgasm, or technically my fifth, came relatively quick and I was glad I’d brought a towel to help wipe up the excess cum dripping from my slit. Master Barrett had been right. Going commando was the smart move. 
 
    I sat there, staring out the windshield as the vibrator kept going though, and it wasn’t long before my clitoris started to report some different sensations. There was a sort of strange edginess, a tingling that felt like the start of a rug burn, and not in a welcome spot. My buttocks clenched tight and my hips began rolling as my pussy basically struggled to get away from the stimulation. As if that were happening. The butterfly vibrator was literally strapped to my vulva, the narrow proboscis of the butterfly touching the small nub.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” I whispered, eyes closing as my hand slipped up underneath my shirt. I found a nipple, pinching it slightly as the oscillations between my legs became more than I could handle. Then, suddenly, the next orgasm was there. Number six. Exploding inside me and against my pussy until I was panting heavily, gripping the steering wheel. Suddenly I felt hot and gasping, I jerked open the door and almost fell out of the truck. I must have looked ridiculous in my short little skirt, the duster, the cowboy boots, and the tee shirt. I felt the cool air and shrugged out of the coat, not even caring that the temperature was only in the upper fifties. I threw the duster into the truck and began walking, feeling the ben wa balls shift and roll inside me as my tender clit began throbbing. 
 
    I was not that old when I discovered that I was masochistic. I remember Kari exploring it with me, discovering that certain forms of pain turned me on. Unlike some, I didn’t care for the dichotomy of pain and pleasure, with the idea that if you hurt me now, the good part would feel even better later. I like to refer to it as the temperature conundrum. Those nuts at the South Pole have a tradition of sitting in a hot tub until their core temperatures are dangerously high. Then they will run out into sub-zero snow and dance naked, their bodies steaming. Under normal circumstances, that cold would have burned like hell.  And just like that, some masochists need to be hurt in order to feel the intensity of the pleasure afterward.  
 
    But not me. Oh, I still need to be hurt, but I need it concurrently. I want someone pinching my nipples while they’re fucking my brains out. I want someone paddling my ass while I’m being vibrated into orgasm. And I love being stimulated beyond the threshold of tolerance. Because just like every other woman on the planet, I get sensitive too. It’s just that my physical and mental response is vastly different. 
 
    I get turned on more. 
 
    I grit my teeth as I walked away from my truck. I had no specific destination. I just needed to move. I needed to feel the ben wa balls rolling around inside me. And most importantly, I needed to redirect the energy that was building as I struggled to cope with the vibrations surging into my clitoris. They were harsh and intense and I have no doubt that I was quite the image, prancing around with my hips jerking like that. I stumbled between a few cars, my pulse pounding as my clit seemed to swell. Pain, a sort of acerbic, acidy type that I was unused to, seemed to be licking at my clitoris and I recognized that I was feeling it. I reached the end of the aisle and turned around, heading back, only to get within fifty feet of my truck. Then it hit me, all at once, and I felt the tremors shoot through my body as my pussy finally gave in, cumming for the third time.   
 
    I found myself leaning up against someone's car.  It was a tough orgasm too; the seventh of the day and it rocked me, almost making me swoon. It felt as if someone was stroking my clit with a serrated knife, or maybe a piece of sandpaper. Either way, the sensation was driving me crazy, at least from a sexual perspective, but it was also sending shooting pains through my loins, as if I could handle the acute pleasure for a moment, only to have my nervous system revolt, allowing a biting rejoinder into the mix. Each step was like fire and ice, fighting right there between my legs. 
 
    I stumbled forward until I grabbed my truck handle and by then I wasn’t just stupid horny or working my way up to orgasm number eight. I was there. The urge to touch myself, to work my clit, was overwhelming. I leaned against the truck. And then, I pressed my hips forward, thrusting against the front quarter panel. The movement forced the butterfly tighter against my clit, changing the nature of the vibrations and shamelessly I began humping my truck. The pressure was just what I needed and I stood here thrusting, bumping, grinding the butterfly against my poor pussy with the wheel well. 
 
    And that was that. 
 
    Almost sobbing, I turned off the butterfly vibrator and climbed back up into the truck. Shuddering from sensory overload, I just sat there, trying to gain something along the lines of control. My pussy burned and I couldn’t seem to stop my hips from rolling. I could feel the ben wa balls moving around inside me and my clit felt as if someone were rubbing it with a dry, coarse sponge.  I grit my teeth, trying to cope with the pseudo-pain coming up from between my legs.   
 
    I closed my eyes, breathing deeply through my nose. I knew where I was, and what was going on, but I was so very aware that if Master Barrett had been there, ordering me to spread my legs so that they could whip my clit, or paddle it, I’d have been yanking down my skirt and spreading myself open. The pain… it just seemed to make me want even more. What the fuck is wrong with me? How could I endure so much stimulation and want… more of it?  
 
    Minutes ticked by and my clit just … I’m not even sure what word to use to describe what I was feeling.  Burned isn’t quite right.  Ached isn’t intense enough.  Hurt doesn’t encompass the sexual need I felt.  Agony is too much.  Have you ever wanted sex so bad it hurt?  I just can’t describe it.   
 
    I managed to recover over the next three or four hours and dinner did a lot to replenish my strength. That evening, still commando, I escaped back out to the barn. The bare bulb illuminated me starkly as I pulled off my jeans, exposing my butterfly clad clitoris. I turned it on.  Four hours of rest had only partially restored me and my sore clit hadn’t really recovered. In seconds the vibrations were smarting, then tingling with a stinging heat. I did a few jumping jacks as I approached my first orgasm and when I exploded, it was with a soft moan and a quick squirt.  
 
    Did I say first orgasm? I meant ninth. 
 
    I sat down the hay bale, spreading my legs. The next orgasm was more of a wave than a wrecking ball, and I shook as it washed through me. By the time I approached my third (or eleventh) for the evening, all I could think about was turning the butterfly off. I had stopped moving around and was just standing there.  
 
    It was cold outside by this time, not as cold as that morning, but chilly, and the day hadn’t gotten over sixty. As I tried to keep my hands away from my clit, I began unbuttoning my shirt.  I didn’t take it off, but I pulled up my bra, exposing my nipples to the cool air. They immediately puckered into hard little bumps and as my pussy screamed in torment, I stepped right up to the tractor. It had not been used in several days and I knew that it would be cold.  I leaned up against it and placed just the tips of my breasts on the cold steel. 
 
    Holy fuck. 
 
    And it was enough.  My hips thumped against the front wheel, jamming the vibrating butterfly hard against my sex. It forced me to the edge, then I went screaming out into the abyss as my body was forced into the twelfth and last orgasm of the day. I grabbed hold, twitching madly as my loins burned and then I sagged, exhausted as what little energy I had drained out of me and I collapsed into a puddle of girl goo. My fingers slipped down, and there came blessed silence as I turned off the vibrator.   
 
    It took time to recover, but I managed. Thirty or forty minutes later I picked myself off the ground, dusted myself off, and dressed slowly, trying not to let anything touch my engorged clit. I stumbled back into the house, climbing the stairs, only to strip and take a shower, wincing as the hot spray touched me in places I would have preferred left alone. I inspected the damage, spreading myself open in front of a mirror. My clit looked like raw meat. In fact, it looked much the same as my breasts after the nympho humiliation pain slut pushups I’d done the previous day.  
 
    I bit my lip. How much more could I take? 
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   Alligators, Earthquakes, and Orgasms - 11/08/10 
 
      
 
    My alarm went off just after five am, which was usual. I’m a south Texas farm girl and we tend to get up early. I don’t mind. I’m more creative in the morning, more prone to complete projects, and more likely to do something sexually stupid. Like slip my fingers between my legs the second I wake up and work myself into an orgasmic froth.  
 
    I whimpered, moaning there on the bed, one hand between my legs, the other at my breast, gently pinching a nipple as I thrust my hips. Even as I pushed my fingers down between my petals, I felt a sort of ache that only changed the nature of the sexual stimulation, adding a depth and complexity to it that went beyond pleasure. I groaned as a little bit of hurt was added to the mix and my body loved it. 
 
    I twisted my head into the pillow as I let out a breathless gasp, my body shuddering as the climax rippled through me. My brain stalled, rational thought no longer possible as my addiction to sexual release provided the normal flush of euphoria. I hummed gently, hand still between my legs, toes curled, as my pussy fluttered sweetly. 
 
    I let out a soft sigh. Oh. Oh yes… 
 
    Of course, that bliss didn’t last. A minute later I felt the ache set in and I pulled my hand away from my groin, only to look down and wonder why my pussy was aching. My clit was still slightly swollen and very pink from yesterday’s torment, and with that realization, I let out a frustrated groan and lay back. Of course, I’d be sensitive. Duh.  
 
    I rolled out of bed, the ben wa balls still in my pussy swirling inside me and I could hear the light ring of the weighted bells. The first order of business was to check my email. Master Barrett had been sending instructions each day and before I could get dressed and take care of the critters in the barn, I’d need to know which toy I was going to be enduring. My Husky Dildo? A six-inch vibrator? The RVP? Who knew? That was the exciting part!  
 
    I didn’t bother getting dressed. I just sat down at the computer naked, spreading my legs to either side of the chair. I admit, I might have been gently rubbing myself as I signed on, opening the right web browser until I saw Master Barrett’s email waiting for me. I licked my lips, half excited, half terrified and began reading.  
 
      
 
    Breanne - Yesterday you cheated so today you will be redoing the assignment with an added extra. Instead of the butterfly vibrator, you will use your Rotating Venus Penis. You are required to complete five sets today, but each set will only have three orgasms, not four like yesterday. The first orgasm of each set needs to be done with the RVP at full power, both functions. The second orgasm is earned on medium, the third on low. The punishment is that you are not permitted to turn off the RVP, even if you’re driving somewhere, or with family. Unless you are willing to hurt. Any time today, if you turn off the RVP, for any reason, you will attach your alligator clamps to your clit and nipples.  
 
      
 
    I had two fingers in my pussy before I realized what I was doing and the surge of wetness that came from between my legs stated even more simply just how arousing the “assignment” was. I stood up, licked at my gooey hand, and then quickly got down my toybox. Finding my RVP wasn’t easy. There were like five dildos, the chastity belt, and like six different sets of bondage cuffs. But I eventually pulled out the butterfly like toy, the straps dangling like puppet strings.  
 
    To be honest, I wanted to something thicker and deeper than the four-inch-long cock that came with the RVP. At least until I slid it into my desperately grasping cunt and finished strapping it to my waist. I pulled on a pair of panties over the whole apparatus, then fished out my jeans. Tube socks, tee shirt, and boots followed, and I slipped on my duster as I stepped out of the house and headed to the barn. I’d stuffed my alligator clamps in my pocket, just in case, and as I walked across the courtyard, I tugged the wired remote out, and with deliberate intention, pushed both sliders up to maximum. 
 
    Holy. Fuck.  
 
    I stumbled, almost immediately. I was wet and aroused, sure. But the overwhelming intensity of the RVP churning inside me, all while shaking against my petals and clitoris, was damn near catastrophic. In seconds I was panting, barely able to walk as the battery-operated toy twisted and vibrated between my legs. There was a tingle too, of just a tad bit of discomfort, my swollen and abused clit responding to the stimulation. I weaved and jerked my way to the barn door, hauling it open as my hips tried to fuck instead of walk. 
 
    I looked around. I had animals to feed mostly. Pigs, chickens, goats, and the horses. A bit breathless, buzzing like mad, I headed over to our feed supply and began filling buckets. It was difficult to concentrate and my pussy kept tightening in these repetitive pulses. I scooped out the tiny pellets with my hips twitching and jerking as my lower half eagerly fucked the vibrating toy inside me. 
 
    Turning, I moved over to our pig trough and as I lifted the first bucket, I realized that I was going to cum. 
 
    “Oh my God!” I blurted out, the pigs already hurrying up to the rail, eager and excited to find me there. The bucket trembled in my hand. “I’m cumming!” I groaned, the pressure of the orgasm bursting. How I lifted the bucket and dumped it is beyond me, especially as my pussy was fluttering and quivering. The pigs went mad, intent only on their food, and ignored their red-haired mistress jerking like a landed fish, one hand jammed against her loins as she bent over at the waist.  
 
    And I got my fix.  
 
    Damn, did it feel good! My aches and pains seemed to go away, except for the tiny one between my legs. I felt exhausted but energized. I stupid grin was etched on my face, and I felt a little heady, as if I’d been breathing a bit too much oxygen. I stumbled, almost kicking over the second bucket of pig food, the five-gallon container only barely saved. My hand scrambled for the controller as my pussy quivered again, and I turned down both sliders, reducing the corkscrewing speed and the vibrations to something approaching a sort of medium level. 
 
    And it made absolutely no difference.  
 
    I’m multi-orgasmic. I’ve always known it. I’m one of those girls that can just keep having sex over and over, with only my energy level being the stopping point. Eventually, I’m just too tire to cum. But fresh from a night’s sleep? Horny and aroused? Only to be given an orgasm and still be forced to suffer stimulation? It’s like Master Barrett knew exactly how to fuck with me! As my pigs fought over only half the normal ration, I dropped down onto a bale of hay, stretching out my legs as I shoved one hand up under my tee shirt. I instantly regretted wearing a bra as I tugged it out of the way, and I know this is going to sound crazy, but my other hand dug into my pocket, tugging out the smaller set of alligator clamps. 
 
    Leaning back, my hips thrusting upward, I pinched open the first, metal toothed pincer and with deliberate desperation, set it chewing on my right nipple. It hurt. But I was in the sway of orgasm number two, marching my cute little ass up the mountain toward climax a second time. And this time, I hadn’t started at the bottom. The pain to my breast? That was a strong, hard push and by the time my shaking fingers slid along the light, steel chain to the other clamp, the pressure between my legs had built to a similar, if not quiet as strong force.  
 
    The orgasm hit just as I let the second clamp close and a shard of agony shot into my tit, matching the other side nicely, as I screamed out in utter pleasure. Or pain. I’m not sure. I mean, it hurt. And it felt good. Either way, it startled the pigs. And the horses. Star looked over at me with a nicker of concern and if my heels hadn’t been tapping mindlessly as my body rippled in orgasmic spasms, I’d have given her a reassuring smile.  
 
    My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as the soup of endorphins and dopamine and oxytocin and adrenaline rushed through my brain and for a second, everything made perfect sense. My purpose, my needs, my pleasures, my pain. All of it. I laid there twitching, legs spread, breasts exposed, one hand pressing on the front of my jeans, rubbing the RVP harder into my pussy, the other wrapped around the steel chain of the alligator clamps. I didn’t even realize I was pulling until a moment later. 
 
    Because the adrenaline ran out.  
 
    Exhaustion hit me, pure and simple, though it wasn’t really me being tired. I crashed and a beautiful, languorous, bliss seemed to just flood through my frame. The rush and heat and wetness of the actual explosion began to fade and it was only then that some of the more caustic stimulation being inflicted upon my body began to come to the forefront. The first thing I realized was that my clit felt like someone was rubbing it with sandpaper. Or maybe just something rough. Then came a sharp agony at the tips of both breasts. I struggled for a moment, thrashing around as I sat up, my hand digging for the RVP controller in my pocket, and I brought it out, turning the levels down a third time. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. I reached up and freed my tits from the clamps, wincing as I pinched the little toothed monsters open. I put the clamps away, then hauled my bra back down, only to cover it with the tee shirt. I climbed to my feet, and with the Rotating Venus Penis still churning away in my cunt, albeit slowly, and with my entire pussy quivering from the vibrations, I staggered back to the bucket, grabbed hold, and emptied it into my pigs’ trough.  
 
    They approved. Evidently my orgasms meant nothing to them. And I still had one to go. 
 
    Star, my own horse, and her companion Clover still needed attention and Star let me know it, giving out a neigh of both greeting and question. I let out a strained laugh, limping over to where her feed was stored. I gathered up what I needed and shuffled over to her stall, filling a feed bag and putting it in the wood bin. I patted her neck, but she was no longer concerned with me now that her grain was in reach. I clung to the wooden partition as I stroked her, but I admit that I was still just a tad bit distracted.  
 
    “So,” I said to my mare. “What do you think of Master Barrett’s torment? Do I look all perfect when I’m twitchy?” I asked softly. 
 
    She didn’t respond. 
 
    “You know,” I said with a sigh. “I have to cum again. At least for this set. And I’m not even supposed to turn off the RVP.” I let go of Star and got the feed for Clover. “I’m on edge. I mean, I’m not ready to cum yet. Not a third time. I can tolerate it this for now, but…” I dumped Clovers food into the stall bin. “I can feel it.” 
 
    I turned away, heading over to where the goat feed was stored. We had to keep that locked up. Sometimes the goats got out. “I’m not sure how long it will be before I cum again,” I said conversationally, to basically no one. “Ten more minutes? Twenty?” I shook my head. “I guess the point is to have me in a state non-stop.” I used an old coffee can and scooped up the pellets into the bucket, the scent of alfalfa strong.  
 
    I felt another ripple of… intensity. That’s the best way to describe it. Not hurt. Not pleasure. Intensity. My pussy tightened down on the RVP. I swallowed. “You know,” I said again. “I have to do five sets?” I turned, carrying the bucket. “I have to suffer four more times. Three orgasms in each set.” I shook my head as I headed toward the barn door. “That’s fifteen orgasms. In one day! Can my clit even handle that?” 
 
    The second I stepped foot outside the goats went nuts and headed for me. I ambled over to the fence and tipped in the bucket and the ten or so animals moved fast. I smiled. I like goats, even though they smell worse than the pigs. And as I stood there, watching them eat, my hips pressed forward and my pussy rubbed against the fence post. It was electrifying and I gasped as the RVP was mashed between the pole and my pussy. A second later I was humping the barrier, rubbing my pussy into the set’s third and final orgasm. It wasn’t as powerful as the other two, more of an afterthought, but it left my clit feeling tender and sensitive and I had to grab hold of the fence as I slumped, my legs feeling weak and jittery.  
 
    I let out a groan. “Okay,” I panted. “Clamps? Or just leave the RVP on low?” I asked myself. Or more accurately, I asked my poor, vibrating, churning pussy. It said “clamps” rather loudly, so I went back into the barn, my hand already grabbing the controls and turning off the RVP. 
 
    I put the alligator clamps on my nipples first, hissing as the sharp little teeth bit into the raised bumps. I dragged my bra back down over my breasts, wincing as the material pulled on the clamps and the pain shot up through my chest. The jumbo alligator clamp felt heavy in my hand though as I unbuttoned my jeans and pulled the waistband of my panties outward. I loosened one of the RVP’s straps and with a deep breath, set the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit. 
 
    “Owwww,” I groaned. Star looked over at me in concern. “That fucking hurts!” I complained.  
 
    She snorted and I translated it into “well duh, you idiot.”  
 
    I pulled my jeans back up and buttoned them, then tried to finish my chores.  
 
      
 
     ***  
 
      
 
    The door to the truck didn’t close properly as I turned away and I found myself cursing under my breath as I had to take two steps back to my vehicle. I also had to unlock the damn thing, just so I could get the seatbelt out of the frame. The alligator clamps were killing me, chewing delicately on my nipples and clit and doing a damned good job of leaving me in just enough pain to make me wish I’d opted for the Rotating Venus Penis. A steady onslaught of sexual stimulation might have been a better choice to having three sensitive nerve bundles pinched tightly. I took a deep breath, regretted it instantly as my bra shifted. I almost felt like crying. So, I headed into the coffee shop in a sort of sick waddle, trying hard not to make things worse.  
 
    The line at the counter was huge but I ignored it, instead scanning the various tables. Sure enough, one small corner was occupied by a golden-haired goddess, calmly sipping at a cup, her eyes perusing a magazine. She was wearing designer pants and a cherry-colored blouse, and her coat was thrown over the back of the chair. But my eyes locked onto the other cup sitting in front of her. I eased over to her and with a hiss, sat down. 
 
    “Are you leaking air?” She asked without looking up at me. I didn’t bother to answer. Instead, I picked up the cup obviously meant for me and took a sip. Chai Tea Latte. The spices swirled in my mouth and I felt a bit better. Despite the throbbing.  
 
    “If my boobs were tires, then they’d have been chewed through by now,” I muttered after swallowing a bit of my hot tea. She looked up.  
 
    “Alligators?” She asked curiously. 
 
    I nodded. Then she grinned. 
 
    “Can I see?”  
 
    My eyes snapped open and for a second, I didn’t realize she was teasing me. Or maybe not. She probably would have been thrilled if I’d just yanked up my shirt, exposed my chest, and shown her the hardware dangling from my tits. Instead, I ignored the heat on my cheeks and let out a frustrated growl as she laughed.  
 
    “Oh Bre, how do you get yourself into these messes?” She asked, pushing aside her magazine and looking at me directly. There were lots of things I saw in her expression. Concern, love, maybe even a little enjoyment at my physical sexual distress. I licked my lips nervously.  
 
    “Uh, the internet?” I guessed. 
 
    Kari chuckled. “I admit, you don’t handle that very well.” She took another sip of her own drink and for a moment we just sat there.  
 
    “What’s the alternative?” Kari asked. 
 
    “RVP,” I said sullenly. “Technically I have to do five sets of three orgasms each, starting on high and moving to medium and then low.” 
 
    Kari considered this. “Interesting,” she said immediately. “So your punishment is constant cumming.” She grinned. “I approve.” 
 
    I gave her a dirty look. “Of course, you would. It’s just, I suffered that yesterday to. My clit is swollen and sore and the only relief I have from the RVP is the alligator clamps!” My voice had risen and I realized I was being too loud, so I blushed crimson and looked around. No one seemed to have noticed, but I hunched over anyway.  
 
    She reached out and patted my hand. “Are you sure you’ve thought this through?” She asked carefully. 
 
    My eyebrow went up. “Well, I can use a medical out if I’m…” I began to say, but she shook her head. 
 
    “No. I mean logistics.” I gave her a blank stare and my prettier, smarter friend sighed. “Breanne,” she said patiently. “If you must complete five sets, and the RVP has to stay on, at the lowest setting between them, why not just have them all in a row? Forget the alligator clamps.” 
 
    “Are you insane?” I asked crazily. “Do you know what that would feel like?” 
 
    She smiled. “Having my clit pinched and chewed off with a toothed clamp?” 
 
    I blinked, feeling a bit stupid. She leaned forward. “Breanne, just leave the RVP on, work yourself close to orgasm for your next set, and right before you cum turn the RVP back up to full power. Then cum, then turn it down and do the next two orgasms. It reduces your exposure to the high intensity stimulation. Then if you absolutely need a break, you can take one.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said quietly.  
 
    She grinned. “So, take off the alligator clamps.” 
 
    My eyes snapped up to hers. “Wait. Right here?”  
 
    She nodded.  
 
    “Kari! Are you mad?” I whispered, glancing around the crowded coffee shop. 
 
    She gave me a surprised look. “You are a nympho humiliation pain slut, are you not? Isn’t being humiliated a turn on?” 
 
    I was blushing furiously by this point. Kari’s eyes hardened and I saw not just my friend sitting there, but my former mistress. “Breanne, take off the clamps.”  
 
    I thought about leaving. I thought about going to the bathroom. But while my brain was cycling my hand had already tugged up my tee shirt, fingers pushing up under my bra. I gasped as I released the first clamp, pain shooting through my tit as the blood rushed back into my nipple. Kari smiled in satisfaction as I did one, then the other. I tugged the chained clamps out from under my shirt and set them on the table with a clatter.  
 
    “Very good,” she said in a complimentary tone. “Now the one on your clit.” 
 
    I scooted my chair to the side, so that no one would be able to see what I was doing. Hopefully. Then I unbuckled my belt, undid the button, and unzipped my jeans. I jammed a hand down the front of my pants and a moment later groaned as I felt my clit tingle. Pain shot through me again, but I managed to pinch open the jumbo alligator clamp, pulling it out of my pants with an agonized expression. It went down next to its sisters.  
 
    “Now,” Kari advised. “The RVP. On low.” I nodded, struggling to button and buckle myself back up. “No,” Kari said more firmly. “Leave your pants open until after the RVP is humming.”  
 
    Our eyes met and I put my hand in my pants pocket, extracting the controller to the RVP. Slowly, I pulled it out, and with a simple movement of my thumb, activated the Rotating Venus Penis. 
 
    In my pussy, the four-inch-long phallus began its telltale twist, corkscrewing around inside me like a cook stirring a pot. But that wasn’t enough. The vibrations began as well, the second motor sending tremors straight into my clitoris and pussy. I gasped, loudly, stiffening as my slit locked down tight around the toy, making its movements even worse.  
 
    “You are so cute when you’re aroused,” Kari said sweetly. “Your face is turning red.” 
 
    I gave her a horrified look and I’m pretty sure I twitched a little. I glanced around the coffee shop again, wondering who was noticing my predicament. 
 
    Kari picked up her magazine. “You shouldn’t do that,” she advised. “You’re drawing attention to yourself. Sit still. Drink your latte. And suffer.” 
 
    I dragged my eyes back over to her and hurriedly grabbed my cup. I’m glad there was a lid on it because my hand was shaking as I brought it up to my lips. Even the chai tea didn’t calm me and I could feel the vibrations, the swirling stimulation, ripening me.  
 
    “How many cups of coffee do you think it will take before you’re ready to start your next set?” Kari asked me curiously.  
 
    I gave her an incredulous look. “How much do you have left in that cup?” I demanded. Her eyes widened and she grinned.  
 
    “Oh! I didn’t realize that we were this close to the second act.” She put down the magazine and folded her hands together. Then she just stared at me. 
 
    “Kari,” I hissed. “I’m trying to resist!”  
 
    She shrugged. “I have no doubt. But I love watching you like this. Your body betrays you in ways that attract attention, and you struggle with yourself trying to hold still. It’s better than daytime television, I assure you.”   
 
    “You’re just going to sit there and watch me twitch?” I demanded, the waves of shaking pleasure pressing on me from all sides. 
 
    She shook her head. “No,” she replied simply. “I’m going to sit here and watch you cum.” She took a sip of her drink and looked at it thoughtfully. “Maybe I’ll need a refill. Afterall, you’re supposed to explode three times.” 
 
    For a moment I looked at her. Beautiful, caring, mischievous, cruel. Why did I leave her? I licked my lips as the coffee shop faded into the background. I stuck my hand into my pocket and drew out the controller of the RVP. The wire tugged at my waistband where it disappeared down into my jeans. I closed my eyes, then pushed both sliders up.  
 
    To maximum. 
 
    Even Kari could hear the purr as I let out a low groan that morphed into a high pitch whine and my knees knocked together as I pressed my thighs tight. It muted the sound just a bit, but it also made the pressure worse and in thirty seconds I was on the cusp, my hips wriggling madly in the seat, my pussy wet and quivering. I looked at Kari, my face flushed, panting as struggled to hold it in, to resist, or at least not scream out, “Oh my God, I’m cumming!” at the top of my lungs.  
 
    “That’s it,” she said softly. “Do it! Cum!”  
 
    I jammed a finger into my mouth, gnawing on my knuckle as I exploded, the pressure pushing me a thousand ways. My sex convulsed violently around the swirling four-inch-long cock corkscrewing through my loins and the vibrations only amplified the sensation. My clit, stimulated directly, was a riot of feeling and I didn’t know if I wanted to rip the Rotating Venus Penis toy away, or press harder! I quivered, shaking as the orgasm pounded through me and I gasped as I pitched forward, barely avoiding smashing my face.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” Kari hummed in appreciation. 
 
    Then the adrenaline gave out and I swam in the perfect soup of wonder that is sexual euphoria. I felt lightheaded, soft, dreamy. Pleasure, pure and simple, slipped through every limb and I wanted to just collapse backward, slumping in the chair, breathing, and living and loving. And I would have too if it weren’t for the damn RVP. It scratched through the sensation, the bliss, and desperately tried to push me right back up the damn mountain so I could jump again. My hand groped for the controller, and I turned down the dials, but only to medium. It wasn’t great, but it was enough. 
 
    I put my arms on the table and laid my head down on them.  
 
    Kari reached out and patted me on the head. “That was beautiful,” she assured me. “No one really noticed, and I could see how much you enjoyed it.” 
 
    My pussy twitched, the RVP still twisting, still buzzing, still tormenting.  
 
    “Of course, my only real complaint is you’re wearing that ridiculous outfit,” Kari said. “You look like an extra on the set of the Rifleman, or Maverick.” 
 
    I lifted my head and gave her a tired look. “You? Westerns?” I scoffed.  
 
    She smiled. “My father enjoyed them, at least when he wasn’t watching BDSM porn,” she assured me. “How close are you to the next orgasm?” 
 
    I sat up slowly. “Four or five minutes,” I said softly, trying to gauge the rippling between my legs. “Maybe?” 
 
    Kari grinned and picked up her purse. “Excellent,” she replied, pulling out her wallet. She slid her credit card across the table. “Go and get us another round of drinks. After your next orgasm we’ll go shopping for attire more suitable to your current predicament.”  
 
    “What?” I exclaimed softly. 
 
    Her eyes flashed darkly. “Drinks, Breanne. Then shopping.” 
 
    I stood there, desperate, and unstable, imagining myself walking a mall next to Kari, dressed in something ridiculously revealing and slutty. My pussy quivered.  
 
    She tapped the plastic on the table. “Well? Go and order. Before you cum again.” 
 
    Horrified, mortified, and terrified, I stood, trembling. I took the credit card with shaking fingers and looked at my mistress, my friend, my lover as she smiled. Then I turned to go get coffee before I exploded. 
 
    Fuck. 
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   Stripper Shoes - 11/10/10 
 
      
 
    “What?” I demanded, sitting at the computer. “Again?” With a groan of frustration, I opened my toybox and extracted the small plastic device from the depths of sexual deviance.  Four straps angle off it, two going around my waist while one goes around each thigh.  A four-inch-long phallus strands straight out from the device and that rod is simply inserted into any immediately available pussy. Like mine. While not very thick or long, it’s deep enough to ensure a filled sensation. Above the rod is a small bumpy nodule which rests lightly against my clit.  Under the rod is another protrusion which seems to touch my bottom.  With the straps pulled tight any movement I make is immaterial. Everything stays in contact with what it was intended to touch. 
 
    A thick wire runs out of the device and leads up to a small pink semi-rectangular box.  This control box has two sliders on it, both also pink, and they are responsible for two rather unique functions. One of them turns the entire apparatus into a vibrator, with the slide controlling the intensity of the movement. The other control causes the rod to spin, corkscrewing as it rotates inside me.  While I can handle the vibrator, even on high, for thirty or forty minutes at a time, the rotating function drives me banana crackers. I can’t handle it, even for ten minutes. Eventually I’m a gasping, whimpering, cum soaked girl who can’t even stand straight.   
 
    Kari says that maybe with practice I’ll get better. And evidently Master Barrett agreed with her.  
 
    For the second day in a row I strapped the sex toy onto my loins, just a little concerned about how my pussy was going to feel, pushed into another flurry of non-stop orgasms. The previous day had been a challenge, with five sets of three orgasms each, for a grand total of fifteen explosions. By the end of the day I was exhausted, tender, and swollen.  
 
    Of course, I felt really good too.  
 
    Kari had taken me shopping, enjoying my embarrassment as she’d dressed me in a cheap elastic skirt, a low cut, off the shoulder blouse, and new high heeled sandals. Then she’d publicly humiliated me by making sure I was surrounded by astute people as each successive orgasm caused me to cry out, quiver, and make a fool of myself. 
 
    She’d also bought me a dress. 
 
    I hadn’t been happy with it the previous day and as I shook it out, holding it up in front of my Saturn Coupe, parked on the gravel shoulder of the farm to market road by my house, I liked it even less. The damn thing was skintight, short at the hem and incredibly low at the collar. It hugged my breasts and pushed them up, creating a cleavage you could ski down, all while cupping my bottom like a man’s hands. I did like the color though. It was a dark forest green, which I thought went nicely with my scarlet-colored hair. Naked except for the RVP, I pulled it down over my head, feeling both a sense of relief at being covered, and a flush of embarrassment at dressing like a two-dollar whore. I shimmied back and forth, pulling down on the material, until it settled into place, barely covering my RVP clad slit, and then grabbed my sandals. 
 
    They weren’t impressive, and to be honest, clashed with the dress. They had no heels and were simple leather. Kari would have flipped seeing me in them, and immediately demanded me wear something else, and to be honest, I’d have agreed. They were that mismatched. But there is method to my madness, or at least someone else’s.  
 
    Master Barrett had known that Kari had picked me up new high heels the previous day, but even if he had, they weren’t what he’d had in mind for me. What he wanted was for me to get a pair of shoes that you can just pick up at your usual shoe store. Let’s face it.  Stripper shoes are not the sort of thing decent women tend to wear. Four-inch platforms with five-inch heels is an invitation to a broken neck. But Master Barrett had insisted, and since he’d sent the money to pay for it, how could I refuse? So, I headed toward Houston. 
 
    There is a store, which will remain nameless, just off 610 near the Galleria Mall. It sells exactly the kind of shoe I was looking for and I parked in the lot. As I walked in, I realized that the slutty green dress I was wearing could have easily come from the racks nearby. I had never realized that there was an entire textile industry in making clothing that merely by bending over, both breasts would be hanging exposed, matching the wearer’s now visible buttocks. 
 
    The remote to my RVP was tucked in the waist strap holding the little toy on, which did create an uncomfortable little bulge. It was also awkward because to get to it, I had to lift the hem of my dress, exposing my toy covered loins. I thumbed the sliders upward to maximum and was instantly rewarded with an intense vibration.  It felt good, but not overwhelming.  But then the shaft inside my pussy started to rotate. OMG. That wasn’t simply good.  It was overwhelmingly good. I hadn’t cum all morning and I was desperate. I felt a surge of wetness as the little probe began stirring my insides and I gulped, trying to keep a straight face. Struggling to maintain my composure I smoothed down my dress and stumbled forward in my awful, ugly sandals. 
 
    Unlike ben wa balls, my RVP doesn’t increase my sexual urgings only while I’m walking. It does it non-stop, all the time. Even when I’m standing still. Every second is this churning, swirling, buzzing caress that doesn’t care about movement, or positioning, or whether someone else can hear it. It’s about pushing me closer and closer to the edge of that metaphorical cliff. To force me off the edge. Blushing, I tried to focus on my breathing as I nodded to the lady behind the counter and headed over to the shoes.  
 
    Wow. What a selection! I stared down the row of insane, almost ridiculous footwear, and took a moment to ponder the intelligence of creating footwear that served no purpose other than to sexualize the wearer. They were good for nothing else. I ran my finger down the shelf, my pussy quivering, as I tried to find exactly what Master Barrett had described. It took me a while. But eventually I found it. Clear plastic and acrylic formed a shoe that looked like Cinderella’s slipper. Well, presuming Cinderella was a stripper and her fairy godmother something of a pimp.  
 
    I found the appropriate box and pulled it down, heading over to a small bench. I’m a seven and I slipped off the sandals as I extracted the crystal footwear. There were two, clear, plastic straps, one going over my toes and one around the heel. I sat down, trying to keep my knees together and not flash the store clerk as I tried on the shoes, but that’s pretty much when my abused and wanton little cunt decided that cumming was more important than shopping. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered in realization. “I’m cumming!”  
 
    Pleasure rippled through me and I gritted my teeth, looking down as I felt the fluids trying to squirt out around the base of the RVP. Thighs soaked, I quivered violently, shaking as the rush of adrenaline, dopamine, and endorphins left me higher than a kite on the best, all-natural drug possible, giving me my fix, as pure an unadulterated bliss blasted through my nervous system. I sagged a little, my eyes unfocused as I smiled idiotically.  
 
    I am quite experienced at having orgasms in public places, or more technically, privately owned places open to the public. When I managed to jumpstart my brain back into gear, I noticed the clerk eyeing me with a rather suspicious look. I sat up straight and gave her a very friendly smile, and then stood up carefully. At first I wobbled a bit.  I’m not used to being five foot eleven. In bare feet I stand at five foot four inches and in my regular heels I don’t get up past five foot seven or eight at the most. With my head in the clouds, I took a few steps. Oddly, I didn’t have much trouble. The soles of the shoes seemed to have a good grip, good traction as it were, the heel didn’t slip and the arch wasn’t that uncomfortable. Sure, my sandals felt better to wear, and I wouldn’t want to walk more than a few hundred feet in these, but I could handle them. 
 
    I turned and walked a few feet. The shoes felt good, but they required a bit more attention that I was used to. Being that high up changed your balance. Each step had to be careful, considered, and concise. But as I took each new step, I began to realize that with all the extra attention was going to my pussy, maybe multitasking wasn’t such a brilliant idea. I hadn’t turned down the RVP either and as I pranced back toward the bench, I suddenly realized that I was quickly approaching the O Zone d’ Erotica. O standing for orgasm.   
 
    I’m addicted to sex. Well, to orgasm. I get cranky and moody when I haven’t cum lately, which Kari snidely has stated is all of twenty minutes. I can’t technically disagree with her. For someone who usually masturbates four or five times a day if left to her own devices and is frequently known to walk around while stuffed with a rotating selection of sexually explicit toys, my proclivities are well documented. I’m an addict.  
 
    Hello fix number two. 
 
    I stumbled slightly, grabbing hold of a nearby shelf, bracing as my loins fluttered and the surge of wetness left me weak and gasping. This time, slumped over, my body shaking, little cries of “oh god yes” escaping from my lips, the clerk did come over to check on me. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked as I floated down from the mountain top I had just climbed and mounted. I nodded, panting, face flushed. 
 
    “Yeah. Sorry,” I said. “It’s tough to explain.” I mumbled. 
 
    She snorted.  “You’ve got a vibrator in you.” 
 
    I blinked.   
 
    “You think I don’t see that often enough?” 
 
    “Oh,” I replied, that sense of mortification swelling inside me. I looked around for a safety line. “I’d like to buy these,” I said. “And wear them out.” 
 
    She shrugged and headed back to the counter. I walked over to the where my sandals were waiting, grabbed them, and stuck them in the box, which I then took over to the register.  
 
    With my box and former shoes bagged, I gave the lady a small, embarrassed smile and left the store. My pussy, still dripping from orgasms one and two, was already starting down the path toward explosion number three and I made it back to my car with only moments to spare. I sighed in relief as I tugged up my dress, turned off the RVP, and sat down. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. 
 
    It took me a few minutes to calm down, to back away from that edge, and I took the opportunity to move my vehicle a little closer to the mall’s main entrance, where I could complete the second half of Master Barrett’s sex assignment.  
 
      
 
     ***  
 
      
 
    Walking the mall when dressed like a slut is not something one does easily. I was in the most upscale and expensive mall in the city of Houston and the clientele walking around spotted me immediately, examining my dress with judgmental disdain, but openly sneering when they got down to my shoes. Well, at least the women I passed did. Men were a smaller fraction of passersby, but those that did openly stared, clearly wondering what parts of me were on the menu. It was… humiliating. Which is exactly what I suspect Master Barrett wanted. I felt conspicuous as if I were holding a bright, neon colored flag that read “DO ME!” 
 
    The shoes weren’t easy to handle either. I’ve worn high heels before, even stilettos with six-inch heels, and there is a certain way you need to move your hips to handle shoes like that. But doing it with five-inch platforms attached? Now that I was unused to. The wobbling height combined with the swirling, buzzing, arousing motions of the Rotating Venus Penis, set to low and buzzing around my pussy made for some rather intriguing sensations. So, I was forced to walk slow, each step a carefully thought-out movement. 
 
    People tend to take walking for granted. Taking a step is literally a recentering of your gravitational center, combined with a controlled fall, followed by an attempt to catch yourself. That’s what it is. And there I was, wearing shoes designed to flounce my booty, instead of making it safe for me to take a step. 
 
    In college, Kari had taught me how to walk in heels. We started with four-inchers. Then we moved up to five, and then six. I’d be stripped naked, nipple clamps with chain swinging from my breasts, stuffed with ben wa balls, and forced to walk back and forth across the living room of the apartment with Kari making suggestive comments and smacking my ass with a paddle to keep me moving. On occasion there would be an audience. So, at least I knew how to walk without being a laughingstock. That would have been worse than just being considered a slut.  
 
    I made my way down the common mall area and started looking for a target.  
 
    I hate calling it that. A target. Makes me sound like some sort of sexual predator. But I guess in essence that is exactly what I am. I was looking for the right guy. Physically attractive, slightly malleable, nicely dressed, washed, intelligent eyes, a decent smile, and that look in his eye that said “wow, I want to fuck you.” 
 
    That last requirement was the easiest to find. Practically every guy I walked past had that expression nailed. I made my way through the mall, every step just a little closer to having another orgasm. I turned right toward the hotel. This was where it was going to get dicey. I didn’t want to be ejected from the premises due to my attire, so I quickly marched through the lobby, found a quiet, mostly hidden spot where I could keep an eye on the elevators, and sat down to wait.  
 
    Why? Because when you’re hunting, the best way to bring home a kill is to wait in ambush. Let your prey come to you. Sure, my pussy was quivering, the sexual pressure building up and up, but it didn’t take that long to spot Mr. Perfect. He was dressed in a polo shirt, black trousers, talking on a cell phone and rolling his luggage and a laptop case behind him. Even better: no ring. I stood up immediately, feeling the wetness on my thighs, and I hurried along behind him, straight to the elevators. He didn’t see me until we both got on and his eyes practically bulged out.  
 
    He pressed the button for the eighth floor and when I didn’t select a floor, he gave me a weird look. “Hey, George, let me call you back.” Then he closed the phone.  “Can I help you?” he asked me. I guess I looked suspicious.  
 
    I nodded emphatically as the elevator began to go up. “Absolutely. First, I’m not a prostitute,” I said. I have no idea why. “Second, I want to give you the second best blow job you’ve ever had.” 
 
    He blinked. “The second best?” He asked curiously. 
 
    I nodded. “The second best,” I repeated. “Because right after you cum in my mouth, I want to give you another blowjob, which will be the best, because instead of cumming in mouth, I want you to fuck me up the ass.”  
 
    He stared at me in shock. “Are you being serious?” 
 
    I nodded, blushing furiously.  
 
    He bit his lip thoughtfully. “I think that is the most direct come on I’ve ever heard.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “I know, I’m sorry. It’s tough to explain, but please, I would really really, really like to suck your cock.” I bent a little. The RVP was spinning up another tornado inside me and it wasn’t going to be long before I had another orgasm attack. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    I laughed, a little hysterically maybe.  “Yeah, I’m just stuffed with a sex toy right now that’s making it hard to think and I’m not allowed to turn it off until someone has fucked me up the ass. And I’m not even allowed to do that until someone has cum in my mouth.” 
 
    He picked up on a single word. “Allowed?” 
 
    I nodded. “I’m a sex blogger. People give me these sex assignments and I write about them. This one is…” I swallowed. “A bit intense.” 
 
    “So, you just go around, randomly fucking people?” His eyebrow went up. 
 
    I gave him a hopeful look. “Yes?” 
 
    He let out a sigh. “I hope you’ve got a condom.” 
 
    I snorted. “Of course!” 
 
    “I’m James,” he replied softly as the elevator came to a halt and the doors opened. He gestured for me to go through first and then pointed down the hall. “My room is this way.” 
 
    I followed along obediently as we went to his room. Wow. Talk about nice. And a king-sized bed! Sweet! And there was a liquor cabinet and all these towels and … sorry. Got distracted. 
 
    James unpacked for a few moments while I sat on the bed.  Then he turned around, smiled, and asked “how do you want me?” 
 
    I just smiled. “Let me help you get comfortable.” I moved to his side, fingers sliding down his chest, down to his waist. I felt the bulge of his cock, rubbing it, enjoying his stiffness beneath the material. But I didn’t do that for long. There were consequences for me being the one to cum and I couldn’t risk that. I unbuckled his pants, helping him step out of his trousers, only to find him already pushing his boxers down, exposing a nice stiffy, pointing straight at my dripping wet loins.  
 
    Fuck the RVP. I wanted him. I licked my lips, shrugging off the desire to just throw out the assignment. Instead, I shifted my shoulders, allowing the spaghetti straps of the dress to slip down. A moment later both of my breasts popped out of the bodice and he grabbed them, kneading my bosom, thumbs brushing back and forth across my nipples. I groaned, getting even closer to cumming, and I wrapped my hand around his cock, tugging softly, rubbing, until he finally let me go and I dropped down to my knees.  
 
    For the first minute I just licked. As if her were a candy cane or a lollipop. Up and down the underside of his shaft. I could feel him quiver from it, and I ran my nails across his scrotum, teasing him mercilessly. Between my legs the RVP seemed to be revving up, but I knew it was just me and I began swallowing James, bobbing my head as I picked up the pace. He groaned and I could feel his cock turning to granite, pulsing in my mouth. But even then, I beat him to the punch, the swirling rush inside me exploding with a burst of wetness. I moaned rather dramatically and I guess that having me quiver and cum in front of him added an element to my blowjob, because even as the sexual euphoria turned my brain to gelatin, James grunted and three, pulsing squirts shot cum straight down my throat.   
 
    He gasped, pulling away and falling backward onto the bed. I sort of collapsed too, breathing hard. For a moment, we both just stayed quiet. But I knew what had to happen next, and with the RVP still purring through my pussy, I straightened up, grabbed the hem of my dress, and pulled it up over my head. Then I was naked except for my stripper shoes and the RVP still buzzing away. Slowly, I climbed up onto the mattress with him. He looked on in admiration because any woman who comes to bed wearing stripper shoes is talented. 
 
    “You really can’t take that off?” James asked, looking at the RVP. He could hear it, a steady thrum digging at my slit. 
 
    I shook my head.  “I want to. But I can’t until you fuck my ass.” 
 
    “What if I want to fuck your pussy instead?”  
 
    I laughed, leaning down, my hair brushing at his stomach. “Do that afterward.”  
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   3 Dresses - 11/13/10 
 
      
 
    “I need a dress,” I said in frustration, looking at the rack in my closet. There weren’t that many of them. Most were summer dress, the kind of sweet, but wholesome sort of thing that was fun to wear with flip flops and made me look like a teenaged girl. None of them were like the green dress I’d worn just a few days before on my little outing to get new shoes. I pushed a variety of outfits out of the way, getting to the seldom worn stuff that Kari had given me in high school and my first two years in college. There were a few dresses in there, but I’d thickened in some specific areas, most notably in the hips and bust, and after squeezing myself into two of them to look like sausages, I tossed them on the floor in frustration and sat down at the desk. 
 
    “What’s wrong pumpkin?” Master Barret asked a few minutes later, after I sent him a rather irritable message. 
 
    “I have a date tonight,” I replied. “And nothing to wear.” 
 
    He smiled. “Well, go naked.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Trust a man to say that. I looked directly into the camera. “Right. Because presuming I don’t get arrested for public nudity, whatever fancy restaurant he plans on taking me to will be thrilled to have a naked woman waltzing through their dining establishment.” 
 
    He shrugged. “Won’t know until you try it!” He said positively. 
 
    I shook my head and pouted a little, trying to decide how to proceed.  
 
    “Why not just go buy a new dress?” He asked. 
 
    I gave him another incredulous look. “Me? Like I know how to buy a dress?” 
 
    His eyes narrowed in confusion. “Haven’t you been shopping before? I thought all women knew how to shop?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I retorted. “For blue jeans! And boots! And tractor parts!” I shook my head. “Not dresses. That’s a Kari thing!” 
 
    “So. Ask her to go with you.” 
 
    I thought about that. Kari would love the opportunity to buy me a dress, especially without me whining about how slutty it looked. She’d give me several options too, none of which I’d think appropriate, all of which would make me look like a two dollar hooker or a porn starlet about to get fucked. But worst of all, she’d pay for it. 
 
    “Nah,” I said, shaking me head. “She’s working.” 
 
    “Well then, I have an idea.” 
 
    “An idea?”  
 
    He nodded.  
 
    I crossed my arms over my chest and gave him a suspicious look. “What kind of an idea?” 
 
    Master Barrett smiled. “The assignment kind.” 
 
    A felt a sudden knot form in my tummy and my pussy quivered. I bit my lip. “Am I going to hate it?” 
 
    Master Barrett laughed, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “Are you kidding me?” He asked with a cheerful grin. “Damn right you are.” 
 
      
 
     ***  
 
      
 
    I’d already completed my chores for the morning and I had an hour or two before the lunch rush, so I got out one of the summer dresses. It was totally inappropriate for the weather, but Master Barrett had wanted me looking appealing, and innocent, as if I were just some college co-ed out for a quick shopping trip. The white material, spotted with blue flowers, looked good on me and I smoothed it down as I looked in the mirror. Without a bra, my boobs filled out the bodice and I could see the obvious tips of each breast, forming eye-catching bumps at the front. But hell, it was better than being see through and I grabbed a pair of pink, bikini cut panties and pulled them on. 
 
    Now before you get all upset about me wearing underwear, it was Master Barrett’s idea. In fact, he stated specifically I had to have panties on, and it wasn’t hard to figure out why. As soon as I had the cotton tight between my legs, I pulled my thick, rubber, multi-stage Core Driller Dildo out of the toy box, put the tip in my mouth, and then tugged the waist band of the panties down. 
 
    You don’t just “push” the Core Driller in, no matter how wet you already are. And trust me, I was pretty wet. You “work” it in. Trust me. Anything twelve inches long and is a minimum of two inches thick at the tip, widening to a full four at the base, takes some physical adjustment. You don’t just slide it in and go “there we are!”  I spent about five minutes slowly adjusting my pussy to something much larger, thicker, and longer than ninety-five percent of all human cocks. Ummm… I admit, a good part of that adjustment was sliding it in and out. But I want to stress I was not masturbating. I was… um… adjusting. Yeah. You know, working my pussy to be more flexible? 
 
    It felt incredible and the only way I can describe it is by saying now I know how a Thanksgiving Turkey feels. With about an inch or so hanging out of me, I used one hand to hold the Core Driller deep in my sex, while with the other hand I struggled to get my panties up. When they finally were in place, I felt the cotton stretch and almost a quarter of the Core Driller dildo slid out. It felt… awkward. Very awkward. 
 
    “This isn’t good,” I muttered, holding up the hem of my summer dress to see three inches of black base pressing against my panties. How the hell was I going to walk? At least it wasn’t vibrating… 
 
    I let the dress drop and carefully, trying not to move too fast, I slipped my feet into the flip flops. Master Barrett’s assignment required a few other items, so I put those into a canvas sack, slung the strap over a shoulder, and then grabbed my denim duster. It looked weird, with me in flip flops, especially considering that it was cold outside, but I hurried down the stairs and crossed in front of my dad as quickly as possible. 
 
    “You’re going out in those?” He quipped, giving my bare little feet a skeptical look. “Are you nuts?” 
 
    I gritted my teeth. “Dad, I’m going shopping,” I said evenly. “It will be warm.”  
 
    He frowned but didn’t put up any further objections. I gave him a smile and he shrugged, evidently deciding that since I was an adult, I could make bad decisions on my very own. My mother was in the kitchen, baking bread, and I hurried past her with a quick “see you!” I was already out the door and halfway to my Saturn Coupe when I heard her yell at me. 
 
    “Breanne! What are you wearing on your feet?” But then I was in the car and starting the engine. I had to shift a bit because sitting down forced the rest of the Core Driller back up into my cunt, and that felt amazingly intense, but a moment later I was hurtling down the gravel farm to market road that led up toward I-10. Unfortunately, it also began to rain. I tapped my fingers on the steering wheel in frustration. This was going to be either seriously unpleasant, or very, very exciting. 
 
    Now I just needed a place to buy a dress. 
 
    I had several different spots in mind, places Kari had taken me before and the mall there in Katy would serve as my first destination. Of course, going to the Katy Mall would have other consequences, but it had been almost two weeks since I’d seen Julie and she got cranky if I didn’t stop in and say hi on a regular basis.  
 
    I parked the truck, grabbed my umbrella, and stepped out into the rain. Water immediately flowed over my toes and rain spattered my legs and damned if I didn’t curse myself for not wearing boots. I hurried as fast as my cunt stuffing would let me, which meant rather slow, as I waded across the parking lot and finally got under shelter. 
 
    Walking with a twelve-inch-long dildo jammed into your pussy is not exactly easy and I know that I waddled more than walked. I shook out the umbrella and walked into the mall, gasping as a wave of warm air hit me. I closed my eyes, literally just standing under the heat. It felt so good. And I was cold. I opened the front of my duster and licked my lips as I noticed both nipples had turned into hard points that drew the eye. I was damned lucky I hadn’t gotten the dress wet.  
 
    I turned left and began walking toward the junk jewelry store Julie managed and a few minutes later, I stepped into he pink and cloying retail establishment, to see my friend and sometimes mistress, setting up a new display. Even better, there weren’t any customers. I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Hello, Julie.” 
 
    Julie was a stick figure of a girl and she was wearing black leather pants, a neon pink shirt, about sixty pounds of bracelet, and a lanyard that had her name and title underneath the store’s logo. Her hair was blue. And green. And black. In alternating layers or stripes. I wasn’t sure. It was like every time I saw her she’d done something weird with her hair.  
 
    But damn if her face wasn’t gorgeous. She had that perfect heart shaped frame, with a pointed chin and beautiful brown eyes. I wanted to melt. Especially since she glared at me. 
 
    “Finally!” She said angrily. “Back room. Now.” 
 
    I flinched. “Actually, I’m on an assign…” 
 
    She dropped the earrings she was putting on the rack back in the box and grabbed my arm. “You think I care?” She demanded, interrupting my protest. She pushed me toward the rear of the store. “Back room.” 
 
    I won’t say that I was frightened for my life had I refused, but I can say I was frightened of what was about to happen, and I had a fairly good idea. Knowing you’re about to suffer though, is different than being able to avoid a certainty, and I pushed through the small back door to find myself in a stock room slash office. Shelves of boxes were stacked high and there was a tiny wooden desk with a computer and a chair against one wall. Julie followed me in. 
 
    “Had you walked in here wearing just the duster, especially open like that, I might have gone easy on you,” she said wickedly. “But I can see that awful dress. Take it off.” 
 
    I blinked and shrugged out of the duster, folding it up and setting it on the back of the chair. We looked at each other for a moment and then Julie’s eyes narrowed. ‘I meant the dress.”  
 
    I gulped, grabbed the hem and pulled it up over my head. 
 
    I’d barely managed to get the thing off my arms when Julie lashed out. Her open hand struck me hard, slapping from left to right, her blow causing my breasts to bounce. I gasped, shocked, and moved to cover my boobs, but Julie growled. 
 
    “Above your head, princess!”  
 
    Whimpering, I looked away from her and laced my fingers together behind my head, my breasts already aching from the strike. Then she went and began spanking my bosom, slapping my tits back and forth, until I was grimacing with pain, the heat and sting leaving me breathless. I didn’t count, but if she left fewer than twenty strokes on each boob, I’d be shocked.  
 
    “Nice dildo,” she suddenly said, jamming her hand up between my legs and pushing. The thickest part of the Core Driller suddenly was pressed into me and I gasped, rising up on tiptoe. “You like being stuffed?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress!” I squealed. Then suddenly her mouth was on my left breast, sucking on the nipple and I gasped as she let the Core Driller slide, just a bit. Then it went back in. For two or three minutes she sucked and fucked me, changing the pain to extreme arousal. By the time she let me go, we were both panting, desperate to cum. 
 
    “Panties,” she sneered. “How disappointing.” 
 
    “It’s to keep the Core Driller Dildo in,” I replied. 
 
    “Core Driller?”  
 
    I blushed. Or blushed more. “It’s a foot long, Julie.” 
 
    Her eyebrow went up. “Really?” I nodded. She grinned. “Well, that must be awkward.”  
 
    I could see she liked that idea. “You have no idea.” 
 
    “So, you said you were here for an assignment?” 
 
    I nodded again. “Yes. Master Barrett. He knew I needed to buy a dress and… 
 
    Julie choked. “You? Buy a dress?” 
 
    My eyebrows went down as my eyes narrowed. “Yeah. Why?” 
 
    She started laughing. “Pollyanna! Buying a dress!” She turned, chortling with amusement. It was irritating. 
 
    “I can buy a dress!” I protested.  
 
    She shook her head. “You could buy jeans. Or boots. Or tractor parts,” she retorted. “But a dress?” 
 
    My jaw dropped. Was I that freaking predictable? I set my jaw. “I can buy a dress,” I muttered. 
 
    Julie’s eyebrow went up and she turned back toward me. “A slinky, slutty dress that will turn my knees to jelly?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She put her hands on her hips. “What’s in the bag?”  
 
    I glanced at the canvas sack which I’d hung on the chair with my coat. “Just some…” but it was too late. Julie grabbed it, opened it, and whistled.  
 
    “Damn,” she said softly, taking out the vibrating anal beads. “Look at these!” She glanced at me. “How come you don’t have these in your bottom?” 
 
    I blushed. “Because Master Barrett said…” 
 
    She tugged out the clover clamps. “And why aren’t these on your tits?” 
 
    I pursed my lips. She wasn’t going to let me finish anyway, so why bother answering. 
 
    She turned and looked at me. “If you’re first choice isn’t appropriate, I’m going to stuff these up your ass,” she said, holding up the vibrating anal beads. “And you’ll go out looking for option number two with your butt shaking like a California earthquake.” Then she fingered the clamps. “Come back with a second crappy choice, and these will go on your nipples.” 
 
    She took a step closer. “Fuck up a third time, and you’ll be going out clamped and stuffed, in just your duster and panties.” 
 
    I blanched. Why the hell do I come here in the first place?”  
 
    “Now put your dress on. Leave your car keys and the duster.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “No butts, Breanne. I’m taking control on this one and Master Barrett can bite me.”  
 
    I swallowed. “But I’m the one who will pay the price,” I whispered. “He’ll punish me.” 
 
    Julie grinned. “Yeah. Right after I do.”  
 
    I sighed and grabbed my summer dress, pulling it down over my head. “I need my purse,” I pointed out as I covered up. She fished it out of the canvas bag and handed it to me.  
 
    “There you go. I’ll see you in thirty minutes.” 
 
    “Thirty minutes?” 
 
    She smiled. “Yeah. I like time limits. If you’re late, I’ll spank your tits again. One stroke on each breast for every minute.” 
 
    Fuck. I nodded and pushed at the door. My flip flops smacked loudly against the bottoms of my feet, but I ran anyway. The hem of my dress bobbed around my thighs and the Core Driller dug into the soft flesh at the top of each leg. Still, I didn’t care. I had to move.  
 
    One of the stores I thought might provide suitable clothing was close and I hurried in, grateful that I was already dressed like a fuckslut. A few people glanced at me, more because I was a cute redhead wearing a dress that was meant for warmer temperatures. Or maybe they were looking at me because I waddled, but the panic induced by Julie’s orders allowed me to ignore the looks. I headed over to the women’s section and began pawing through the various outfits, looking for something that the evening’s date would appreciate, and that Julie would find suitably acceptable on the “fuckslut” scale. 
 
    I found a ton of dresses I liked. All of them were too long, too conservative, too warm. Nothing looked like it belonged on the set of Teenage Strippers IV. The problem was that Julie wasn’t the only one giving orders, and Master Barrett had made it clear that even if I wasn’t going to buy any of the dresses at a particular store, I still needed to try one on.  
 
    And what Julie didn’t know is that I’d been forbidden to use changing rooms.  
 
     I picked out one that I thought would be easy to get in and out of. It was dark burgundy colored, with a square collar and would come down almost to my knees. I pulled it out, looked around, took it off the hanger, and since I was alone in my aisle and the nearest customer was two more aisles away, I quickly pulled my summer dress over my head, baring breasts, my cotton panties, and the rather odd shape of the base of the Core Driller between my legs. Then I shimmied into the dress on the rack. It was hard, but I managed it. I got my arms through the holes and then my head popped up and I smoothed it down. There was a mirror nearby and I looked hideous in it.  My red hair clashed abysmally with the color and I felt like I was dressing as if I were forty. I was just about to take it off when a nice man wearing a black shirt and pants showed up and started walking straight at me. 
 
    I recognized the type in seconds. He had sandy blond hair, clean shaven, was a little overweight, wore a black leather belt and he carried himself confidently. There was no smile, just a curious look. I turned and looked at him and then with a rueful smile, shrugged. 
 
    “It looks horrible on me, doesn’t it?” I asked him, holding out my arms and posing. My summer dress lay draped over the rack next to me. 
 
    He blinked, looked the dress up and down and then nodded in total agreement. “Yeah.  It’s not you.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I didn’t think so.” Then I turned back to face the rack and started pulling the dress off.  His eyes widened again as my panties appeared and he reached out and touched my arm.  I stopped, keeping the dress up, the hem around my waist as I turned toward him. 
 
    “Whoa!  Miss, you need to change in the dressing room!” He said, just a little chagrinned.  
 
    I gave him a crazy look. “Why?” Then I pulled the dress up over my head, giving him a perfect view of my tits. They were still pink from Julie’s spanking and it was altogether possible there might have been a handprint still visible. I’m not sure about his expression. The dress was over my head when it happened. But when I pulled the dress off, he looked a bit bug-eyed. Plus, he eye-fucked me. I handed him the dress and reached for my own little summer slip. 
 
    “Hold this please,” I said. I handed him the burgundy dress and then quickly slipped into my white and yellow flower outfit. Smoothing it down, my legs showing almost up to my ass, I turned and smiled at him, holding out the hanger. “I’ll hang that up and put it back on the rack.  There aren’t really any dresses that look good on me here.”   
 
    He was still staring at my breasts, even though they were now covered. I reached out, took the burgundy dress out of his arms, and hung it back up.  
 
    “Miss,” he said darkly. “From now on if you want to try on any clothes you need to do it back in the fitting rooms please.” He sounded earnest. 
 
    I gave him another beaming smile and blinked like a blond (no offense Kari, okay?) and looked at him blankly. Then I said “you’re sweet. But I’m good. Thanks!” Then I turned and walked toward the store exit. Or maybe I should say I waddled.  The Core Driller was now rubbing sharply against my thighs. I reached down between my legs, shoved it back in (which elicited a little moan from me and another astonished look from Mr. Loss Prevention Guy) and then tugged my panties back into place through my dress, and stepped back into the mall corridor.  
 
    I had no way to check the time, but I knew I was running out of it. I must have wasted a full ten minutes in the last place, and so when I saw some risqué style outfits in one window, I went in. The place was a bit more upscale, and with no customers and the clerks at far front, I pushed through a clearance rack hoping I could find something that would encapsulate the right amount of sexy for my date, with sufficient slutty with Julie. I found one, and I found the other. One dress was beautiful, a slinky red and black number with a keyhole cut out right below the hollow of the throat. The hem was mid-thigh and it was sexy.  
 
    Of course, it was skintight and would be impossible to get into quickly.  
 
    The other option was something Julie might have selected. It was a green plaid dress, with a sort of mesh front, leaving the cleavage exposed. I bit my lip, tapping my fingers. Maybe this was the right outfit? 
 
    To my surprise, I managed to get in and out of my dress with no one even noticing, much less interrupting me. Of course, I was having a bit more problem with the Core Driller.  All this stripping and being out in public was making me very wet and my panties were getting soaked. This made the Core Driller want to slip out even more and things were starting to get a bit messy. I managed to keep things together and a moment later I was looking down at myself, rather pleased.  
 
    Yep. I could wear this.  
 
    I took off the dress and shimmied back into my summer attire, then hurried up to the register. 
 
    “How much?” I said a moment later, eyes wide. With a sigh, I paid the exorbitant price and hurried back toward Julie’s store. 
 
    “I’ve got it!” I declared, marching in. Julie looked up from the register and I blushed as I saw she was with a customer. I twisted, turning around, pretending to look at some merchandise. I worked my way toward the very back, near the stockroom door, waiting.  
 
    “Breanne,” she said a moment later. “Go try it on. I want to see it.” 
 
    I nodded and opened the back door, feeling a little awkward. Once I was in private though, my trepidation disappeared and I quickly stripped again, only to put on my newly purchased dress. There was no mirror, but I smoothed it down, examining the bare skin exposed by the mesh center of the bodice and figured that a pair of black high heels would complete the look. 
 
    The door opened and Julie stepped in, only to freeze in astonishment, looking at me incredulously. “What the hell is that?” She asked, her voice going up a few octaves. 
 
    I blinked. “It’s… it’s the dress.” 
 
    “You chose that?”  
 
    My eyes narrowed. “What’s wrong with it?” I demanded. 
 
    Julie let the door close behind her. “Oh my God. Seriously? Do you have any idea?” 
 
    I spun, looking down at the dress. It looked fine! “What’s wrong with it?” I repeated. 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “It doesn’t hug your frame, so it looks frumpy. The skirt is out of date. It flares instead of conforms. It’s too long. The neckline is at your throat. The mesh in the center is stupid looking.” 
 
    My face fell. 
 
    She shook her head. “Take it off, Bre. I can’t stand looking at you in it.” 
 
    I bit my lip, somewhat defeated, and took off the dress. Carefully I folded it and placed it back in the bag. Then Julie put her hand on my back, her fingers caressing me softly.  
 
    “Now bend over,” she said softly. 
 
    I was already sort of in that position, but I put my elbows on her stupid little desk. Her fingers grabbed at my panties and I gasped as she pulled them down. The Core Driller slid out of my pussy and she grabbed hold of it, tugging it completely out of my pussy. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind, but I’ll need the lubrication,” she explained. The entire thing came up and her eyes widened. “Holy shit. You weren’t kidding! This thing is huge!” She set it on the desk next to me, even as her hand rummaged in my canvas sack. I closed my eyes, knowing what she was looking for and I felt the first silicone coated bead a moment later as she rubbed it through my slick petals. 
 
    “Now relax,” she whispered. 
 
    It is insanely difficult to relax when someone starts to push an object the size of a small marble into your ass, but I braced myself, took a deep breath, and concentrated on not tightening. The first bead, soaked in my own goo, went in so easily that I almost thought something was wrong. But then the second bead popped in too, slick with juice, and then the third. The fourth was a bigger than the others and it held for a moment against my brown button, but Julie pushed with her thumb and then that one went in as well. Finally, only the largest of the beads still remained outside my body, pressed against my sphincter, and Julie turned them on.  
 
    “Oh,” I gasped. “Oh God!”  
 
    She laughed. “Should I leave the last one out here, vibrating against your ass?” She asked, tapping the last bead. “Nah. I’m going to push it in.” There was another sensation of pressure, and the entire series of beads just went deeper into my bottom. I groaned. “Like that?” 
 
    “No,” I whimpered. “I don’t.” 
 
    She slapped my rump, hard, and laughed. “I know! That’s why we do it to you.” She straightened up. “Now turn around and spread your legs. I’m going to shove that dildo back into your cunt.”  
 
    Whimpering, vibrating, I turned. The panties were still around my knees, but I spread my legs open as wide as I could and it was more than enough for her to grab the thick, rocketship shaped dildo and rub the tapered tip along my wet slit. I felt myself opening for her, leaning back, clearly accepting and the first few inches went in. She began pumping it, thrusting it in and out, fucking me slowly. I moaned loudly, my pussy quivering more from the pleasure she was causing, than the vibrations oscillating forward through my loins, and a moment later I was panting, clearly close to orgasm. Julie’s thumb grazed my clit and I stiffened, toes curling in my flip flops. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” She whispered, the Core Driller dildo still pumping through me. “You want to cum, you dirty little slut. You want to squirt all over my office.”  
 
    I didn’t reply. Of course, I wanted those things. She was making me want them. My pulse rate went up and I groaned, desperate and wanton and close. 
 
    Oh… so fucking close! 
 
    Suddenly she jammed the dildo in deep. The tip hit my cervix and a surge of pain shot through the pleasure and I grimaced, giving her a questioning look. She dragged my panties up and I realized that she intended to leave me like that, without satisfaction. I almost blubbered. Then she yanked the panties higher, right into my butt crack, and even the vibrating anal beads didn’t really like that. 
 
    “Owwwww!” I squealed.  
 
    “Put the summer dress back on,” she ordered, letting go of me. “You can take that abomination back to the store and get a refund. And then find a slutty dress.” She scowled. “Not a stupid looking one.” 
 
    I was close to crying. It wasn’t because she’d hurt me. It was because I needed to cum. Badly. And now my ass was shaking and my pussy was stuffed and quivering and I was going to have to strip and… 
 
    “Go one,” she repeated, smacking my bare ass. “Get dressed.” 
 
    She pushed back out through the door into the store and left me alone. I put on the summer dress, packed up the plaid one, and a moment later emerged to see her giving me a wicked smile, as if she totally understood how cruel she was being. 
 
    “Julie,” I pleaded. “I just want to…” 
 
    “Save it princess. Get a slutty dress or next time you go out you’ll be wearing those clamps on your cute little titties.” 
 
    I frowned. “Mine our three times bigger than yours!” I said, finally finding some spine. 
 
    Anger flared in Julie’s eyes and she grinned. “And I’ll spank them soundly when you get back for that comment. Thirty minutes, bitch.” 
 
    I opened my mouth, gaping, but then I fled.  
 
    I went the other direction and the distraction of the vibrating anal beads kept me off balance. I waddled along, wondering when, not if, I was going to have a humiliating orgasm in public.  
 
    I probably wasn’t thinking straight when I went into the big department store. Why on earth would they have a “slutty dress section”?  But I found myself perusing some evening gowns, looking for one that would meet Julie’s criteria.  
 
    Which is sort of when I realized I had no idea what Julie meant by “slutty” anyway. Did that mean ridiculously short, so that my bottom was hanging out? Tight and clingy so that every delicious curve was profiled perfectly? A plunging neckline so that every turn of my shoulders created a risk that my prodigious bosom might fall out? Sheer material so thin that a lack of underwear would be a fashion statement of its own? Slits and cuts to imply that the dress was all that I was wearing, inviting questing hands to explore the various crevasses and creases?  
 
    I mean, what the fuck IS “slutty”? 
 
    Frustrated, I grabbed a blue colored dress that wasn’t far off from the green one Kari had bought me. It was too short at the hem, and I knew that if I wore it, anyone walking up would be able to see the Core Driller sticking out, not to mention my pink panties. Talk about humiliating. I glanced around to see if anyone was watching, and with quick movements began pulling off my white and blue, flower print dress.  
 
    The vibrating anal beads didn’t make it easy and my fingers fumbled as I worked at the blue sparkly number I’d selected, trying to hurry. I was just about to pull it down over my head when two guys in their twenties appeared. I spotted radio earpieces and before I could even yelp, one of them yanked the blue dress out of my hands as the other grabbed my summer dress and quickly shoved it back down over my head. A moment later I was covered up. My wrists were hauled behind my back and suddenly I was wearing handcuffs. 
 
    Handcuffs. Real ones. 
 
    Now, I’ve had real handcuffs on me before and I’ll be honest, I prefer the fuzzy ones. These were tight, just a tad bit painful, and very cold. The two guys marched me to the back of the store and into an unmarked room. There was a chair and I was deposited into it roughly. I groaned of course, mostly because I’d just had three inches of rubber jammed back into my pussy, but also because I still needed to cum. Desperately. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Guy number one asked quietly. 
 
    “Breanne,” I replied with just a touch of irritation. “What’s yours?” 
 
    “Address?” He asked. I lifted my eyebrow. 
 
    “I generally don’t give that out unless we’ve gone on a date.” 
 
    He grinned at that. “Look, I appreciate the guff. But we’ve got you on shoplifting. All I have to do is call the police and…” 
 
    He stopped because I laughed. For a moment the two guys just looked at me. “Shoplifting?” I demanded. “Shoplifting is when I take something that belongs to you out of the store without paying for it.” 
 
    “You were putting on a dress,” the other guy said. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I was trying it on.” 
 
    “That’s what changing rooms are for,” he countered. 
 
    I blushed. “Yeah, well… awkward story.” 
 
    He crossed his arms. “I’d love to hear it.” 
 
    I looked up at him. “Please take the handcuffs off me? Or at least cuff me in front?” I asked. He shook his head. So, I sighed. “Okay. My master told me to buy a dress, a slutty dress, and said that I had to try it on, but I couldn’t use the changing room. The idea was to embarrass me because he knows that I get turned on by public humiliation.” 
 
    Well, that made them both blink. I sighed in exasperation. “Okay. Don’t believe me?” I stood up and turned. With my fingers, I yanked on my dress, pulling it up as they both watched incredulously. Finally, my panty clad butt was showing. 
 
    “See that? That’s my twelve-inch-long Core Driller Dildo. And I’ve got vibrating anal beads in my bottom.” I started to pushed my panties down, but it wasn’t easy. Not while handcuffed. 
 
    “Okay! Okay! Stop,” said the first guy. He took a step closer, yanked my panties back up and then pushed my summer dress down. He began unlocking the handcuffs. 
 
    “Hey, what are you doing?” Asked the other guy.  
 
    “She hasn’t stolen anything,” the first replied. “She’s just a nut.”  
 
    I glared at him as my hands came loose. “A sexy nut.” 
 
    He smiled. “A nut.” 
 
    I paused. “So you believe me?” I asked. He nodded. His partner glared. I turned toward him. “I know,” I said with a grin. “How about a body cavity search?” I suggested. My hands grabbed the summer dress, and hauled it over my head. 
 
    “Holy shit!”  
 
    They froze, not sure what to do, and when I pushed my panties down, the Core Driller went with them. The remote to the anal beads dropped too. I didn’t stop though. I kicked my flipflops off, then my panties, and sat back down with the dildo in my hand, feet propped up on the chair, knees bent. I held out the huge, wet dildo. 
 
    “Feel free to check me for contraband.” 
 
    For a second, I thought he was going to do it. Instead, he shook his head. 
 
    The first security officer sighed. “Please get dressed. You can go.” He handed over my summer dress and then held up the blue one. “Were you going to buy this?” He asked.  
 
    I frowned. “Nah. Not now. I don’t think it’s me.” 
 
    The other one rolled his eyes. “It’s not slutty enough,” he muttered. 
 
    “Exactly!” I said, pulling my panties back up and pushing the dildo into my pussy. It went in ridiculously easy and I about swooned. “Are you guys sure I can’t get a body cavity search?” I pleaded. “I need to cum.” 
 
    They didn’t reply. Both were professionals. I finished dressing and then gave them both a grumpy look. 
 
    “Too bad you didn’t take me up on my offer guys.  I would have made it worth your while to do a body cavity check on me!” The first one opened the door and gestured outward. 
 
    “I think you should leave the store,” he suggested politely.  
 
    “Are you trespassing me?” I asked incredulously. He shrugged. 
 
    “I’m in my rights. Stripping naked? Still illegal.”  
 
    “I only did it in private,” I retorted. 
 
    “Houston has an ordinance. Females can’t go topless.” 
 
    I snorted. “Disappointing, right?” 
 
    He grinned. “Damn right.” 
 
    I left, butt buzzing, pussy pumping, and now firmly past my thirty-minute time limit. I headed back to Julie’s store empty handed, wondering just how bad it was going to be. 
 
    “Where’s the dress?” Julie asked as I walked in, shoulders slump, my hips twitching. 
 
    “I got stopped for shoplifting,” I told her. 
 
    “What?” She exclaimed. “Seriously?”  
 
    I nodded and told her what had happened and she burst out laughing. I watched with growing irritation as she worked herself into a froth, clutching at her midriff. Finally she pointed to the back room and I went in, wondering if I was going to get to cum. 
 
    “The dress,” she said, still giggling. “Take it off.”  
 
    I pulled it up over my head and dumped it on the desk. “Julie?” I begged softly. “Please make me cum.” 
 
    “Why should I?” She demanded. “Put your hands behind your head.” 
 
    I licked my lips and did as she asked, my bare breasts exposed and presented. “Because I’m desperate.” 
 
    Julie’s eyes glimmered. Then she lifted her hand. I sucked in a breath, bracing myself and she didn’t disappoint me. A moment later her hand was smacking my breasts back and forth, spanking my chest until I squealed in pain. Hot, stinging sensations seemed to flow across my chest and I let out a choked sob. 
 
    She grabbed both of my breasts, kneading them, only to bend down and lightly bite the tip of one. I groaned, whimpering, as she swirled her tongue around the sensitive tip. When she came up, she nodded. 
 
    “Julie?” I whispered. She held up a finger and then plucked the phone off the wall. She pressed a number and the speed dial rang out. 
 
    “Hey, Megan? Yeah. I’m sorry to ask this, but can you come in early? Now, actually. A friend of mine is having something of a crisis and she needs me to help her out. Twenty minutes? Oh yeah! That would be great. Thanks! You’re a doll!” She hung up. 
 
    “Julie?”  
 
    She looked at me and then pointed at my dress. “You will put the dress on. You will then go out into the mall and sit on the bench in front of the store until my relief arrives.” She reached for my canvas bag and to my shock, pulled out the clover clamps. “And you’ll suffer for the entire twenty minutes it takes for her to get her.” She pinched open the first clamp and I gasped as it tightened down on my right nipple. “And yes, I want you to suffer,” she added, attaching the other metal pincer to my left side. “Horribly.” 
 
    “Julie…” I started to whisper, but then she kissed me. I stood there, her mouth on mine, shaking from the vibrations, the dildo in my pussy, the throb of pain from both breasts, and I groaned with desire. She pulled back, eyes shining. 
 
    “I’m going to spank your breasts again. And your bottom. And I’m going to spread you open and fuck you with that huge fucking dildo. And when you’re properly stuffed, and vibrated, and clamped, I will allow you to cum.” She grinned, pleased with my shocked expression. “And then,” she said softly. “Then I’ll show you what slutty is.” 
 
    I smiled.  
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   It’s Like A Twisted Knee - 11/16/10 
 
      
 
    Yesterday morning I was dressed in an oversized, plain white tee shirt came down mid-thigh. Underneath I was naked, which worked out nicely as I sat down at my computer, because there was an email waiting for me. The ben wa balls I had slipped into my pussy the night before felt unsuited to the task of sexually tormenting me and what I really wanted was to jam something thick and hard and long, deep into my hole. That the problem waking up as a nympho humiliation pain slut. Sexual arousal is sort of a way of life and that morning was no different. Maybe, just maybe, Master Barrett had left me something particularly fun to experience as I was taking care of the critters outside. 
 
      
 
    Breanne – I’m afraid I twisted my knee while running earlier today. I’m in terrible pain and frankly, the only thing I can think of is that if I’m hurting, you should be too. For starters, I want you to complete a dozen NHPS Pushups every hour, adding an additional pushup each hour (i.e. hour 1 equals 12 pushups, hour 2 equals 13, hour 3 equals 14). And since I know you absolutely hate it, put your vibrating butt plug into your ass. All day. Set the vibrations to low. Lastly, let’s add in your six-inch g-spot vibrator. Except the only time you can have it on is when you’re doing the NHPS Pushups. And when you turn it on, set it to maximum. And if you cum? Cold Hot cream on both nipples and your clit. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed as I stared at the screen. Sure, I felt bad for Master Barrett. Twisting your knees sounds horribly painful. But the fact that I was going to be punished and tormented, all because misery should be shared, didn’t seem like a fun thing. I pulled the ben wa balls out of my dripping slit, gave them a little lick, and then shook my head. Nothing to do but comply. I stood up, went to my toybox, got out the vibrator, and got dressed. 
 
    Ten minutes later I was out in the barn and the first order of business was the NHPS Pushups. A dozen of them. I went to one of the bins and opened it, pulling out a rubber mat approximately two feet wide and a foot long. One side was dotted with rows and rows of thumbtack heads, while the other glittered with tiny, millimeter long spikes that stuck up through the penetrated rubber. I tossed it down near a hay bale, the pointy prickling side upward, and began unbuttoning my shirt. It didn’t take long to take off my top and bare breasted in the cool air, I jammed a hand down the front of my jeans, found the little switch for the G Spot Vibe, and turned it on to high. 
 
    Then, as my pussy quivered around the now shaking phallus, held in by my panties and jeans, I got down on all fours, hovered over the tack mat, and then set my feet on the haybale. I dropped down until I felt the pin like prickling along my boobs, and as I pressed down, allowing my weight to flatten my breasts, mashing the soft, delicate, sensitive flesh against the tack mat, I let out a groan of discomfort. Even pain. Was this how Master Barrett’s knee felt?  
 
    While normal pushups are all about lifting yourself up off the ground, NHPS pushups are about the opposite, pressing your breasts to the sharp, tack lined surface of the mat and then placing as much pressure as possible on them. I whimpered, my pussy quivering desperately as I touched my fingers together behind my back and then quickly brought them back up to my shoulders, to lift myself off the horrible, spiked surface.  
 
    Just eleven more to go. 
 
    I did them. All of them, dropping down, my tender nipples pressing hard against the sharp points, whimpering as I rested my entire weight on my tits. I’d bring both hands behind my back, touch the fingertips together, and the haul my arms forward again, desperate to lift myself up off the painful wrap. By the time I was done, my boobs were covered in a mash of tiny red dots, each one representing a pressure point where the sharpened tip of a tack had tried unsuccessfully to pierce skin.  
 
    It was especially bad around my nipples and I whimpered as I rolled onto my ass, hand working quickly down into my panties, trying to turn the damned vibrator off before I exploded. I got there just in time, the cotton soaked, my pussy quivering with need as I shut it down. Then I groaned, closing my eyes. And to think… I would get to do this in another hour! Yay! 
 
    I had to go and feed the animals.  We’ve had goats, horses, even a few cows. Then there are pigs. I like the pigs. They are ridiculously affectionate and friendly. When I was young, I used to choose out a piglet that would be my “pet” for a little while, since Mom was allergic to cats and dogs. I wouldn’t take it in the house, but out here it would get my affection. Dad didn’t like that. He’d warn me that the pigs were all eventually going to get eaten. I remember dealing with that, then calmly naming my little piglet “Bacon.”  
 
    Dad was horrified and I’m fairly sure Mom wanted to get me checked. 
 
    There always seems to be more pigs, even after we take them to auction. Then there are some chickens, a few alpacas, and there is even a herd…. Uh… flock... whatever… of emus running around somewhere but I don’t have to feed them in the morning. Dad bought them ages ago. 
 
    Most of this takes place near or in the barn. The goat paddock and the horses are right nearby and the cows can wander close as well. The pigs though are in a sty, right next to the barn, as is the chicken coops. We keep the alpacas in with the horses.  
 
    I got about half of my chores done that first hour, then went right back to where the tack mat was waiting, took off my shirt and bra, turned on the vibrator, and with a deep breath, started another dozen plus one NHPS Pushups, or tried to. I didn’t even get halfway before I exploded like a balloon in a cactus garden. 
 
    Gasping, even quivering, I just collapsed onto the spikes as my pussy seemed to burst and my hips pounded out an interesting rhythm into the floor. I loved every second of it too, even with the sharp little points digging in all over my tits. I squirmed, cumming and whimpering as the overwhelming rush of satisfaction shot through me. Then came the adrenaline dump and that sweet, languorous bliss that I craved turned my brain to jelly. I just lay there, breathing, which in retrospect, was probably even better at inflicting Master Barrett’s desired pain than doing a pushup. 
 
    Finally, the pins got to me and I lifted myself off the tack mat. This time I noticed I’d torn my skin, just a bit. I wasn’t bleeding, not really, but there was a tiny scratch across one nipple and it was dark red, as if some capillaries had been severed and sealed, before anything fluid like had leaked. I climbed to my feet, the vibrator still buzzing, and I turned it off. I don’t know why. I should have left it on. Then I reached for my coat, grabbing the small tube of coldhot cream.  
 
    “Not meant for internal use,” I read aloud, sighing dramatically. Kari and Julie both had admonished me to be careful of the coldhot cream since it could be absorbed into the certain membranes and that it could be toxic if used improperly. That scared me enough that most of the time I was stupidly careful. But then, sometimes I’m just stupid, and per Master Barrett’s orders, I squeezed out a generous dollop onto my finger, dapped a good bit on my clitoris, and while that started to tingle and freeze, began rubbing the rest into my breasts. 
 
    My cut hurt and I hissed as the coldhot cream seemed to sting in my fresh wound. But then, as the rest of the unguent was rubbed into my nipples, the dab on my clit felt like I’d pressed an ice cube up against my pussy. It was cold. Freezing actually, and as the sensation spread to my freshly perforated boobs, especially around the nipples, I couldn’t help swaying, wincing with pain. As my breasts and sex reacted to the chemically induced temperature change with acute intensity, I gasped, shaking as I repositioned myself over the tack mat, fully intending on doing another seven NHPS Pushups, which is when the guy with the flamethrower jumped into the barn, pointed his weapon at my crotch, and fired. Okay. That didn’t literally happen, but it sure as hell felt like it did. A horrible burning sensation seemed to erupt through my slit, not even just concentrated on my clitoris. My entire pussy was on fire and I realized that the dab I’d put on my clit had undoubtedly melted and seeped down into my folds. I let out a choked scream, rolling over to the side, hands jammed between my legs as one of the worst burns in my life proceeded to scald, sear, and cook my slit. And then, just to add insult to injury, my breasts joined in, prickling with chemical heat as I quivered and gasped, even tearing up. My butt tightened around the plug and my pussy… well… I’m not sure that even with the vibrator on I’d have been okay.  
 
    I rolled around on the floor of the barn sobbing, curled up in a fetal position, as my horses looked on. It wasn’t pretty. With my shirt off, I was basically rolling around in the dirt and by the time the pain had subsided to a point where I could function, I was filthy from the waist up. I checked the time. I’d waisted almost a full twenty-five minutes. I glanced back at the tack mat. I knew Master Barrett was hurting, and that in fairness, he’d want me hurting too. I bit my lip. I didn’t want to do it. The idea that I might cum again was too fresh, too painful.  
 
    I put my bra and shirt back in place and I hauled myself to my feet, shaking. The plug in my ass felt hard and uncomfortable, and the vibrations it was sending into my bottom only emphasized the fact that I was stuffed, without any additional vibration. My breasts hurt, seeming to throb. I limped away, still wiping tears from eyes. I went and finished my chores, rolled up the tack mat, and headed in for breakfast. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was an hour and a half later when Master Barrett responded to my email. I’d been apologetic of course. Not only had I skipped seven of the NHPS pushups from the second round, but I’d skipped all fourteen from the third required round. Now I was only fifteen minutes away from round four and fifteen NHPS Pushups. I was up in my room and the tack mat was resting a few feet away, looking ominous.  
 
      
 
    Breanne – While I appreciate your honesty, it doesn’t matter in the least. The whole point of this assignment is that you are hurting as much as I am. You will do your best to complete all further NHPS Pushup rounds. That said, you have earned a punishment. Between your next two rounds you will take your tack mat out to one of your fences. You will strip out of your jeans and remove the vibrator. You will lay the tack mat on the top rail, remove your shoes and socks, climb up, and straddle the tack mat. Sit on it. Then use the vibrator to edge yourself. After you’ve edged you may get down and insert the vibe back into your cunt. Except now it must remain on, set to low, non-stop. Cumming still is prohibited and an application of coldhot cream to your nipples and clit is the punishment. Continue your NHPS Rounds. 
 
      
 
    I sat there, my mouth open, eyes wide, ass still buzzing uncomfortably, trying to picture myself sitting, naked from the waist down, on a fence rail. Was he insane? Did he have any idea how much that would hurt? I licked my lips, trying to think of a way out of it. But what could I do? Offer myself up for something else? Something that could be even worse? 
 
    I took a deep breath. The reality was that I needed to avoid the orgasms. Really, I could probably handle the tack mat. It was the application of coldhot cream that had left me a quivering, sobbing heat on the barn floor. I checked the clock. It was close enough. I tugged off my shirt and bra, only barely noticing that my shoulders and arms were covered in dirt. I stuck my hand down into my blue jeans, found the switch to the G-Spot Vibrator, and turned it on, full power. I gasped, my pussy already quivering desperately. Then I dropped to the floor, knelt on all fours with my breasts dangling down like ripe fruit, and pressed my bosom into the tacks. 
 
    Ooohhh. 
 
    Damn. It was the vibrator. It… changed things. I closed my eyes, the prickly sensation crawling all over my boobs. Doing it in my bedroom wasn’t any different than doing it in the barn, except I realized that putting my feet up on the haybale tipped me forward, making the pressure even worse. But even there, beside my bed, I could feel the pressure building. In my head I pictured myself laying face down on a bed of nails, getting fucked from behind, and with a groan, I lifted myself up, then pressed myself back down. 
 
    Fifteen times. 
 
    When I was done, my hand flashed down between my legs and I shut the damn vibrator off in the nick of time. I’d been so close! Panting, I sat there, leaning against the bed, wondering if I was going to be able to handle all this. I got up, grabbed my bra and shirt, got dressed again, and took the mat back downstairs and outside. 
 
    There was no way I was going to strip half naked there at the barn, so I saddled up Star, my horse, and with the tack mat in the saddlebag, I rode out to the north field, where there was a rickety paddock I knew would work just fine. 
 
    I left Star to graze as I pulled the tack mat out and draped it over one of the top rails. It was just a pipe, approximately four inches in diameter and the fence was about chest height. Straddling it, there would be no way for me to touch the ground, though I suspected I’d be able to support my wait on the middle rail if I really wanted to. It would be awkward though. I unbuckled my jeans, thankful the day had warmed up enough for me to tolerate being naked. I dropped my denim pants as I kicked off my boots, and a moment later stood there in my panties. I pulled the vibrator out, and then realizing that I needed both hands, jammed it into my mouth. Thank God it wasn’t on. 
 
    After that, it was just a matter of letting my panties fall the rest of the way, and climbing.  
 
    It wasn’t easy and doing it barefoot was even worse. The metal was cold and even before I got up above the tack mat, the arches of my feet were protesting. Then I scratched my thigh pretty good on one of the tacks as I got into position. Frustrated, instead of trying to get over it, I just lifted one leg and pulled the mat into position. Suspended over the little steel points, I suddenly wondered if this was the dumbest thing I’ve ever done. 
 
    Nah. But close. 
 
    The first place I felt the tacks were on my bottom.  They pressed against the bony part of my butt cheeks as my ass pushed the matt downward so that it curved and pressed up against the pipe. But as my weight began moving from my feet to my crotch, I felt the tiny tacks start digging up into my butt crack, penetrating my perineum, and then, as I rocked forward, they pressed against my labia.  It felt…awesome. 
 
    Then my feet slipped. The edges of the mat had been digging into my thighs and I tried to reposition my toes, a delicate balance of weight between my crotch and my legs. But in the space of a heartbeat, all one hundred and seventeen pounds of me came down on the mat, right between my legs.  And I was suddenly riding a steel pony with a spiked saddle.  The only thing missing was a spreader bar to keep my feet from finding the rail beneath me, clamps on my breasts, and my hands bound behind my back. In seconds I was rocking back and forth, my legs pistoning up and down, putting pressure on my pussy and then taking it off.  I rolled, making the pins dig into my inner labia, scoring me, then even so high as to feel it on my clitoris.  I gasped, almost dropping the vibrator. I had to catch it with my hand and then… well… I pressed the buzzing vibe to my clit. 
 
    The width of the fence rail meant that my entire groin was being subjected to the little, tiny pricks and I made the mistake of rolling forward as my body struggled to find a slightly less painful seat. This mashed my clit to the tack mat and I gasped as the sharp points of the hundreds of pins all seemed to want to take a little bite of my most delicate of parts. Trembling, my feet burning as I tried to keep some of my weight off my pussy. 
 
    Working myself back up to orgasm wasn’t easy. My perch was precarious and I had to balance. Worse, the pins were doing much worse to my inner thighs than my pussy, and I could feel the sharp little points scratching at my legs. I began rocking back and forth because it hurt and even knowing that the tacks could only penetrate a millimeter into my flesh, it felt like I was being pierced and needled, and where that sensation was coming from was about as disturbing as it could possibly be. It took almost a full ten minutes to work myself back into arousal, and another ten to get close to orgasm. I was almost sobbing by the time I felt like I could see the metaphorical “Cliffs of Orgasm” and I kept rocking and rubbing at my clit with the vibe. 
 
    “Just an edge,” I gasped. “Just edge!” I repeated. God only knew what punishment Master Barrett would inflict upon me for cumming during my horrible ride. More coldhot cream? I panted, face flushed as I got closer. Then as I felt as if I wanted to jump, I cried out, pulled the vibrator away from my clitoris, and thrust myself off the rail.  
 
    In my head, it was supposed to be this really cool jump, where I landed in the grass on both feet, looking awesome and sort of anime girl like. Instead, my left heel got hooked, I fell over, toppling down to land splayed out on the ground, legs wide open, my dripping pussy in full view, showing off what must have been a thousand little pock marks from sitting on the fucking tack mat. 
 
    My petals were the worst. They looked like freshly tenderized steak and with a groan, I reached down and touched myself gingerly, gasping as my labia smarted. There were dark red marks all up and down it and I winced, feeling it hurt. Both thighs also looked like someone had taken a cheese grater to them. The skin was rough, red, and I spotted three long scratches that looked like they’d been deep enough to bleed just a tiny bit. I looked around. I’d dropped the vibrator in the dust and with a groan I rolled over and grabbed it. I wiped it off on my shirt and when it was reasonably clean, stuck it back in my mouth. Off of course. Who would want it rattling against their teeth? 
 
    I put my panties back on and when my loins were once more covered, I turned the vibe to low and pushed it into my pussy. The cotton crotch of my underwear kept the vibrator in place and as my sore little cunt tightened around it, I pulled my jeans back on, driving it even deeper. 
 
    “Oh boy,” I whispered as the oscillations of the G-Spot phallus and the anal plug combined. “Not good.” 
 
    And it wasn’t. I was going to cum. Maybe not that minute, but soon. And now I had to suffer the vibrator non-stop? On low? Well, at least until the next round of NHPS Pushups? I was seriously fucked. 
 
    “I’m fucked,” I whispered.  
 
    Star whickered. I think she agreed. I pulled on my boots and stood up. 
 
    “Owww,” I groaned, my hand going down to my stuffed and vibrating pussy. There was this mix of sensation. Sensitivity, tenderness, pain, and then underneath it, this constant pleasure and need, this desire for orgasm. I put a hand over my mouth, stifling my urge to scream, or cry, or shout… 
 
    Or beg. 
 
    “Okay, Bre. Think,” I said aloud. “I’ve got about fifteen minutes before the next round. Do them out here? Or do I ride back to the barn?” 
 
    That’s when I made a dumb decision. 
 
    “Ride back to the barn,” I said to myself. 
 
    I grabbed the tack mat, walking gingerly back up to Star. She didn’t mind it and I put one boot into the stirrup, pulled and swung my right leg over her back, settling myself into place.  
 
    “Oh!” I gasped. “Oh fuck!” 
 
    Because getting on a horse, with a vibrator buzzily buried in your cunt, after having just tenderized, perforated, and punctured your clit and labia, was not the sort of torment you can shrug off. I squealed, the pain rushing through me. Star mistook my shift in balance as a command to start trotting, and suddenly I was bouncing too, jamming the thick, shaking vibe, into my pussy, only to have it slide out again in rapid order.  
 
    Imagine. Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump. 
 
    I jammed a knuckle into my hand as I struggled to reign her in, but it was too late. 
 
    Masochism is defined as the condition in which sexual gratifications depends on suffering physical pain and humiliation. I’ve known since I was fifteen years old that pain, especially sexualized pain, was a turn on. I’ve been known to become aroused from having things done to my clit and pussy that other women would blanch at. Now don’t think I’m boasting. I’m not. This is not normal. It means I am seriously fucked up. It means that these tiny abuses, these torments, instill an abnormal response in me.  
 
    Which is why I exploded like a watermelon being dropped off a fourteen story building and landing on a sidewalk.  
 
    And yeah, I fell off my horse.  
 
    I lay there in the dirt, shuddering, hands between my legs as the orgasm raced through me and pure pleasure, mixed with the pain, seared its way through my veins. I twitched violently, hips thrusting up as my hands pressed against my crotch, and I’m not sure if I was fucking myself or not, but it sure as hell felt like it. I screamed out loud, heels thudding against the ground and then my vision seemed to tunnel. I tensed and shook, then sighed in utter satisfaction. 
 
    The sky was blue. So blue. I felt something tickling my ear. I smiled softly and began laughing. Buzzing. In my bottom. In my pussy. I felt… amazing. Soft. Perfect. I stretched, groaning, not reacting, just breathing, just living. Just… 
 
    “Owwww,” I groaned. “Fuck,” I whispered. I blinked and sat up. “What the fuck?” 
 
    All the little pains had come back and I closed my eyes, wincing. Worse, my brain was now working again and I knew what the punishment was going to be. I wanted to cry, to put it off. To beg for mercy. But I knew I had to hurt as bad as Master Barrett, so I tugged the tube of coldhot cream out of my pocket and began unbuttoning my jeans. I pushed my pants down, yanking up on my shirt and bra, until I lay there in the grass, my clothing askew. 
 
    Again. 
 
    This time, I put only a speck of cream on my finger and wiped it on my clit. My breasts, once more bared, looking like raw hamburger, got regular sized dollops and a moment later I was gritting my teeth as the cold began searing my nipples and clit, all while the vibrator continued its merry dance. My bottom contracted rhythmically around the vibrating butt plug and I twitched, jaw clenched, as the freezing sensation changed to heat. I cried out again, my voice lost in the wind, as I began burning. 
 
    I made it back to the barn just in time to do another round of NHPS Pushups and when I was done, I scrambled back to my bedroom, my body a riot of confused sensation, unsure if it was agony or ecstasy. I pulled up the messenger program on my computer. 
 
    “Please,” I typed. “I can’t do this! It hurts too much!” 
 
    Master Barrett took a little while to reply. I guess a twisted knee will do that to you. 
 
    “Did you cum?” He asked. 
 
    “Yes. Yes, I did.” 
 
    “And did you suffer?” 
 
    I swallowed. “Yes. Horribly. It burned.” 
 
    There was a long pause. “Good.” I waited, to see what else my sadistic, cruel master would say. And finally, the words appeared on the screen. “No more punishment today. Keep the vibrator and the anal plug in. On low. Orgasm if you need to.” 
 
    I blinked. “Really?” I asked. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    I bit my lip. It didn’t feel right. Maybe I should rethink… 
 
    “Because tomorrow, your punishment will be worse.” 
 
    Then the “offline” notice blinked and Master Barrett was gone.  
 
    “Oh,” I whispered. “Oh fuck.” 
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   Tacks and Ropes and Rubber Bands - 11/17/10 
 
      
 
    I woke up the next morning and worry gnawed at my insides. It was five in the morning and dawn was still over an hour away as I hurried over to my computer and quickly checked my email. I expected a message from Master Barrett, a note. A letter. Commands. An assignment. Even a punishment. But instead, there was nothing. Was he okay? Was he mad at me? 
 
    I’d spent the rest of yesterday afternoon softly buzzing, cumming two or three times in the quiet of my bedroom but avoiding the incessant agony of the morning’s torments. I felt guilty too, each time I moaned with pleasure, falling back on my mattress, pumping the six-inch vibrator in and out of my wet pussy, knowing that I was trading bliss for pain, and that eventually the bill would come due. I knew it and did it anyway. 
 
    I looked up from my desk, just a little confused. What should l do? Continue? 
 
    I still had the vibrator in my pussy, though I’d left it off and silent all night. It’s practically impossible to sleep with a motorized toy buzzing inside you, especially if its stimulating you sexually. I snarled out a few choice words of frustration, then grabbed socks, jeans, shirt, and boots and headed downstairs to take care of the animals. 
 
    I felt sort of lost as I took care of Star and the other horses, fed the pigs and goats and chickens, and wondered what Master Barrett would say if I got out the tack mat and did a couple of NHPS Pushups. Would I be praised? Would I be chastised for taking it upon myself to choose my torments? I shook my head, confused and wounded, only to hurry through my tasks so that I could get back to my bedroom.  
 
    And the email was waiting for me. 
 
      
 
    Breanne – as punishment for your medical out yesterday, you will be subjected to a new torment. First, you will need your vibroballs, the small tack mats that fit inside your bra, two rubber bands, and an appropriate outfit to wear with your new platform heels. I would also like you to wear your rope thong. You will then proceed to the local mall where you will turn the vibroballs to full power and invite four different men to grope and fondle your breasts. You are not permitted to cum. Should you do so, you will go to a shoe store, put the rubber bands on your feet, so that they sit in the arches, and then ask the salesclerk to give each of your feet ten snaps.  
 
      
 
    And I had my assignment. I leaned back, taking things into consideration. Another trip to the mall? I shook my head. I didn’t like that. The potential for humiliation was high. Especially with my pussy quivering around the two vibroballs. The tack mats in my bra were bad enough – essentially miniature versions of the one I used for NHPS Pushups, but to have to walk around, looking for men who would be more than happy to grab my breasts, squeeze, and knead them?  
 
    But what options did I have? I took a deep breath. Maybe it would go easier than I thought? Maybe it would go quick? A little pain, avoid the orgasm, and voila. Done. That was it. Speed. Speed was essential. Run in, find four guys, get groped, get out.  
 
    Feeling a bit better, I went to my closet to pick out something to wear. Master Barrett had stated that I should wear something appropriate that would go with my new shoes. To be honest, short of a thong and a costume, nothing would really go with the platform heels, but I pulled out a blue denim skirt. It wrapped nicely around my butt and wasn’t so short that you could see my pussy when bending over. I tossed it on the bed and then went to my bureau. I knew which shirt to wear. It was one Kari had given me in college. I hadn’t worn it in a long time, so it took a bit to find it, but when I did, I held it up and read the words blazoned across the chest. 
 
    “Don’t Stare at Them.  Touch Them!” I said out loud. “Yeah. Perfect.” I put that on the skirt. My rope thong was set on top and lastly, I got out the shoes. With my outfit ready, I stuffed everything into a bag, swapped the G-Spot Vibrator for my vibroballs, and stuffed two rubber bands into my purse. Ready to go, I got my cell phone, grabbed my stuff, and headed out. 
 
    I dressed in the cab of the truck, shimmying around as I struggled to pull the hemp thong up my legs and I winced as I placed the two spike pads into my bra. Twenty minutes later I pulled up in front of the mall, slipped the shoes onto my bare feet, and with a deep breath, went in for a groping.  
 
    Let me tell you that walking around a large mall while wearing a hemp thong, stuffed with vibroballs, all while your tits do an impression of a pincushion, makes for some rather intense sexual stimulation. As the rough rope rubbed at my sex with every step and the vibroballs purred and buzzed, I moved from embarrassment to discomfort to arousal rather quickly. Knowing time was important, I turned into the first store I passed, a large sports and outdoors store, and I found someone in minutes.  He was about thirty, looking at camping gear, alone, and wearing a ring.  He was a little overweight, but not terribly.   
 
    I walked up, one foot in front of the other, and put on my best million watt “Hi,” I said. 
 
    He looked at me and grinned. “Hi.” 
 
    “I know this sounds a bit awkward, but I was wondering if you’d grab my breasts and squeeze them as hard as you can. Knead them really good. And take your time too,” I said sweetly, arching my back and presenting my breasts. I thrust them forward, making the words on my tee readily visible. 
 
    He looked at me in surprise, read the front of my shirt, glanced around, probably to see if there was a video camera, and then reached out and touched my breasts. I nodded in approval. Then he squeezed. 
 
    Oh my God. 
 
    This guy didn’t fuck around. He put both hands on my breasts, pressing the tack pads deep into my nipples and squeezed. Clearly, I needed to rethink how I was going to describe what I needed down, because I damn near came close to crying out! As it was, I felt those pin pricks hard. He squeezed while I went a few shades whiter.  My breasts felt heavy as the pain shot up through me, down my arm and then seemed to twirl back around and slide down my spine to my vibrating pussy. I let out an involuntary gasp, my fingers tightening into tense fists as he groped me.  
 
    “You got something in there?” he asked curiously. “It don’t feel right.” I nodded, swallowing hard as I fought the tears.   
 
    “Tacks,” I gasped out, my face a mask of pain. He blinked in surprise and let go. 
 
    “What?” He exclaimed in shock. 
 
    I took a shuddering breath and breathed out the word again. “Tacks”.  Then I grabbed the bottom of the tee shirt, pulled it up, and lifted one cup of my bra. It was a decent flash, but I’m pretty sure he was focused more on the fact that my nipple, areola, and about an inch more of boob in each direction sported a freakish collection of tiny, red, angry looking dots.  He hissed and took a step back. 
 
    “You some sort of freak?” he asked me. I cringed as I covered back up. 
 
    “I’m Breanne. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”   
 
    He shook his head. “Yeah, okay.” 
 
    I smiled. “Thanks for the help. I really appreciate it.”  
 
    Then I turned and walked away. 
 
    Which wasn’t easy. Not only were the vibroballs swirling and buzzing in my depths, but every step was accompanied by a slight sawing sensation coming from the rope thong I was wearing. The thick, scratchy line that had split my labia was embedded deeply in my pussy and walking only caused it to rub against my clit and sex caustically. I knew that the longer I wore it, and the further I walked, the more it would hurt. But I also knew I was taking a risk if I didn’t move to a different store.  
 
    But it was in the common mall area that I found my next target. Or… he found me. Alan was a teenage boy who was eyefucking me from a distance, undoubtedly appreciating my denim clad ass and the stupid fuck me shoes I’d been forced to wear. When I realized he was following me, I merely turned, approached him as his eyes widened, and introduced myself. 
 
    “Hi,” I said with a big grin. “I’m Breanne.” 
 
    “Uhhh… Alan,” he said in a bewildered, somewhat embarrassed tone.  
 
    “Alan,” I said softly, “I have a really big favor to ask of you.” I brought both hands up to my chest, cupping my boobs. 
 
    Delicately.  
 
    “Would you give these a good fondling?” 
 
    Alan’s eyes widened and he brought his hands up immediately. I gasped and took a step back. “Wait! Not here!” I said with a giggle. “Let’s find somewhere more private.” 
 
    Alan nodded and I looked around. There was a department store close, so I grabbed his hand and he willingly allowed himself to be dragged into one of the clothing sections. We weaved our way toward the back and when I felt we were somewhat alone, I stopped, turned toward him, and nodded. In seconds he was pawing at my breasts as I gripped a metal clothes rack behind me. Pain shot through my tits again and I gasped, my hips coming forward to bump against the obviously hard rod at the front of his pants.  He didn’t notice the pads, instead pushing and pulling and pinching my breasts in rapid squeezes. It wasn’t until I actually cried out, wincing and pulling away that he stopped and asked me if I was all right. I trembled, trying to get my breath, and he lifted my tee shirt and slipped his hands up my stomach and then under my bra before I could object. 
 
    “Oww! What the fuck?” he exclaimed, dragging his hands away from my chest. I looked down.  One of his knuckles had been torn open and was bleeding. “What the fuck you got in there bitch?” He grabbed my shirt and bra at the collar and pulled them away from my chest enough to look down.  His mouth dropped open in surprise and he gave me this quirky glance.  “You some sort of pain bitch?”  The bra had snapped back against my skin and I could only nod as I struggled to master the sensation.   
 
    His hand lifted my skirt, without permission of course, but I didn’t stop him. His fingers found the hemp thong, tried squirming under it, but couldn’t. It was too tight. I gasped as I felt his touch on my petals, stroking, petting me, and then he was suddenly snapping his hand against my pussy.  I moaned and then he grabbed my labia major and pulled on them, pinching me. The other hand found my breasts again, squeezing and knead and I was shaking.  It was too much. I couldn’t help it. 
 
    “Oh my god,” I whispered through clenched teeth. “I’m coming!” I felt a rush of fluids burst between my legs, soaking the crotch rope and Alan’s hand and I continued to shudder as he fondled me roughly. He let go a moment later though, staring down at his soaked fingers as I clung to the clothes rack, twitching.  
 
    “You are one crazy bitch,” he said. I shook my head, trembling still from the flood of pleasure that had rocked through me. 
 
    “I wasn’t supposed to cum.  I wasn’t allowed to!” I said, glancing around.  We still hadn’t attracted any attention.   
 
    “So, what happens if you cum?” he asked.  I swallowed, remembering the rubber bands in my purse. 
 
    “Punishment,” I whispered. “Rubber bands on my feet. Twenty snaps.” I opened my purse and pulled out the pair of rubber bands, showing them to him. 
 
    “Well, lift your foot up here. I’ll do it,” he offered. Before I could object, or agree for that matter, he plucked the two elastic bands out of my fingers. 
 
    I shook my head. “No.  Not here!  I can’t stay quiet enough!” I sort half whispered.  His eyes narrowed and then he had my hand, pulling me rapidly through the store.  We exited the mall and were suddenly outside in the cold. My clothing wasn’t quite appropriate, but I wasn’t freezing, and he pulled me around the outside of the building until he found a loading dock. He swung me around and the next thing I knew my chest was pressed up against a concrete and brick wall.  My breasts hurt. 
 
    “Foot, bitch,” I heard. I bent over slightly and slipped my left foot out of the stripper shoe. I bent my knee, lifting my ass. He grabbed my ankle, twisting and turning around until we were back-to-back, my foot was wedged between his left arm and side. I had no leverage.  My body was pressed against the wall and I was using my hands to keep from having my tits perforated for the umpteenth time. I felt him stretch the band wide as it slipped over my toes, moving up into the arch. I gasped as it settled right on the most delicate, sensitive part of my foot. I felt his fingers against my arch, touching the sole of my foot and then the rubber band stretched. 
 
    The snap and the pain were almost simultaneous.  I jerked but he held me firm and I let out a little cry.  It was much worse than I’d imagined. He pulled the band all the way out and let it smack my foot again.  Pain exploded along my sole and instep, like someone dragging and ice pick across the sensitive part, or like stepping on a nail. And then he did it again. And again.  I squirmed and started to fight him. It hurt too much and he pushed his weight against me, trapping me against the wall. Now my breasts WERE being mashed in my bra, the tacks pricking me like I had walked into a cactus.  
 
    I’m not sure how I made it through ten snaps of the rubber band. But when he let go of my foot and I was sniveling.  He ran his hand over my ass, pushing my cheeks around before giving me a sharp spank.  
 
    “Get your other shoe off bitch.”  It was punctuated by a second rather harsh spank. It hurt to put my left foot down on the ground but I did, staying up on tip toe.  The pain and sting had started to turn to heat, but I was scared to look at the welt I knew was surely visible.  I lifted my right foot, dropped my high heel, and was quickly trapped in almost the exact same position as before, except this time my leg and foot were on his other side. He didn’t mince words either, he pressed against me hard this time from the start, expecting me to fight him. I felt the rubber band go on.  
 
    There is one BDSM torment I have never experienced. It is called bastinado. In essence, you take a pretty, nympho humiliation pain slut, tie her up with her bare feet up in the air, and then take a cane and whip it against her soles. You’re supposed to concentrate on the arch, that delicate soft spot between the heel and the balls, but bruising the balls and heels as well is probably not a bad idea. Having never been whipped, much less snapped, on the soles of my feet, I can honestly tell you that I had no idea just how bad… and how much of a turn on… having it done could be. 
 
    I twisted my foot in his grasp as the band snapped. One, two, three, and by four I was whimpering again. My hips had started to jerk and I found myself ripening despite the pain. Or maybe I should say BECAUSE of it. I’m not sure. It was just so… intense. It hurt… and yet it was so erotic. I guess I just found a new erogenous zone. Damn. I know what everyone’s going to focus on for the next few months. Geeze. If you see me walking around limping, you’ll know I just had an orgasm. Sigh… 
 
    “Yes!” I squealed, thrusting my hips against the wall, using the thick, scratchy crotch rope to put pressure on my clit. “Yes!” 
 
    I had my second orgasm before we finished the snapping of the rubber bands, but Alan didn’t know that. I had been sort of crying, moaning, yelping, sobbing through the whole thing so when my pain induced orgasm hit, he didn’t notice. I think this was a good thing.  Had he noticed, he might have started the whole snapping thing a second time and my poor feet were in no condition to have a second torture done to them so quickly. 
 
    Then he let my foot go. I sagged against the wall but he spun me around. The world whirled by and then I was being pushed to my knees. He unbuckled his pants even as I was still trying to calm down and then there was a rather short unimpressive cock in my face, pushing into my mouth. I opened wide and sucked on him, more from instinct than active thought and it wasn’t until I was deep throating him that I realized we were out in the open, in 63 degree weather, in a fucking loading dock.  
 
    I did my best to make him cum. It worked too. In like three minutes he was unloading some rather grimy, unsavory cum into my mouth.  I spit it out when his eyes were closed and he was pumping the last bits toward my face. I got it on the cheek. My knees were starting to hurt, dimming the heat in my soles.   
 
    When he was finished, I wiped my face and then stood up. He smirked at me, zipped everything up and then grinned. I slipped my still hurting feet back into the slip-on platform stripper shoes.  
 
    “I’ll bet you’re a good fuck. You wanna come to my place tonight?” he asked me. 
 
    “Um… I appreciate the offer,” I said quickly. “But I’m afraid I have other commitments.” I turned and started walking back to the store entrance, though I did it a lot slower than I would have preferred. It hurt to walk! A moment later he grabbed my wrist, pulling me to a stop. 
 
    “I’d like to think that I’m more than a commitment,” he said, squeezing my arm.  
 
    “Look,” I said impatiently. “Thank you for helping me out. I sucked your dick, which I think is more than enough repayment. Now let me go, or you’ll be more than a commitment.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” He teased. “What will I be?” 
 
    I pulled the pepper spray out of my purse with the other hand. “You’ll be spicy Texas Chili,” I responded. He let go immediately. 
 
    “Fucking bitch,” he declared. But evidently the threat was sufficient. 
 
    “Take a hike,” I told him, “or I guarantee you’ll be hurting more than my knees.”  
 
    He held up his hands and walked away. I stood there, trembling as he disappeared around the corner. Then I sagged against the wall, spent a few moments doing some deep breathing and considered my situation. 
 
    First, I still had two more groping sessions to do.  I mentally made a note not to ask any teeny-bopper-wanna-be gang bangers again.  Then there was the issue of the second orgasm.  Did I need to endure another round of rubber band snapping? I spotted an emergency exit door leading into the loading dock and I quickly entered back into the mall through the hallway. It was a convoluted corridor, but it eventually let me back into the main mall. I was moving rather slowly thanks to a combination of sore feet and abraded, buzzing pussy. 
 
    It was getting close to three thirty by this time and I started looking around for another groper. Since the last candidate had been flawed, I selected someone different: an overweight, thirty-something, probably virgin, who would treat my tender breasts with loving care. He was in the bookstore, ostensibly looking at cookbooks when I approached him.   
 
    My spiel was little different this time than from my first and the surprised look on the guy’s face was certainly enough to make me smile. I arched my back, trying to bury all the little pains and hurts I was still sifting through as I presented my breasts to him.  We were behind a decent shelving unit, in an aisle all by ourselves, and after a quick look around he reached up, grabbed hold of both breasts, and squeezed.  
 
    It was extremely uncomfortable. It hurt. Pins stuck me. Nails penetrated me.  It was like having little darts fired at my tits. His eyes narrowed almost instantly as I whimpered and he asked what was wrong and if he had hurt me. 
 
    I was honest.  “Yes, you’re hurting me. That’s the point.” I gasped. “My bra is filled with tacks.” 
 
    “What?  Are you kidding me?  I don’t want to hurt you!” He protested. I pulled my shirt up and tugged the bra away from my skin. My breasts were flushed red now, with multiple penetration spots all over them. It looked like I had been caught in a sandblaster that had a few tiny pebbles mixed in. 
 
    He refused to touch me after that, but I felt that my third groping had gone okay so I moved on. The vibrations were driving me crazy and as I walked along, the rope rubbed at my clit and pussy. My fourth target took a little longer to find, and I ended up walking almost half the mall before I located a dark haired, twenty-something guy who seemed very business like.  I approached him quietly, demurely, sort of from the side. 
 
    “Hi. I’m Breanne. My boobs ache a little bit and I was wondering if you would be willing to massage them?” 
 
    It wasn’t much longer after that before the two of us were in the back of one of the many clothing stores with me trying very hard to stifle my whimpering. His fingers dug into my bra, pressing the tacks in, and like the others, he complained about the rubber mats, never realizing that he was pressing about a hundred, sharp, tiny spikes into my bosom. When we parted ways, he was a tad bit disappointed, my breasts felt as if they had been whipped raw, and my pussy was burning with need. The vibroballs were just relentless and I needed to cum. Again. 
 
    But there was that last little bit too. The punishment for my second orgasm. The rubber bands were waiting and I slipped them on quickly, before I found the shoe store I was looking for. I had passed it earlier and noted a bored looking young man working the counter. Except at the time, it hadn’t been empty. Now it was. I stepped into the store with my clit overly sensitive, my pussy and ass raw, and the arches of my feet already red and just a bit sore.  He greeted me and I practically fell into the available chair. 
 
    “Can I help you?” he asked, looking down at my feet. Or maybe my short skirt. I gave him a worn smile and nodded.   
 
    “Can you check my size?” I asked. 
 
    He grinned and grabbed that metal thingy they use to measure feet and came down to kneel right in front of me.  I started to bend over in my chair to slip off my shoes, but he grabbed my foot and did it for me. His thumb traced over the rubber bands, but he didn’t say anything.  Barefoot, I let my fingers grab hold of my skirt as he positioned my toes in the measuring device and I began pulling the material up. I spread my legs wide enough to give him a clear and I knew it when he saw it.  His eyes widened in surprise and he glanced up at me. 
 
    I leaned over, fire smoldering in my eyes.  “I’m a naughty girl.” 
 
    Now I happen to be really good at a “sultry” voice.  Sure, my “fuck me” smiles are awesome. But my sultry voice is amazing. So, when I said, “I’m a naughty girl”, please understand that it was said in this low tone, with lots of deep meaning behind it. 
 
    He swallowed.  “I can see that.” 
 
    “I’ve been bad.”  I whispered, fluttering my eyelashes, and not in a little girl way either. 
 
    He chuckled.  “I’ve no doubt.” 
 
    “I’ve earned a punishment,” I said, finally leaning over. My fingers caressed his cheek and then went down the side of his neck.  “Those rubber bands? You must snap them. Ten times. Each. Against my arch. Make it hurt.” My hand went down to his chest as I scooted forward in the chair.  “And then I can suck your cock.” 
 
    And that was all it took. He looked up at me, then down at my feet, and then back up at me. I pushed my chest outward and pulled my skirt up even farther. I rolled my hips, which dragged the rope through my crotch just enough to make me whimper. 
 
    He picked up my left foot, holding it by the heel.  I felt his fingers against my arch and he snagged the rubber band.  
 
    I was able to keep quiet for the first two snaps on each foot. But the third set had me hissing.  The fifth set managed to elicit a whimper.  The eighth hurt enough for me to grimace and arch my back, even jerking my foot from his grasp. By the tenth, my hips were rolling, shaking, and I felt like someone had taken a sharp knife and drawn it across my feet. I pulled my feet away, my toes curled as the pain washed over me. It took me a minute or two to recover enough to remember my promise.  I looked down at the shoe clerk and then took a deep breath.  
 
    “Do you have some place private?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded and took my hand, pulling me up. Pain lanced up from my feet and I snagged my high heels in one hand as I limped along behind him. We went through a small door at the back of the store into what appeared to be a storage room. It smelled of leather and cardboard.   
 
    It was a bare floor but going to my knees was a relief.  I unzipped him and his cock burst out of his pants in a solid, impressive pole and I grabbed hold, wrapping my fingers around him firmly. It was nothing to open my mouth and to lick the tip of his cock, swirling my tongue around his tip. I felt him push and I let him go deeper, bobbing my head and sucking as I worshiped his cock. He groaned a few minutes later, his fingers on the back of my head, guiding me into what he liked the best, and then he yanked his dick away, rubbed at it frantically, and squirted an impressive stream of jism right at my face. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, catching most of the cum until the new geyser subsided.  
 
    I walked out of there under my own power, after I’d cleaned up, but I have to admit that my feet and clit hurt. With slow steps, I headed back toward where my truck was parked, hovering on the edge of orgasm, but never quite pushing over it. More snaps to the bottoms of my feet just didn’t sound appealing at that point. 
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   Edges and Orgasms - 11/18/10 
 
      
 
    Wednesday morning started in rather the usual manner.  My alarm went off at five a.m.  followed immediately by me letting out a frustrated groan, slipping my hand down between my legs, and running my fingers through my own pussy. Some mornings this was ridiculously easy, since the sex toy I’d kept inside myself would be something completely internal, like ben wa balls or my vibroballs (off of course. No one can sleep when those damn things are vibrating.)  Some mornings though, after I push down into my panties, my fingers find something a little more substantial, and that morning, the pink, six-inch-long g-spot vibrator was just begging for me to turn it on and pump it frantically through my folds, making my softly wet and warm slit into a sodden, heated swamp desperate for orgasm. 
 
    I gave in of course, despite Master Barrett’s instructions from the previous evening, enthusiastically throwing caution to the wind and throwing my legs outward beneath the coverlet. I wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing and as I moaned dramatically, relishing the fresh, undulating waves of pleasure shooting up through my loins, I panted desperately, heading straight for the edge. The motor hummed with quiet intensity and I felt the vibrations surging through my lower half, sending me straight toward the cliffs of orgasm and the yawning, open chasm beyond. Thoughtlessly, I brought a hand up to my right breast, fingers questing for my own nipple, fulling intending to tweak the tip, just to add a tiny bit of pain to the mix, when I remembered what I’d done to my breasts the previous day. The hard way. 
 
    “Owwww,” I hissed, letting go of the vibrator. It slid out of me as I winced, both hands coming up to cup my bosom. Suddenly, acute discomfort shot up through me, all from my poor breasts, and with a groan, I grabbed the vibe, turned it off, leaned over and turned on the light.  
 
    For most of the previous day I’d been forced to wear a bra stuffed with small, thin pads each studded with spikes and the resulting damage to my poor breasts was impressive. Deep, angry looking red marks spotted both firm, delicate globes and it looked like both nipples had been chewed on by a chihuahua. I ran my hand across my forehead, brain starting to work, and with a sigh of exasperation, I threw off the cover and stood up. 
 
    Right. Morning.  
 
    As I stood up, my panties slid even further down my legs and I shoved them down completely, kicking them off. I glanced back at the vibrator, tempted to grab it immediately and go right back to what I’d been doing, but I knew it would be back in my pussy soon enough. Probably too soon. Part of me knew that the interruption had been a good thing. It wouldn’t have been a smart to start the day’s assignment by going right to the punishment phase. Especially since Master Barrett’s idea of punishment meant more of yesterday’s torment. I ran my hand across my face and walked over to the bureau. It took me only a moment to pull out socks, fresh panties, bra blue jeans, and a tee shirt, and I set the whole pile down on the bed. I let out a sigh. Not of frustration. More of resignation.  
 
    “Okay, Bre. Panties first,” I said to myself. 
 
    I turned around and sat down on the bed. The G-Spot vibrator was right by my thigh and I picked it up, the plastic edges still wet, and I spread my legs. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “An edge only, Bre.” I licked my lips, braced myself, and pushed. 
 
    Oh. Oh yes… 
 
      
 
    The Previous Evening: 
 
      
 
    “How’s your knee?” I asked, typing furiously at my computer keyboard. I wasn’t wearing much. Just the bra that held my tack pads against my sore breasts. Between my legs, the plastic, motorized form of my G-Spot vibrator was jammed between the chair and my pussy, buzzing away merrily as I bounced, legs wide as I straddled the chair. It was a sweet, intense sensation and I knew that it wasn’t going to be long before I exploded, girl goo bursting out of my sex as I gave into the sweet bliss streaming up from between my thighs. 
 
    “It hurts. How are your tits?” Barrett asked. 
 
    I bit my lip, even as my hips rolled. “Sore,” I replied. “They look like raw meat.” 
 
    “Good. If I’m hurting, I want you hurting.” 
 
    I took a deep breath, my pussy quivering around the vibrator. I wasn’t exactly hurting. Not in the least. Technically, I felt amazing. Sure, there was an undercurrent of arousal, of desperation, of wanton need. But hurting? “Yes Master,” I typed back. “I’m here to suffer for you.” I gave myself another bounce and gasped. 
 
    “Does the vibrator feel good?” He asked. 
 
    That almost made me laugh. “It’s amazing,” I wrote. “It’s the best thing that’s happened to me all day.” 
 
    “Good. Please tell me when you close to cumming. In the meantime, I wish to discuss your assignment for tomorrow.” 
 
    I blinked. Another assignment. I mean, sure… I’d been expecting it. But the idea of it, of hearing the details now, when I was in the middle of working myself to climax… well, I couldn’t keep the grin off my face. 
 
    “I’d love to hear about it, Master!” I replied.  
 
    “You know how normally I describe what you’ll be wearing for your assignment?” 
 
    “Yes sir,” I typed. 
 
    “Well, for tomorrow, you are not permitted any clothing.” 
 
    I paused. Nude? All day? I rolled my eyes, not in frustration, but in exasperation.  
 
    “Master,” I wrote out. “There are certain things I have to do that require clothes. I take care of animals every morning. I have chores in the morning, and it’s cold. Plus, I live with my family and I can’t run around nude. That’s not reasonable.” 
 
    “Very true,” Master Barrett replied. “Which is why you can purchase a single article of clothing by edging.” 
 
    I hesitated at that moment, halting my up and down bouncing. The vibrator just buzzed inside me as I considered what Master Barrett was proposing. Edging was a simple thing. It involved masturbating right to the point of orgasm, and then instead of jumping off that cliff into the abyss of ecstasy, you had to deny yourself the satisfaction, backing away and leaving your blood boiling. It was horrible torture to inflict on anyone, especially a nympho humiliation pain slut who literally craved orgasm. It was evil. It was wrong. It was diabolical. And of course, the real question was what happened if I didn’t stop? 
 
    “I have to edge to be able to wear clothes?” I asked, seeking clarification. 
 
    “No, you have to edge once to get a single piece of clothing.” 
 
    I blinked. “So… to wear panties…” 
 
    “You have to edge.” 
 
    “And if I want to put on socks?” 
 
    “Another edge.” 
 
    “And jeans?” 
 
    “Another edge.” 
 
    I bit my lip. “Sir, I don’t handle edges well,” I wrote. 
 
    I could almost feel him laughing. “I know. That’s the point.” 
 
    “But what if I cum?” I typed quickly.  
 
    “Then instead of getting to put on a piece of clothing, you get to take one off.” 
 
    “But… but that’s awful!” I blurted out. Then I typed it. Stupid messenger.  
 
    “It will leave you feeling that way, yes. And that’s not all. Your toy of the day will be that G-Spot vibrator you’re currently fucking. It needs to be on at least thirty minutes of every hour. Set to low.” 
 
    “But… sir!” I protested. “That will leave me insanely aroused. I won’t be able to not cum!”  
 
    “I know, which is why there is a punishment for cumming.” 
 
    I let out a whimper. The idea of it was totally intense and I was getting close to orgasm just thinking about that kind of torment. I considered how it would work out. I’d need to edge just to wear a pair of panties to keep the G-Spot Vibrator in. But… there was a possibility. What if I was already naked? If the punishment for cumming was just taking off another piece of clothing, then all I needed to do was go somewhere I could repeatedly masturbate and lounge around naked.  
 
    “And just so you don’t just decide to camp out at Kari’s condo, or Julie’s store for the day, naked and masturbating to orgasm, if you are no longer wearing any clothing and cum, then you’ll need to complete twenty NHPS Pushups as well.” 
 
    I gaped. How the fuck had he known I was thinking exactly that. I quivered as my head ran through the possibilities. I swallowed hard, one hand going down between my legs. Yes. Oh my God YES. 
 
    “Master,” I whispered, the orgasm I was about to have insanely powerful and intense. “I’m about to cum! I love the assignment! It’s turning me on!” 
 
    For a moment there was no response. The screen was still and silent, unlike the vibrator. I bounced, eagerly and vigorously. 
 
    “Excellent. Then suffer for me. Take the vibe out, turn it off. Deny yourself satisfaction. Or suffer my punishment.” 
 
    My fingers typed out just a few simple words, trembling as I exploded. 
 
    “I choose punishment.” 
 
      
 
    The Next Day 
 
      
 
    With a grimace, I yanked the G-Spot vibrator out of my dripping slit. My pussy, quivering and dancing, demanded that I immediately return its new favorite sex toy to its assigned position, buzzing and pumping deep inside me. Instead, I held it out, trying to earn the right to just my panties.  
 
    Master Barrett’s assignment had been both cruel and devious and as my sex threatened mutiny, I stood up, reeling from the overwhelming desperation. I wanted to shove the vibrator back in, to turn it to maximum and just send myself over the edge. I wanted to cum. Badly.  
 
    But the punishment – NHPS pushups. I didn’t think my poor titties could take that. It would mean setting out the tack mats, laying down on them, pressing my breasts and tenderized, sore nipples against the rows of sharp pinpoints, and then resting as much of my body weight just on my chest.  
 
    Ouch.  
 
    I took a shuddering breath. This was going to be awful. Horrible and awful. That said, I had wrangled one little thing from Master Barrett. I wasn’t allowed socks, or panties, or bra, or jeans, or tee shirt. Not even boots. 
 
    But I was allowed my coat.  
 
    With one edge out of the way, I grabbed a fresh pair of bikini cut panties and I pulled them on. Master Barrett had said that the vibrator needed to be on for thirty minutes out of each hour. It made sense to turn it off then. I slid it back into my pussy, groaning as the fires reignited, but I fought off the desire. Then I gathered up all the clothing I wanted to wear, but couldn’t, stuffed it in a canvas bag along with my tack mat, and pulled on my duster.  
 
    Damn did it feel weird being completely naked underneath. 
 
    I hurried downstairs in my bare feet and grabbed my boots at the door. Then I pushed out into the yard. It was cold and my feet were freezing by the time I managed to tiptoe across the gravel drive to the barn. Inside it was warm, but not by much, and I realized that I was going to have to edge again relatively soon, just so that I could get my feet covered. My horse, Star, nickered at me as I came over and I rubbed my hands over her back and neck as I crumpled.  
 
    “My feet are cold,” I said softly. “If I try to edge this soon, I know I’ll cum. And then I’ll have to take off the panties, which means I’ll have to waddle around with my thighs pressed together to hold in the vibrator.” I let out a frustrated breath and Star leaned toward me. Maybe she sensed my distress.  
 
    I grabbed her comb and started to brush her. It helped to focus on a non-sexual task and I managed to take my mind off my icy toes. It helped for a little while, but fifteen minutes later I shook my head, patted Star on the shoulder, and stepped out of her stall. 
 
    “I can’t. I’ve got to get my boots on,” I muttered. I unbuttoned my coat as I hurried over to a bale of hay. Then I sat down, spread my legs wide open, and pulled the crotch of my panties off to the side. The G-Spot vibrator, still off, tried to slide out of my pussy and instead I grabbed it, switched it on, and began pumping. 
 
    Oh. My. Freaking. God.  
 
    Instantly I went from zero to sixty and my veins hummed with utter pleasure. I raced up the mountain, panting as I drove myself into a quick frenzy, cold toes curling as my pussy grasped and clutched at the shaking, pumping phallus. I threw my head back, arching my spine as waves of bliss shot up through me and I in less that a minute I could see the metaphorical “cliffs of orgasm,” the black chasm of actual release just beyond. 
 
    And I was running full throttle at it.  
 
    I wish that I could say that I tried to stop. That some part of me wanted to obey Master Barrett. But the burning need in my veins was just too strong. I had to cum. I couldn’t handle edging. And as I lay there on the hay bale, my hand jammed down between my legs, I threw myself off the cliff, screaming in utter ecstasy. 
 
    I laid there for a moment, shaking, just breathing deep.  It took almost five minutes before my mostly bare body, my coat wide open to expose my pale skin, finally spoke loudly enough. 
 
    “You’re fucking cold, dipshit. Cover up!”  
 
    I let out a groan as I flicked the duster back over my midriff and closed my legs. Now my toes were really cold and I sat up, reaching down to rub my fingers over my feet. I let out a groan. What the fuck had I just done? 
 
    “Oh,” I muttered. “Oh damn.” 
 
    Because now I was supposed to remove an article of clothing! Freaking hell! I rolled my head back. How the heck was I supposed to keep a vibrator in my pussy if I didn’t have panties? With a snarl of frustration at my own stupidity, I pushed the G-Spot Vibe back into my still dripping cunt, noticing only a touch of my previous arousal, and yanked my panties down, kicking them off to the side. 
 
    “Well,” I said aloud. “This sucks.” 
 
    I stood up, legs pressed together, trying to keep the vibe in. It was practically impossible and as I went to the feed barrel, thinking I should start my chores, I realized that I couldn’t do it. 
 
    I was going to have to edge. Again. 
 
    I looked around the barn. I shouldn’t have even tried to come out here. I grabbed the vibe, tugging it out of my pussy and hurried over to where we keep extra blankets for the horses. I grabbed one, the straw and dust scent of it welcoming, and I dragged it back over to the hay bale. I flopped down on it, opening my duster again, and this time covered myself with blanket, especially my feet. 
 
    Then I turned on the vibrator again.  
 
    It took a while. To warm up I mean. I was so cold that just internal body heat wasn’t exactly going to put me in a toasty coma. But getting myself back into a blustery froth? Well, I was shocked at just how easy that was.  
 
    Within ten minutes I was groaning, the vibrator sliding in and out easily, a steady, rhythmic thrust establishing a nice pressure that built in expected and manageable levels until almost twenty minutes after wrapping up, I was right near the edge again. I gritted my teeth, groaning as I pulled the vibrator away from my pussy. 
 
    It was so hard. 
 
    I turned it off a minute later and pushed it back in, then sat up, looking around for my panties. They were lying in the dust a few feet away and I thrashed around in my horse blanket cocoon until I could grab them. I wriggled around, getting them back up my legs, then setting them in place to hold in the vibrator.  
 
    “This sucks,” I whispered. Then I huddled down and tried to finish warming up my feet. 
 
    It took another ten minutes or so, but finally I felt close to normal and I climbed out of my nest and began working. My feet got cold again way too soon and I went back to the blankets, trying to warm them. Back and forth, it took way more time than usual to get all the inside barn animals fed and taken care of, and then I realized that there was no way I could handle the outside barn animals barefoot. Well, at least if I wanted to avoid frostbite.  
 
    So, I reached down, pushed my panties out of the way again, and turned on the vibrator.  
 
    Yes. Oh my. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes.  
 
    This edge went way faster, since the calming and satisfying effects of the orgasm had dissipated thanks to the previous edge. Instead, I felt myself ripening almost instantly, thrusting my hips and generally making an absolute slut of myself as I masturbated with a dramatic series of groans, moans, and whimpers. My cold toes curled and I under the blanket I suddenly found myself warm. And wet. And ripe.  
 
    And ready. 
 
    Maybe I wasn’t as close as I should have been. Maybe instead of stopping mere inches from the edge, I freaked out and stopped ten feet from toppling in. But hey, I stopped. And as I lay there panting, my loins quivering in fury at being denied climax, I turned off the vibrator, slid it back into my grasping, disappointed sex, and pulled my panties back up. 
 
    Shoes. Thank God.  
 
    I climbed out of my nest again and this time, jammed my bare feet into my boots. I would have preferred socks, but this was the best I could manage under the circumstances. I stomped my way across the barn to the feed barrels and loaded up. 
 
    Then I went outside. 
 
    The cold helped kill any further desire I had and the wind was brutal. It kept blowing up my duster and without a pair of blue jeans on, I was freezing my little… well… I’m sure you can imagine what was freezing. I finished in record time and knowing that I was already risking encountering my mother in the kitchen, I grabbed my stuff and rushed back into the house. 
 
    “Why aren’t you wearing socks?” My mother asked as I kicked off my boots. I didn’t answer. I just gave her one of my looks and rushed past her. A moment later I was locked in my room, stripping off my duster. I grabbed a pair of socks to replace my boots and warm up my feet. Then I flopped down in my chair and begin typing on the computer. 
 
    “This isn’t going to work,” I wrote. 
 
    Master Barrett was on in seconds. “And why not? Are you such a fuck slut that you can’t stop yourself from cumming?” 
 
    That irritated, even if it was sort of true. “No. I edged, then exploded, then edged twice more. My problem is I need another way to earn clothes. I’m only wearing panties and a pair of socks.” 
 
    “I see. Is the vibrator on?” 
 
    I stared at the screen. Oh shit! I’d forgotten the bit about keeping the vibrator on for thirty minutes out of each hour. I bit my lip. I glanced at the clock. I’d sort of done it. Not. I let out a frustrated sound. “No,” I typed. “Not yet. But I have to turn it on in a few minutes,” I wrote back. “Can there be some other way besides edges to earn clothing?” 
 
    There was a long moment and I figured Master Barrett was thinking. That didn’t bode well.  
 
    “Very well,” he wrote a moment later. “Pushups. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Pushups. Twenty of them. For each article of clothing.” 
 
    I blinked. “But my breasts are still sore from yesterday!” I pounded into the keyboard.  
 
    “Exactly,” he replied. “This should keep you from over-dressing.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. Clearly, I needed a jumper. A full, one-piece jumper. Or possibly a snowsuit. Either or.  
 
    “Alright,” I whispered. Then I rolled my eyes. Right. We were instant messaging. I typed, “Yes Master.” 
 
    And that was that.  
 
    I stood up, feeling sorry for myself, and I unrolled the rubber tack mat and set it on the floor. The silver pinpoints glistened in the morning sun coming in through my bedroom window and I bit my bottom lip as I got down on all fours. My breasts were not up for this. Not at all. The mauling they’d gotten with the tack pads the previous day had left them perforated, sore, and swollen. Laying down on them was a going to be… well… awful. 
 
    “Ohhggggggghhhh,” I groaned as I dropped down, letting my breasts flatten on the tack pad. I felt each of the hundreds of metal pins pricking my skin and as more of my upper body weight mashed my boobs into the tack studded rubber, the more pain I felt. Finally, I lifted my hands off the floor, my breasts crushed beneath me, and touched the small of my back. Then I moved quickly, bring my arms back around, supporting myself, struggling to get some small bit of the weight off my boobs.  
 
    My poor boobs! 
 
    Another pushup followed and of course, that’s when I remembered that NHPS Pushups also required the vibrator in my pussy to be on. Full power. Which meant the first two I’d just done didn’t even count! I let out a frustrated groan and rolled to the side, off the mat and turned on the vibrator. All the way up. Then I did another pushup. 
 
    It was agony. It was ecstasy. It felt awful and it felt amazing. I felt tense and loose and struggled to cope with the sensations as I was alternately hurt and teased. And as I came to the very last of the twenty pushups, I realized I was desperately close to cumming, almost at the edge. I rolled onto my back, hands between my legs, and pumped the vibrator three or four more times before yanking it free of my convulsing little pussy. 
 
    “Nooo!” I squealed, another part of me objecting. But it was too late. The vibrator was out. My petite frame shuddered violently, desperately wanting something it wasn’t supposed to have, and wanton need pounded through me. I closed my eyes, trying to concentrate on breathing, resisting the urge to jam the vibrator back in, to allow myself the ecstasy of orgasm. I started counting and when I got to a hundred, I realized that I was in control. I turned off the vibe and shook my head as I clenched my jaw. The vibrator, now off, slid back into my pussy and I let my panties snap back into place to hold it in. 
 
    I lay there on the floor for a few minutes, just resting. Then I got up, pulled on a bra, purchased by the twenty NHPS Pushups, and a dress, purchased by the edge. Grinning at my cleverness, I went downstairs to have breakfast.   
 
    Thirty minutes later I was back in my room, the vibrator buzzing as I sat at my computer, writing. It didn’t take long for me to get worked back up and I couldn’t resist putting one hand down between my legs, slipping my fingers into my panties, and moving the shaking phallus in and out, just a little. About fifteen minutes in I was no longer typing, but splayed out in the chair, legs draped over the arm rests, frantically fucking myself with the vibe, my goal just inches away from me.  
 
    I tried. I really did. I didn’t want to cum, but I was going so fast!  
 
    Oh… who am I kidding? I made the decision to cum and I just freaking did it. It was glorious. I shuddered as my chest heaved and my pussy tightened and quivered as I drove the vibrator through my petals, running deep.  
 
    I slumped in the chair, legs splayed wide, looking more life a figure sculpted of half melted butter. Cum dripped from my slit, soaking the chair and my panties and my hand, still holding the now silent vibe. I’d turned it off at some point after the explosion. It took a few minutes for my brain to reboot and when I did, I groaned, pulling my hand out of my panties. My dress was up around my waist and I sat up.  
 
    “Brilliant,” I muttered. “I need to get out of here.” 
 
    Slowly I stood up, swayed a little bit, still just a bit dopey on endorphins and dopamine and all the other delicious juices that swirl through your head when you’re high on sex. I stripped out of my panties, fully intending to replace them, one hand holding the vibrator, when I realized… 
 
    … I’d just lost the right to another piece of clothing. 
 
    Fuck.  
 
    I looked around. My tack mat was rolled up in the corner. I let out a groan and went to the closet door, opening it to look at the full-length mirror. Then I pulled my dress up with the other hand. 
 
    It wasn’t pretty. My breasts looked like someone had beaten them with a spiked club or something. They were flushed and rosy, and there were small, angry looking red dots all over them. My nipples seemed okay for the most part, except they were swollen, the areola roughed up. I touched one and winced as it smarted.  
 
    “I’m not sure I can do this,” I whispered. 
 
    There were three ways to get my panties back. I could wait there in my room, wearing just my dress, holding in the vibe for thirty minutes, until it was time for another edge. Of course, getting my panties back would mean edging instead of just trying to edge. Option two was to strip out of my dress and put on a fresh pair of panties. Easier, but just as problematic. It meant I’d be waiting, here at the house. And option three was laying on the ground with my boobs mashed against a meat tenderizer.  
 
    I shook my head. No way. I couldn’t. I stripped out of the dress, got a fresh set of panties, and sat back down at the computer, typing. Thirty minutes later I was back in the grove, the vibrator buzzing violently as I leaned back and worked myself into another froth. 
 
    And this time… this time I yanked the vibe out, my jaw clenched with need, and I suffered the stolen climax with a groan. 
 
    I grabbed my dress and the tack mat. I hadn’t earned shoes yet, but I took a pair of high heels, on the off chance I’d manage another edge, and headed downstairs to the truck. A moment later I was rumbling away, headed toward the mall. 
 
    It took a good twenty minutes to get there, mostly because I wasn’t driving that fast, and frankly I wanted some time to pass. When I pulled into the lot, I parked out in the boonies and once more turned on the G-Spot Vibrator. Masturbating in my truck was a bit harrowing, since I was constantly swiveling my head to see if anyone was approaching me, or getting close to me, or watching me. And even though no one was, the constant agitation took its tool. Then, as my pussy finally reached the point of convulsion, where I could see the edge, I tugged the G-Spot vibe out of my pussy and closed my eyes in frustration.  
 
    “Oh my God, I hate this!” I snarled.  
 
    But I’d earned the right to wear some shoes at least. I buckled on the high heels. They went with the dress, even if I was horrendously attired for the weather. Still, it was better than nothing and nothing was a real possibility. I could feel my blood boiling. And I knew that in a few minutes, I’d have to turn the vibrator back on.  
 
    And everyone wonders why I can’t hold back. 
 
    Inside the mall I started walking. To be honest, it was kind of refreshing to be there in something semi-decent. Sure, I was a spectacle because I was wearing what was essentially a summer dress when it was in the upper fifties outside. And I was wearing open toed high heels. But it was a decent dress, and the shoes weren’t exactly slutty. They were sexy. So, when people looked at me, it was with appreciation, or desire, or “she’s crazy!”  
 
    Which beats the hell out of “my goodness! What a fuck slut!”  
 
    So, I was feeling pretty good when I turned and walked into Julie’s junk jewelry store.  
 
    The girl at the counter was clearly some sort of creature from faerie because her hair was algae green with purple coloring the tips of each lock. She wore a tie-dyed shirt in a variety of jade and azure that while matching her hair, made me feel slightly seasick. Her eyes had been rimmed in black, with green sparkles shooting off. She wore a choker, and a necklace, and about six or seven rings, and earrings. Dangly ones. And she was stocking some sort of small display. 
 
    “Hello, Julie.”  
 
    Julie looked up and her smile was huge. “Breanne!” Then she looked at my outfit. “I’m not sure if I’m happy with your attire. Either you’re underdressed for the weather, or you’re overdressed for a sex assignment.” 
 
    I blinked. “I’m wearing a short summer dress and a pair of panties, which are holding in my G-Spot Vibrator, which is on by the way. How could I be overdressed?” 
 
    Julie shrugged. “Your tits aren’t showing. Go to the backroom. I want to see your breasts.” 
 
    I cringed. “Um. Please? Can we skip the breast spanking today?” 
 
    Julie snorted and gave me an “are you fucking crazy?” look. She juked a thumb to the backroom. I suddenly regretted coming to her store. I shambled to the back, pushed into the stock room, and pulled up my dress. 
 
    “Damn!” Julie exclaimed, having followed me in. “What the fuck have you done to your tits?”  
 
    “Tack mat,” I muttered. I had it in my canvas bag, rolled up, and I tapped it for emphasis.  
 
    Julie reached up and I flinched, but instead she cupped my right breast gently, her thumb lightly grazing my nipple. “Well, this is freaking beautiful! I love it!” She brought her other hand up, touching my bosom. “Look how pink you are! How delicate! Does it hurt?” 
 
    I nodded. “I’m very tender. It has been like three days of constant… aooohhhhhh!” I squealed as she pinched my nipples. She didn’t squeeze hard, but I brought my hands up to her wrists as she gave my knobs a little twist. She grinned as I shuddered. Then the pressure receded, even if she continued to hold my nipples in her grip. I stood there, one arm holding up my dress. 
 
    “Take it off,” she whispered.  
 
    I pulled the dress completely off and let it fall on the nearby desk. She kept ahold of my nipples the entire time.  
 
    “What’s the assignment?” 
 
    I licked my lips. “I started the day off naked. I must earn clothes, either through edging or twenty NHPS pushups on the tack mat. Every time I cum, I lose an article of clothing. I have to keep the vibrator on low thirty minutes of each hour, but it goes to high when I’m edging.” 
 
    “That is freaking amazing!” She said, her fingers still holding me delicately. “I love it. When is your next edge?” 
 
    I shrugged. “In about twenty more minutes. It’s why the vibe is on. I’m using it to work myself up.” 
 
    Julie grinned. “Perfect. What happens if you cum?” 
 
    I gulped. “I lose the right to wear something.” 
 
    She looked down, her fingers still holding my breasts. “Your shoes I presume?” She sneered. 
 
    I nodded. “Or the dress. Or the panties.” 
 
    Julie grinned. “I like the idea of you walking out of here in just your panties and high heels.” She let go of my breasts. 
 
    I blinked. “Over my dead body,” I replied honestly. 
 
    She laughed. “Yeah. Well, as much as I would love it, we can’t have you going ahead and getting arrested. She picked up my dress, wadding it up into ball. “You can have this back when you edge.” 
 
    “Hey!” I protested. “I didn’t lose that!” She shrugged. 
 
    “So? It’s in keeping with the idea of the assignment, right?”  
 
    I glowered at her. Then she winked. “Be right back.” She took my dress with her, leaving me stuck in her stock room. I sat down in the chair. The vibrator was driving me mindless with lust and I knew that the next edge would be just as difficult as the others I’d been forced to do. The door opened back up and Julie walked in, this time with a set of small hair clips. 
 
    “This will give you something to think about while you’re fucking yourself stupid.” She pulled the first hair clip off the card. It was small, no bigger than my pinkie, and I tilted my head forward so she could put it in my hair. 
 
    Instead, she let it snap down on my right nipple. 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelped, jerking a hand up to my breast. Julie laughed. 
 
    “Exactly. Start fucking yourself. Edge.” She held up the other hair clip. “And move your fucking arm.” 
 
    I whimpered as I exposed my other breast and then came the horrible, but still delicious bite and suddenly I wanted to thrust the vibrator through me hard. I quivered, spreading my legs and then she bent down, grabbing my panties. I lifted up enough for her to haul them down my legs, and then she tugged them off over my shoes. She tossed my panties aside, her eyes zipping down to my soaked, stuffed slit as my hand slid down to catch the vibrator.  
 
    “No,” she whispered. “Let me.” And with that, she took the vibrator away from me. 
 
    Oh. My. Fucking. God. 
 
    Slowly, was slower than I would have, Julie began thrusting the shaking phallus deep into my loins. I gasped, spreading myself open, fingers grabbing the chair as this punk rock, Goth woman six years younger than me went to town on my pussy. She pulled the vibe out almost all the way, then pushed it back in. It was agonizing. It was amazing. It was erotic. It was perfect. 
 
    And in about three minutes I didn’t care if I exploded or not.  
 
    Julie extracted the vibrator and rubbed it against my clit. I threw my head back, moaning. I didn’t even tell her. I just let out a shrill little whine, thrusting madly. I didn’t care. I was going to pop. I felt the pressure build and build and then my toes curled. I pushed my hips toward her, where her hand was shoving the vibrator back into me, and I burst. 
 
    “Ohhh!” Julie gasped as cum came shooting out of me in jets. Some would have pulled away, shocked at getting their hand soaked. Julie pumped faster and harder as I squirted. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I trembled, twitching as my nervous system overloaded. Then she pulled the vibrator completely out of me, turning it off, watching as my pussy dripped out of the dazed and sex-stunned redhead slumped in her backroom chair.  
 
    Gently, she set the vibe on the desk. “That was exquisite. Sorry that you’ve lost another item,” she said, scooping up my panties. I blinked, still unable to really process what she was saying. She dried her hand off on my underwear. “Don’t forget, you still need to have the vibrator in and on for another twenty minutes.” Then she left the room. 
 
    With my panties! Now I didn’t have a dress or underwear! 
 
    I sat there for a few minutes, mostly to just enjoy the afterglow. The orgasm had been intense. Very, very intense. Mostly because Julie had done it to me, and I’d been embarrassed. Then my nipples began throbbing from the stupid hair clips, and I took them off, setting them on the desk next to the wet, pink phallus. I stood up, spotted some paper towels, and cleaned up the mess I’d made on the chair and the floor. Then I looked back at the vibrator. 
 
    Julie wasn’t wrong. It was supposed to be in me. And on. With a deep breath, I grabbed the pink toy, twisted the base, and slid it back into my well sauced pussy. Almost instantly I locked down around it, my sex fluttering in sudden excitement. It was like I could almost hear my pussy saying “wait, again? Awesome!” Even on low it was like pouring gasoline on a smolder pile of coals. 
 
    I sat back down and tried not to touch the vibe, pressing my thighs together to hold it in, but eventually I couldn’t resist. I reached back down between my legs with my hand, spreading my knees apart, only to grab the base of the vibrator and begin replicating the same movements Julie had inflicted upon me. Slow, sensual thrusts, a glacial fuck as I masturbated myself back to a near froth. The door opened. 
 
    “Damn girl,” Julie said with a grin. “I love seeing this. You just literally exploded and what are you doing? Fucking yourself again. It’s like you don’t have an off switch!” 
 
    “What’s an off switch?” I panted with a short smile. 
 
    She leaned against the wall, arms crossed, her face near the tiny window that would allow her to see out into the store. “Are there times you don’t think about sex?” 
 
    I shrugged, still masturbating. “Using the bathroom. My time of the month.”  
 
    “So, while you’re going to the grocery store you think about…” 
 
    “What is on the shelves that I could fuck,” I whispered, nodding. 
 
    “Church?” She asked. 
 
    I just blushed at that one. “Yeah,” she said. “I’ll want to hear that story one day.” 
 
    I shook my head. “People are going to hell.” 
 
    She laughed. “Of course, they are.” She glanced down at my pussy. “You seem to be more in control this time.” 
 
    I gave her a dark look. “Because I’m the one holding the vibrator,” I said a touch sarcastically. She took a step forward. 
 
    “Yeah?” Julie teased. “What if I took control? Would you still have the will to tell me when to stop?” 
 
    Our eyes met and suddenly her hand was on mine. Then the vibe was sliding in and out of my pussy at her will, not mine. For a moment I resisted, but she pushed, and the thick, six-inch phallus went deep.  
 
    “I’m yours,” I whispered. I drew my hand away and the vibrator kept pumping. 
 
    “I know,” she said softly. “And I want you to cum. Again.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The last few feet were the worst and I winced painfully as I the cold surface of the parking lot bit into the soles of my bare feet. My shoes were in the bag with the tack mat, along with my panties, and each step was small and controlled. Because anything longer than a few inches would cause my thighs to spread and the fucking vibrator to fall out.  
 
    I made it to the truck with a gasp and I climbed in, slamming the door behind me. I reached down between my legs and grabbed the vibrator. Julie had turned it to full power before I’d left her store, and I was close to hyperventilating. I started to pull it out, or turn it down, but then my pussy locked around it, quivering.  
 
    “No!” I blurted out, suddenly understanding. “Not again! Please!” My brain told my hand to pull it out, to stop pumping. I tried to exert my will, but it felt so damn good. And the throbbing of my nipples, both still pinched tightly in the little hair bands Julie had put on me after I’d done another set of NHPS Pushups. I threw my head back and realized it was too late, and another rush of adrenaline shot through me. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and just like that, I had nothing. No panties. No shoes. No dress. 
 
    I shuddered as I finally had the mental capacity to draw the vibe from my pussy and turn it off. I stuck it back in of course, but not before pulling my dress off over my head and tossing it down into the seat beside me. 
 
    “I am so fucked,” I whispered, tears coming to my eyes. I’d need to do more pushups, torturing my poor, perforated, sore, swollen breasts, and maybe one edge before I’d be able to step into my house. I turned on the engine. I reached up until my fingers got to my bosom, and I pinched open the stupid little hair clips, pulling them off my nipples. I tossed them in one of the cup holders. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can do this,” I whispered. “I keep cumming.”  
 
    And it was like I could hear Julie, and Master Barrett both speaking. Just one single word. 
 
    [bookmark: _664s55]“Perfect.” 
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   The Rule of Orgasm - 11/19/10 
 
      
 
    I woke up in the usual way. The alarm went off and I would roll over and turn it off, followed with an immediate self-status check. This was a simplistic judgement, which basically had me evaluate just how horny I was, and whether I felt that dealing with said arousal was the right idea, or if I should wait to see what terrible, horrible sexual torment was waiting for me.  
 
    Of course, I also took stock of my physical condition. Both of my breasts looked like I’d run over them with a flail shredder. Even after an entire night, the skin was flushed red, and I could still see swaths of tiny red dots where I’d done a damn good job perforating my breasts with the tiny spikes of the tack mat. I cupped my breasts, wincing as they smarted, and that was more than enough for me to push aside the desire to rub myself into a froth. Instead, I got up, feeling the shift of the phallus inside me, pushing at my panties. A visit to the restroom followed, and when I was awake, I sat down at my desk, turned on the computer, and checked my email. 
 
      
 
    Breanne, I was going to give you a breast related assignment today but we'll leave that for another time. The thing is my knee still hurts so obviously I need you to share my discomfort. The last few assignments have been a little time consuming so I think we'll keep things simple today. First things first. Your pussy stuffer for today is your vibroballs which are to be on low from now until you get your next assignment tomorrow morning.  And yes, I do mean overnight. 
 
      
 
    I blinked at that. He wanted me to sleep with my vibroballs going inside me? Was he nuts?  
 
      
 
    For today, you will be cumming deliberately for me. Six times. During each orgasm you are to be completely naked (not even shoes), you should be outside (the barn does not count. You must be exposed.) You will attach an alligator clamp to each of your labia. And lastly, the only way you permitted to make yourself cum is by smacking your clit with a ruler repeatedly with a minimum of twenty strokes. You are not allowed to touch yourself any other way.  
 
    Cum even once without fulfilling these criteria, or cum less than 6 times and you fail. Failure will result in your weekend involving butt plugs, coldhot cream and a lot of orgasm denial. Succeed and your weekend will involve you getting a real cock or two in your pussy which should make a nice change from inanimate objects. – Master Barrett 
 
      
 
    I stared at the screen. Naked. Outside. Legs spread. Alligator clamps. And a plastic ruler? Six times? The vibroballs would keep me constantly wanting. I bit my lip. Well, there wasn’t a way to refuse, was there? I stood up, yanked my panties down, and caught the vibrator as it slid out of my quivering pussy. I jammed it in my mouth, tasting my own tangy sauce as I grabbed my toy box from the top shelf, opened it up, and rummaged around in it until I found my vibroballs. 
 
    They were just two, sort of egg-shaped objects, connected via wires to a battery filled control box. It wasn’t a complicated toy. I slipped them into my cunt easily enough, and then grabbed a fresh set of panties, my blue jeans, and tee shirt. Ten minutes later I was out in the barn, my pussy buzzing happily as I struggled to ignore the sexual stimulation and get my chores done.  
 
    Yeah. Right. 
 
    I made it maybe twenty minutes before I stumbled out behind the barn. The goats had already been fed, but I moved toward their pen, already tugging at my shirt. It was cool out. Enough to turn the tips of my breasts hard when I pulled my tee off over my head. I draped the cotton on the fence and then began kicking off my boots. My jeans and panties followed and the goats all stared up at the naked, red-headed, nympho humiliation pain slut as she turned the vibroballs up to high, and delicately attached the alligator clamps to her labia with a hiss. 
 
    I glanced over at some of the goats. “Stop staring at me,” I said ruefully. Then, hissing softly, I pulled the plastic ruler out of the back pocket of my jeans, which were draped on the fence, and I brought it down to my sex. “A minimum of twenty strokes,” I whispered. Then I hit myself. 
 
    It stung and I winced, but damn if I didn’t gasp and quiver too. Waves of pleasure and pain shot through me and I began slapping the flexible strip of firm plastic against my sex. My toes curled and I felt some crinkly brown grass beneath my feet.  
 
    It took all twenty, plus some, to push me over the edge and when my pussy juice squirted out to splatter the ground around my toes, I shuddered, grasping the fence and clinging to it. I felt… awesome. Amazing. Tender. I grinned stupidly and began dressing again, freeing my aching labia and turning the vibroballs back down to low. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “Finish the chores,” I told myself. So, I did. 
 
    An hour later I pushed back into the house. I grabbed a bit of breakfast then headed up stairs to do some writing. Of course, Master Barrett was online and I turned on my webcam, smiling up at him. 
 
    “How are you today, Bre?” He asked. 
 
    “Feeling good,” I admitted. “The orgasm I had this morning was really awesome.” 
 
    Master Barrett frowned. “It was supposed to hurt,” he said.  
 
    I gave him a sympathetic look. “Like you’re knee. I really am sorry.” 
 
    He waved a hand. “No matter. But if that didn’t hurt, then I might need to adjust the assignment today.” 
 
    I felt a flutter of trepidation. “Actually sir, it hurt a lot. I just respond well to that sort of…” 
 
    “Turn your vibroballs up to medium please.” 
 
    I blinked. “What?” 
 
    “Your vibroballs. Turn them up.” 
 
    “Here? Right now?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    I thumbed the dial and the vibrations in my sex intensified. I licked my lips nervously. “Done sir.  
 
    “Now, let me see your tits.”  
 
    I pulled off my shirt and undid my bra. “They look awful sir.” 
 
    “No, the look like they hurt. Do they?” 
 
    I nodded. “The ache and are still swollen.” 
 
    “Good. Now put a pair of clothespins on your nipples. Sticking straight out the way Julie likes them.” 
 
    I swallowed. “Sir. Please. They’re very sensitive.” 
 
    He leaned forward. “Breanne, I’ve been patient with you. I’m going to hurt you now. I need you to comply or the punishment is going to be even more horrible.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “Yes sir,” I whispered. I opened my desk drawer and pulled out a pair of clothespins. Quickly, I set them on my nipples, wincing as the harsh pinching sensation sent jolts of pain up through my chest.  
 
    “Are you hurting now?” 
 
    I nodded, letting out a tiny whimper. “Yes, sir.”  
 
    “That’s better. Are you wearing shoes?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Just socks, sir.” 
 
    “Take them off.” 
 
    I peeled off my tube socks.  
 
    “Now, get a rubber band.” 
 
    I teared up, knowing what was coming, but I grabbed one of my thick elastic rubber loops and held it up. 
 
    “Around your right foot please. In the arch.” 
 
    I closed my eyes, trembling as I slid the rubber band into place.  
 
    “Ten snaps please.” 
 
    I tugged on the elastic, stretched it out and then let it go. It smacked back against the sole of my foot, right in the soft center of my arch, and I let out a gasp. It stung. Then I did it again. And again. My breathing quickened as the pain rushed through me and by the tenth snap, the sole of my foot was almost as pink as my throbbing, aching breasts.  
 
    “Now your other foot. Ten snaps,” barked Master Barrett. 
 
    I lifted my other leg. If Master Barrett didn’t like the fact that I was still wearing my jeans, he didn’t say anything. I wrapped the rubber band around my other foot and began the process of self-punishment, whining as the sting bit through me. Finally, I wiped the back of my hand across my face, catching a bit of tear before it was able to fall. 
 
    “It hurts sir,” I whispered.  
 
    “Good. It is supposed to. Now pull off those jeans and let me see your clitoris.” 
 
    I stood up, which thanks to my damaged soles, did not feel good. I unbuttoned my pants and shoved them down, catching my panties at the same time. The wire of the vibroballs got in the way, but I pulled it aside and a moment later was kicking off the denim. I spread my legs and moved the webcam down so he could see my pussy. 
 
    “See sir?” I asked, putting two fingers on my labia and spreading it. “See? This is where I hit myself this morning.” I showed him the still pink and slightly swollen spot.  
 
    “Yes. Get another clothespin and put it on your clit.” 
 
    I hesitated. “But… Master Barrett!” 
 
    “Breanne, if you don’t put another clothespin on right now, I’m going to punish you.” 
 
    I reached for my drawer and grabbed another peg. “Sir, it’s just that my clit is already so…” 
 
    “Do it. Don’t make me repeat myself again.” 
 
    I put the clothespin on and gasped.  
 
    “Excellent. Now turn the vibroballs to high and twist the clothespin on your clit back and forth.” 
 
    My eyes widened and I thumbed the vibroballs even higher. Now I could really hear them. The buzzing, trembling, shaking sensation flowing through me. It was exciting. It was electrifying. It was…  
 
    Arousing. 
 
    I gently grabbed the clothespin and began wiggling it. In seconds, the pressure built and I could tell that I was approaching an orgasm. I smiled at Master Barrett as I reached for the ruler. Panting, I teased myself closer and closer to the edge, all while he sat there watching with an amused expression on his face.  
 
    “Can I…” I panted, “Can I cum?” 
 
    His eyes widened. “Are you outside, naked, hitting your clit with a ruler?” He asked politely. 
 
    I blinked. “What?” I said, literally poised at the brink. 
 
    He shook his head. “You know the rules,” he replied, grinning. 
 
    With a snarl and a raging beast between my legs, I grabbed my jeans, shoving my bare feet into the denim. The clit caught on the waistband as I yanked them up and I yelped, then pulled the wooden peg off, tossing it aside. I removed the other clamps from my breasts, yanked on a tee shirt, then grabbed my ruler. I practically ran downstairs. I jammed my bare feet into my boots and hurried outside. The weather was perfect – a sunny but cool seventy degrees out, and I rushed across to the barn, went through the building, and out back.  
 
    Then I stripped. 
 
    The vibroballs were still going at top speed and I barely made it in time as I slapped the flexible plastic against my clit. It made a wet, smacking sound and I threw my head back, jaw clenched as the pain only made the coming orgasm more intense.  
 
    I don’t like hitting myself with things.  It’s not that I mind being hit. I don’t, especially if it’s on my breasts or my rear, or my clit.  It’s the fact that I must be the one to do it. That’s the problem. I always think I’m not hitting hard enough. I didn’t scream out loud, but I sure squealed a bit.  And hissed. And then did it again. And again. And again.  About eight or nine strokes later I came with a sort of hip jerking cry, only to slump down onto the dirt.  
 
    Which is when I realized I’d forgotten the alligator clamps. Oops. 
 
    I took a deep breath, put my clothes on again, and went back into the house, this time with the vibroballs set back to low. Master Barrett was waiting for me. 
 
    “Did you cum?” 
 
    I nodded weakly, plopping down into the chair. 
 
    “How was it?” 
 
    I grimaced. “I screwed up,” I admitted. “I forgot the alligator clamps.” 
 
    He let out a chuckle. “Too close to the edge?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “Did you enjoy the full twenty strokes too?” 
 
    My eyes widened and he could tell from my expression that I’d messed that up as well. 
 
    “Strip please.” 
 
    “Again?” I asked plaintively. 
 
    He smiled. “Bad girls have to be punished. Do you deserve punishment, Bre?” 
 
    All I could do was swallow, tremble a little bit, and nod. 
 
    “Yes Master.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    By two o’clock I was about ready for my fifth orgasm, mostly because I’d been forced to endure the vibroballs at high levels for hours. My clit was sore from being spanked, my pussy had little teeth marks on them from the Alligator Clamps, and my nipples were irritatingly tender thanks to the clothespins I’d been wearing on and off for hours. Master Barrett had not been impressed with my failures and had taken measures to make sure I was hurting properly. And that hadn’t even been the punishment.  
 
    I climbed into my truck, grateful at the opportunity to finally shut down the motorized sex toys in my pussy. The engine turned over and a moment later I was rolling down the gravel lane toward the farm to market road that went past our property. The day had warmed up even more and the wind was blowing as I pulled over to the side of the road to change. 
 
    I got out of the truck. Talk about beautiful. The sky was blue with a few fluffy clouds moving fast, the wind was out of the south, and there wasn’t a single dust plume in any direction. Which meant I was alone. Free as a bird. And could indulge in one, small pleasure. 
 
    Being naked outside. 
 
    I took off my jeans. Then my shirt, followed by my panties. I had a small bag with me and I laid out just a few items on the hood of the truck. Once I was naked, I licked my lips and grabbed the alligator clamps. These went on my labia. Then came the clothespins. I attached them straight on (Julie would be proud) and took a breath, my nipples already starting to throb. Then I turned up the vibroballs to maximum and reached for the ruler.  
 
    I turned my back to the hood, spread my legs as I leaned against my truck, and began spanking my own clit. 
 
    There are times when a sexual torment is so perfect, so well formulated, and combines so well with the other stimulation, that it transcends. The wind, the sight of the grass blowing in waves, the trembling of my pussy, the freedom of being naked, the throbbing of my labia and breasts, the sharp, wet crack of the ruler smacking my sex in rapid strokes… it all meshed. I found myself going up on tiptoe, crying out as waves of need burst through me, excited and rushed and breaking. I lifted up, thrusting my hips wildly, and I passed the twenty-stroke mark without a thought, my hand still slapping the ruler up against my sex.  
 
    “Oh my God!” I screamed out loud, “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m…” 
 
    And then a splash of girl goo shot out from between my legs, leaving a wet spot on the dusty shoulder of the road. I froze, arms and legs rigid, toes curled, my fingers gripping one boob and the ruler tight. I trembled, shaking as the orgasm seemed to burn through me, a hot, wet, excoriating bliss that left me breathless. 
 
    Then the rush of adrenaline ran out and I sagged against my truck. 
 
    Holy mackerel, did I feel good!  
 
    I came back to myself within a minute or two, but it took a little while longer for my brain to refocus. Slowly I pulled off the clamps, wincing as the pain gave me enough mental clarity to turn down the vibroballs and get dressed. But I didn’t get back into my jeans. Or the tee shirt. Instead, I pulled on a blue denim skirt with this pretty, ruffled hem. It was short. Almost too short, but it wasn’t indecent. Not really. A pretty, sleeveless yellow button up blouse went with it. It had a deep neckline and my cleavage was rather impressive, especially since I didn’t bring a bra. I gathered everything up, acutely aware that I still hadn’t suffered the required punishment Master Barrett had required. 
 
    I took a drive. To the park. 
 
    I pulled the truck into a one of the parking spaces a hundred or so feet away from the little, white painted gazebo positioned out in the center of the meadow. The place looked deserted, but I figured that eventually I would encounter someone, so I turned the vibroballs back up to maximum. My pussy liked that, tightening convulsively around the shaking spheres, and I swung my little bag over my shoulder. There was a concrete path around the park and I did three laps, walking along in my boots, getting more aroused with each passing moment, until I spotted the gentlemen walking his dog.  
 
    And he wasn’t even in the park. I took a deep breath and headed straight for him.  
 
    “Hi!” I said brightly when I was close enough. “Can I pet your dog?” I asked eagerly. 
 
    It was a gold-colored Labrador and extremely excited and happy. Pets are a bridge to people and the man, who was in his fifties smiled warmly. A moment later I was squatting down, knees spread wide, my skirt riding up, making baby talk to a friendly dog, who didn’t seem to realize that his master was trying hard to move into exactly the right position to get a look up my skirt. 
 
    I made it even easier and was rewarded with his eyebrows going up when he realized that I wasn’t wearing panties, and that there was a pink wire coming out of my pussy. I stayed right there, rubbing and petting his dog, giving him a long, incredibly explicit, show.  
 
    “I’m Breanne,” I said, looking up at him. 
 
    “Kyle,” he replied. “Boxer likes you.” 
 
    At the sound of his name, the dog looked back at Kyle, panting happily. “I like him,” I said with a grin.  
 
    “Out for a walk?” Kyle asked. “Great weather for it.” 
 
    I continued to pet his dog. “Not a walk exactly,” I replied. “I’m out for a punishment.” 
 
    He blinked. “A… a… what?” 
 
    I smiled. “Punishment,” I said a little ruefully. “I had an orgasm earlier today that wasn’t done right and I’m supposed to find someone who is willing to give me a couple spanks with a ruler.” 
 
    He looked at me, totally shocked.  
 
    I kept my legs spread, and even managed to get the skirt up a little higher. “See, every time I cum today, I’m supposed to be outside, and naked, and have these little clamps on my pussy. And I’m supposed to use a ruler to spank my clit. Except I forgot the little clamps once, and I only gave myself half the required strokes. So as punishment, I’m supposed to do it again, except find someone, a stranger, who would be willing to handle the ruler and hit my clit.” 
 
    I smiled. “So that’s why I’m out today. Trying to find someone to help me cum again.” I gave Boxer another friendly rub. “Do you think Boxer would mind sharing his master for a little bit?” 
 
    He nodded wordlessly and I grinned, pointing back toward the park. “There is a little copse of trees back there. It would be a little more private than here on the side of the street.  
 
    “Okay,” he agreed. 
 
    Slowly I stood up and my skirt fell back down. I moved to Kyle’s side and held out my hand. He took it, still shocked, and I pulled him in the right direction. Boxer seemed to know exactly which way to go and we stepped into the grass and headed toward the little grove. 
 
    The moment we stepped into the tree enclosed spot, I let go of him and turned. He watched as I teased, unbuttoning my shirt slowly, exposing little bits of my breasts for him. Finally, I got the entire front open and my boobs popped out.  
 
    “What happened to your breasts?” He asked curiously. I looked down. They still looked… well… mangled. 
 
    I sighed. “Other punishments. I had to press them against a tack mat yesterday. Repeatedly.” 
 
    He blinked. I reached into my bad and pulled out a pair of clothespins. “Would you put these on my nipples?” I asked politely, holding them out. 
 
    Kyle took them quick enough and a moment later his hand was touching me. He took the opportunity to feel me up and I even encouraged it, grabbing his other hand and taking Boxer’s leash for him. “That’s it,” I whispered. “Touch me. Knead them. Feel me.” His thumbs grazed my nipples and then he lifted the clothespins. I nodded eagerly and when they bit down, I groaned lustily. “Yes,” I moaned. “Oh yes!” 
 
    Kyle took a step back and I opened my bag again. “Just two more,” I assured him. “These go on my labia.” I showed him the alligator clamps. I could see the concern in his eye, and I put those on myself. Then I licked my lips.  
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked. 
 
    “For what?” He breathed, still entranced by the sight of my bare slit, glistening in the light.  
 
    I pulled out the ruler. 
 
    “For you to spank my pussy.” I held out the plastic.  
 
    He took it. “Um… how do I…” 
 
    I spread my legs wide and put my hands behind my back. “You can do it underhand if you want. Or I could lay on my back and lift. Or put my feet in the air. Whatever you want.”  
 
    His eyes got a little wild. He gulped. Then he reached out with his empty hand, his fingers pressing against my sex. “You’re wet!” He exclaimed.  
 
    I grinned. “Of course, I am. Now, you have to keep hitting me until I cum.” 
 
    “You’re going to cum from this?”  
 
    I nodded. “And then, then I’m going to suck your cock!” 
 
    His mouth dropped open.  
 
    I reached out my hand and felt the bulge in his pants. I stroked it and it hardened even more. “Now,” I whispered. “Punish me?” 
 
    His hand twitched and the ruler came up between my legs. A love pat really. It didn’t even make me jump. I giggled. “You’ll need to hit harder than that. Or they won’t count. I need it to hurt. And aim for my clit.” 
 
    He snapped the ruler again. Still not enough. I shook my head. “Almost,” I said softly. “Do it again?” 
 
    And this time he managed. It stung. I gasped. I felt it. I pressed my lips together and nodded, eyes lost. He flicked his wrist again and the ruler slapped upward, striking my clit. “Yes!” I cooed. “More! Please! Hit me more!”  
 
    I have no idea how many strokes it took for me to cum, but I know that it was way more than twenty. Each delicious, agonizing hit was met with a thrust of my hips, my swollen clit begging to be smacked, and my teeth clenched in painful ecstasy. I felt the familiar surge of energy, of pleasure and pain, and I rose up on my toes again. “Oh God!” I gasped, “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! One more! Hit me hard!”  
 
    The ruler came up between my legs and sent me to the moon. I let out scream as the fluids burst from my pulverized pussy and I flopped forward, grabbing hold of Kyle, just to stay upright. He held me, taking another opportunity to feel me up as I quivered and shuddered against him.  
 
    “Please? Please can I fuck you?”  He begged me.  
 
    “Condom,” I moaned. “In the bag.” Then I let go of him and plopped down into the grass. I spread my legs as he grabbed my bag and yanked out the little package. He struggled with it, and I sat back up, taking it from him. He quickly undid his pants and his cock popped out. I took hold of him, coming back up to my knees, and wrapped my mouth around him. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” he groaned. I looked up, sucking and swirling my tongue around his shaft and he began to pump. Then I ran my nails along the underside of his scrotum. He trembled and suddenly I wondered if we were going to get the chance to use the condom. I let go of him and began putting it on his shaft. 
 
    I laid back I the grass and pulled the vibroballs out of my pussy. I turned them off and lifted my arms above my head. “Now,” I whispered. “Fuck me.” 
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   Blowjob Friday #1 - 11/20/10 
 
      
 
    I rolled my hips, struggling to cope with the stimulation and once again wondered at the idiocy of calling the monstrosity I was strapped into, a “chastity belt.” Chastity, by every definition I could find, is the state of being chaste, which is defined by refraining from sexual intercourse, or not engaging in sexual relations, or being undefiled, or purse. Which meant that the two vibrating phalluses buzzing, shaking, and tormenting me were the very opposite of what “chastity” is supposed to entail. 
 
    Never mind the fact that I had cock in my mouth.  
 
    Friday morning had dawned bright and clear and despite being the third week of November, was supposed to be in lower eighties. Clearly one of the benefits of living in South Texas was the ability to dress like a slut and not freeze your little tushy off. I slipped out of bed and moved to the computer, ignoring the way my pussy quivered around the Husky dildo. The crotch of my panties was a bit stretched out, but that didn’t bother me as I sat down and checked my email. 
 
    It's tough to describe how I felt when I saw I’d received another email from Master Barrett. Scared? Maybe. Tired? Possibly. Excited? Definitely. Aroused? Certainly. Stretched thin? Washed out? Ready for my poor, aching pussy to be given a break? 
 
    Damn straight.  
 
    Over a week of strenuous fucking, punishments, and pussy torment had left me feeling just a tad bit exhausted and as I opened the email, I couldn’t help feeling my stomach tighten up into knots. Would it be more titty torture? My breasts still hadn’t technically recovered from the perforating punishments inflicted upon them by the tack mats. Would I be sent back out into public for more humiliating spankings? Would I be required to strip naked and smack myself with a ruler, or worse? Would I be denied orgasm? Or forced to do it constantly? I took a deep breath and started reading.  
 
      
 
    Breanne, it’s Blowjob Friday. For today’s toy, you will need to wear the Chastity Belt Kari gave you, complete with both vibrators jammed into your holes. Do not turn them on. When you are eventually ready to begin your assignment for the day, you will dress in a little schoolgirl outfit: plaid skirt and white blouse. Thigh high stockings would also be appropriate, along with your stripper shoes. Proceed to somewhere you can find cock, turn both vibrators on to high and suck five of them. You are not permitted to cum. Any orgasms you might accidentally have should be rewarded with a twenty-stroke spanking given by your next blowjob recipient. Have fun. – Master Barrett 
 
      
 
     Great. Denial. Humiliation. And punishment. All rolled into one little event. I stood up with a sigh. At least my breasts were going to get a break for the day. I tugged open my bureau, pulled out some clothes, and got dressed. 
 
    Except not in a little schoolgirl outfit. I had chores to do. 
 
    Feeding all the critters and taking care of some basic things around the house took up a great deal of my morning. Doing it with both holes uncomfortably stuffed, without any buzzing, was just a pain in the ass. And I mean that literally. The phallus up front kept me wet enough that I wanted more, and the one in the back was uncomfortable enough I wanted it all to stop. Finally, mid-morning I packed up my costume, grabbed the stripper shoes and stuck them into the bag, and headed out to my usual spot to change outfits. 
 
     This wasn’t my first rodeo dressing up like a little schoolgirl. During my freshman year of college, Kari had put me in this exact costume several times. And while my hips were a little fuller, and my bosom quite a bit thicker, the fact that I barely fit into the clothing only made it look sluttier. I reflected on this as I pulled over on the side of the farm to market road in front of our property and climbed out of the truck. Kari was much cruller than Master Barrett and I remembered the first time she’d paraded me around in an inappropriate outfit. It hadn’t been a plaid skirt then. It had been a pair of black, super short skorts, which had been a fad for a short period of time when we were in high school. The skorts were basically shorts, with a skirt wraparound, for those of us who wanted the look of wearing a micro, while still maintaining a shred of decency every time we bent over or took the stairs. 
 
    Of course, that only works if your bitch dominatrix doesn’t cut the fucking shorts out of your skort. Kari had forced me to walk the mall, flashing my ass repeatedly, before dragging me to a party where my lower half was basically on constant display. I don't remember much after we got there. I might have had too much to drink. 
 
    It was sunny, slightly warm with a south breeze and a perfect day to be semi-naked.  I got out of the truck, went to the front of the truck, and started stripping. The first thing to go was my shirt. Then my boots and socks, followed by my jeans and bra. Everything was folded nicely and placed on the hood of the truck. This left me stark naked, except for a wide black leather belt that went around my middle, which was connected front and back, to another black leather strap between my legs. Stuffed and mostly naked, I started to get out my new attire, paying more attention to the chastity belt and the clothing, than the road, and so I totally missed the sound of the other truck coming over the hill behind me. It slowed and by the time I realized I wasn’t alone, the driver was already rolling to a stop. I gasped, grabbed my shirt, and brought it up to my breasts, covering myself as my cheeks turned bright red. I looked into blue eyes with sandy blond hair, a chin with two or three days of beard, and a tee shirt. 
 
    "Well, don't see that every day," he said politely, his mouth curled up into a grin. He was older than me, but only by a few years. I cringed with embarrassment as he just stared. 
 
    Then I realized I had an opportunity. 
 
    "Would you like a blowjob?" I blurted out.  His eyes widened and then he grinned. 
 
    "Well only if you'd like to do one."  
 
    "Pull over," I said firmly. He nodded and I watched as he pulled his truck in behind mine. I quickly slipped on the skirt and the shirt and was in the process of buttoning the front when he walked up. 
 
    “Oh,” he said in disappointment. “I was looking forward to the view.” 
 
    I gave him a look, then started unbuttoning the shirt again. He grinned as my boobs came back into the light. I curled a finger, gesturing for the backside of the truck. He followed along, only to look a little surprised when I lifted one foot and set it on the tire. I hadn’t had a chance to put on the stockings or the stripper shoes yet, so I was barefoot.  
 
    “Would you mind turning on the vibrators?” I asked politely. “To high.” 
 
    He tipped his head down and looked between my legs. It didn’t take much to figure out what I needed and a moment later his hand was touching my thighs. I felt him twist the base of each secured phallus and a then the motors roared to life. I let out a soft groan and smiled. I tugged my jeans off the hood of the car, dumped them on the gravel shoulder and knelt. 
 
    Cocksucking time.  
 
    He wasn't quite hard. Stiff maybe, but not hard, and I had to play with him a little to get him standing at attention. I get it. Guys look at porn a lot, so they become desensitized to slutty girls. I don't really mind that much. It just means I get to showcase my oral talents. He was wearing jeans and boxers, which was a definite plus, and when I got his cock out, I slipped him into my mouth and began giving him the best blowjob I possibly could.  
 
    As I licked the tip of his meat, I began considering some of the inexplicable questions in life. Like why do they call them apartments when they’re so close together? Or why is it cargo when it travels by ship, and a shipment when it goes by car?  
 
    Then I stumbled across the real biggie. Why the fuck do they call it a blowjob anyway? I might blow a little air down the sides of a guy’s cock, but mostly I suck. Not much blowing. Shouldn’t it be called a suckjob? And frankly, if the idea is to make the guy cum then even just sucking probably isn’t going to cut it. I lick and rub too. In fact, you need to use your hands if you’re going after the big finish. I alternate between licks, sucking, stroking, and I even lightly caress a guy’s balls with my nails. They love that. The big thing to remember is to tantalize the tip of his cock with your tongue while making long, slow strokes up his shaft at the same time. I also love this one caress I do, where I rub my fingers around the tip of his cock, right on the sensitive edge in a twisting motion while my other hand goes up and down his shaft. Also, you don't have to stroke the skin. You can grab hold and pump too.  
 
    So, while my roadside cowboy started off semi-firm, he ended up limp as a wet noodle. He exploded perfectly, grabbing my head, fingers curled in my hair, holding me in place as he shot his load down my throat. It was thick too. Evidently, he hadn't masturbated in a while because I ended up swallowing quite a bit of it. When we were finished, he asked me out on a date. Because, you know, blowjob.  
 
    After a short exchange specifying place, time, costume, and sexual expectations (and yes, all of mine seriously shocked him), I buttoned up my shirt, collected my discarded clothes, and climbed back into my own truck. As he rolled away satisfied, I put on my stockings and stripper shoes and reached between my legs to turn off the vibrators. Just in time too. Any longer and I would have been humping the front bumper. 
 
    I avoided the mall. The last thing I wanted to do was give Julie another opportunity to beat the crap out of my bosom and double the amount of sexual abuse already being inflicted upon me. Besides, I was looking for cock. Not pussy. I headed toward Houston and turned north on Highway 6, looking for a suitable spot to do my hunting. Another strip mall afforded me what I was looking for.  The problem with blowjobs is that you need a private place and about ten to fifteen minutes. I pulled up in front of one of those horrible "cellphone" shops that sell cheap, Chinese designer phone cases. I switched the vibrators back on, gasping and tightening as the mechanical stimulation made my pussy tighten. I knew I didn’t have much time. At full power, in an embarrassing situation, I was twice as likely to cum. I climbed out of my truck, desperately scared that someone would see me dressed like an extra in “Schoolgirl Sluts IV” and hurried up to the glass door. As I suspected, there wasn’t a single customer in sight. Instead, I found a rather bored looking clerk, who obviously had nothing to do. I provided him with some needed distraction.  
 
    When you dress like a slut, you must move like one too. That means walking a certain way. Kari made me practice when we were in college. There is a trick to it. You cross your feet when you walk. You move your hips. You lower your head and look at people through your eyelashes. There is a whole different demeanor you need to adopt. One that says, “I’m yours for the taking. Touch me.”  
 
    It's complicated, but with practice, doable. When I walked into that store, I did all the right things. My hips rolled left and right. My ankles crossed with each step. My back arched to push my breasts outward. I looked like a wet dream. Mr. Clerk perked right up. I walked right up, smiled, and said, "Hi. I'm Breanne. I was wondering if I could suck your cock." 
 
    As a committed Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, I'm trying to spread love and peace throughout the world. One guy at a time. May peace and love reign throughout the known world. In the back room I dropped down to my knees, freed the clerk’s cock with my hands, and then proceeded to lick, suck, and even blow a little bit, until he jerked in my mouth. With a groan he spurted thick ribbons of jism straight into my mouth and I swallowed eagerly. But even though I pushed him to the brink in record time, the vibrations between my legs, of both the anal and vaginal vibrators, were just too much. So, as he pulled out, leaving a thin trickle of white cream dripping from my mouth, I cried out, put both hands down against my skirt, and popped.  
 
    Well, it might have been more than a pop.  
 
    The clerk stared wide-eyed at me as I fell over and shuddered violently, my hips thrusting and jerking. One shoe fell off my stocking clad foot as my toes curled and my jaw clenched. Then my pussy convulsed in a series of rippling spasms and I might have made even more noise. I don’t really remember. Then pure pleasure shot through me, rendering conscious thought relatively impossible. 
 
    Damn, it felt good.  
 
    When I blinked, my eyes trying to focus, my body began reporting through the haze of sexual euphoria. The most immediate and pressing issue was the fact that both vibrators were still going nuts between my legs, buzzing at their highest setting. My pussy was already responding to it, a mixture of “whoa, this is a little to intense” and “bring it on, baby!” That in and of itself is sufficient to describe my normal mental state.  
 
    The other thing I noticed is that the clerk was kneeling next to me, both hands shoved into the front of my shirt, kneading my bare breasts. I blinked, looked up at him in surprise, and gasped as his fingertips found my nipples. He rubbed them vigorously, but gently, and my entire body twitched as I gasped. My back arched again and my head thumped down on the floor. I laid there as he opened the front of my blouse just a bit more, exposing the entirety of my breasts, and kneaded, teased, and played with my breasts non-stop. 
 
    Until I exploded. Again.  
 
    I think he would have gone for round three if I hadn’t stopped him.  
 
    As I put my shirt back together and my shoes back on, I thought about what needed to happen next. A spanking. Twenty strokes for the first orgasm. Another twenty for the second. I stopped buttoning up my front as he stood there, grinning like an idiot, and then shocked him as I exposed my breasts once more. Then I got down on all fours, arching my back and lifting my ass up into the air. He stared down at me, a slightly confused look on his face. I’m sure he was wondering what I was asking for. Maybe I needed to say it aloud. 
 
    “Please?” I asked softly. “I need a spanking. Twenty strokes.” I twitched my hips, wiggling my ass. His eyes widened. Then he smiled.  
 
    And took off his belt. 
 
    I stiffened. Getting whipped with a leather belt is way different than being spanked, but I’d cum twice. Maybe the harsher punishment was merited? I bit my lip as I looked away, unconsciously tensing around the two phallic vibrators, still buzzing away merrily between my legs as he swung. I gasped, lurching forward as a hot sting seemed to sear both cheeks and then melt. Fire swept across my buttocks and I let out a yelp of surprise. I wasn’t quite expecting the pain. Then, before it could fade into the familiar heat, he swung again. I had to clench my jaw as a mewl of pain escaped through my teeth. His third stroke left me gasping and I almost reached behind me.  
 
    The fourth and fifth strokes were a tad bit lighter, but they still hurt like hell and by the time we reached ten I was unable to stay in position after the stroke. I fell over to the side, my hands on my ass, feeling him nudge me with his toe as if to say, “get the fuck up, bitch. You aren’t done.” 
 
    I burned and blubbering with tears as he laid the last stroke across both buttocks. I fell over, sobbing and he dropped his belt quickly, kneeling to wrap his arms around me, his hand rubbing at my bottom. I held onto him, crying into his shoulder, all the while reminding myself that I deserved the punishment.  
 
    Finally, I let go. I wiped away my tears and looked up at him. He was smiling. I climbed to my feet and put my shoes back on. There was a brief exchange and with my pussy still buzzing, and my bottom burning, as well as shaking, I left my paramour and stepped out onto the sidewalk. 
 
    I admit, I almost threw in the towel right then and there. My ass felt like I’d dipped it in hot wax and what I really wanted was a soft towel, that had been dipped in cold water, and to just sit on it. But what about the blow jobs? I’d only done two out of the required five. I knew how Master Barrett would respond to that revelation and a belting across the flank would be the least of it. 
 
    The good news was that despite the vibes still going in my pussy and ass, I didn’t feel like cumming. Not at all. So, I began walking slowly down the strip mall. 
 
    My third blowjob was at an electronics repair shop and I sucked his cock in the back room, surrounded by parts, the scent of his soldering iron still fresh in the air. The fourth blowjob was at the eyeglasses place just a few doors down. Both went smoothly with me on my knees, slurping and sucking away, bobbing my head as my tongue danced and swirled and generally did things most guys only dream about.   
 
    And then I ran out of store. Oops. 
 
    But as I got back in my truck, I had a brilliant idea. What about the truck stop on I-10? I pushed down on the pedal and fifteen minutes later I was shooting through Katy. I took the off ramp, pulled up into the huge parking lot, and took a loot at my options as I turned the vibrators back on.  
 
    Perfect. 
 
    I got out of my pickup, looking every inch the truck whore, in my cute little schoolgirl outfit, and walked up to the first cab. I knocked and a young man, only a few years older than me opened the door and looked down. 
 
    “Not buying today, sorry.” 
 
    I blinked. Then I smiled. “That’s okay. I’m not selling. It’s a freebee. I just want to suck your cock.” 
 
    He gave me a suspicious look. “Free?” 
 
    I nodded, and just to show I was serious, I unfastened a few extra buttons. It’s amazing what a nipple slip can do. He glanced around, then nodded. I climbed up into his cab and a moment later was eagerly gobbling his cock, my head going up and down as my mouth sucked on his shaft. I loved the texture of it, the feel of the firm rod and I ran my tongue around him in swirling patterns, alternating with soft kisses and wet licks. I could feel him tensing, getting ready to pop, and I pushed down, deepthroating him desperately. Then the salty, tangy spunk exploded into the back of my throat and I swallowed. And swallowed.  
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   Keeping Abreast of Things - 11/21/10 
 
      
 
    In college, my best friend Kari had been a very particular mistress. She was sadistic of course, but not cruel. At least I’ve never thought so. But one of the things I’ve really come to appreciate (pun not intended) was that she rarely denied me orgasm. It was as if she understood that I craved the rush of endorphins, and that the best way to torment me wasn’t to keep me from my addiction, but to engulf me in it. To keep it coming so often and so much, that I didn’t have time to think, or act. Constantly forced to cum made me into the voracious little fuckslut that I am. 
 
    But yesterday’s assignment reminded me how much I missed those days. I’d spent the entire day locked up in the Chastity Belt, this time without the vibration, and the sexual frustration had blossomed early, growing into a monster that I couldn’t slay. I could just feel the thick rubber cocks stuck up my holes. No stimulation, no moving. Just… there. Combine that with some activities designed to stimulate me, such as dressing like a whore to humiliate me, the occasional lubrication with coldhot cream to hurt me properly, and two minutes of high powered vibration every other hour, just to keep me in the right frame of mind, and by the time I was done, I was actually thinking of various vicious and horrible tortures I could offer myself up for, all in exchange for getting out of that damn chastity belt.  
 
    Or cumming. I’m not sure which.  
 
    Considering I’d been wearing a schoolgirl costume just a day or so ago, I wasn’t exactly surprised when Master Barrett had asked me to wear a pair of Daisy Duke shorts, high heels, and bikini top. I understood the look he was going for and I traded out my platform heels for a pair of cork wedges that looked more in tune with the beach bunny motif I had going. He also stated I needed to buy some rubber bands. Thick ones. About as big as my wrist and at least an inch thick. After suffering extreme desire all morning, I threw my shorts, bikini and high heels into a bag and headed out the door. 
 
    I was in my usual attire when I pulled up on the Farm to Market road behind our farm. I moved to the front of the truck and began the process of undress. My boots went fist as my head swiveled back and forth, the usual fear of someone rolling up on me quite strong. Especially after the day before when I’d gotten caught. I pulled off my tee shirt, then unbuttoned my jeans. A moment later I was standing in my skivvies, my socks on top of my shirt and jeans. My bra went next, freeing my heavy bosom and with trembling hands, I peeled off my panties to stand on the side of the road naked. 
 
    Well, except for a black leather harness wrapped around my waist and threaded through my crotch. That actually made the whole process feel a little less revealing, even if it was demeaning.  
 
    Since my stuffed pussy was already covered, I opted for the bikini top and I brought the small, triangular shaped bits of material up to my breasts. They were dark green and if you saw the cut, you would know instantly that I hadn’t bought them. Not a chance in hell. The top was nothing more than two pieces of material only a few inches wide, dangling from bits of string. I tied the top behind my back, positioned things so at least my nipples were covered, and then finished things off around the back of my neck. 
 
    Not easy. I had to use the side mirror of the truck.  
 
    Then came the Daisy Duke shorts. These were a bit tight, especially when put on over the chastity belt and the black leather strap between my legs was visible not only as bumps under the denim, but also along the edges of the crotch.  Quite uncomfortable.  Daisy dukes are not meant to be worn with thick leather undies. Lastly, I slipped on the heels, knowing I looked ridiculous, especially for a girl in Katy, at the end of November. I finished getting dressed, felt the cool seventy-degree breeze on my skin, shivered, and then went shopping.  
 
    The biggest problem I was facing was where to buy the rubber bands. The kind I needed were a little more intense than what I’d normally encountered. The thick, centimeter wide bands you could buy at the store weren’t going to cut it. I figured I had two options. A hardware store (unlikely) or one of the office supply stores in the area. Figuring that the office supply store would be the best choice, I pulled into the parking lot and climbed out of the truck. 
 
    Walking in got me a couple of hard stares and I found myself folding my arms over my chest. That didn’t help all that much, since then it made it look like I wasn’t wearing a top at all. I did my best to avoid people, specifically the staff, and found the assorted rubber bands easily enough. But as I looked through the selection, I found myself grimacing. None of the product available was going to work. For a second, I thought about asking for big, thick, wide rubber bands, but my nerves got the best of me. I hurried out back to the truck, shocked to find myself horribly aroused by just that little jaunt. I guess I really do get all hot and bothered by public humiliation! 
 
    I drove to a different store that sells similar items, but before I went in, I had to endure my two minutes of high intensity vibration. I sat out in the truck, my hands going down between my open legs to turn on the vibrators. You should have seen me gasp, eyes widening as I twisted both dials to high, sending two separate, but complimentary earthquakes rumbling through my lower half. My ass tightened around the thicker phallus, but it was my pussy that quivered and convulsed, sending waves of acute pleasure up through my body. I was twitching madly when the two-minute time limit passed, and I almost closed my eyes and let loose.  
 
    But that would have been bad. As in bad for me. Master Barrett would have been understandably upset.  
 
    Panting, I turned off the vibrator, wiped some of the excess lubrication off the sides of the chastity belt’s crotch, and then pulled my shorts back into place. Slowly, as I calmed down, I walked into the store, somehow making my unobtrusive enough that I was left alone. I wandered the aisles for a bit until I found the rubber bands but was again disappointed.  Nothing was wide enough. I needed almost an inch. And nothing was small enough. I bit my lip, my hips still jerking with the occasional residual thrust and turned around in frustration. I moved to the end of the aisle, looked around, and made a beeline for the salesclerk. 
 
    “Excuse me,” was all I said. He turned away from the shelf he was restocking and his eyes widened as he got a good look at my almost bare chest. It’s amazing what a pair of boobs can do for customer service.  
 
    “Can I help you?” He managed to say, though it came out in fits and starts. 
 
    I held up my hand. “I’m looking for a rubber band about an inch wide, and about this big,” I said, forming a hole about four inches in diameter. “I don’t care about color.” 
 
    He blinked. “Uh, if we have something like that, it would be on aisle 5.” 
 
    I let out a frustrated breath. “I just checked there. None of your rubber bands are the right size.” 
 
    He gave me an apologetic look. “Sorry. That’s the only spot we keep them. What are you needing them for?” 
 
    I sighed. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” I said sadly. “Well, thanks.” Then I turned tail and walked away, knowing he watched me every inch of the way. 
 
    I went to a hardware store next, the big one down the street.  You know which one I'm talking about. And guess what? They didn't have them either!  Well, what the fuck! I was running out of options. Next, I drove to Mike the Hardware Guy’s shop. Just my luck. Mike wasn’t there and the on-duty clerk didn’t have anything along those lines either. He told me this while he was staring at my breasts and I’m not completely positive his synapses were firing properly at that point. I’ll have to ask Mike later. I thanked the guy and left, wondering where the hell I was going to find thick rubber bands. 
 
    In America, when we don’t know where to find something, there is always one last option, one catch-all store that has more crap at cheap prices than an Asian outdoor market: Wally World. I found myself walking into the giant box store, arms crossed over my chest, just another slut sauntering around a retail environment, just begging for someone to snap a picture of her for a clickbait website.  
 
    The place was packed and I was feeling it. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, and I’ve been known to get immediately soaked and close to cumming, just from being paraded in public. But the looks I was getting… everything from “geeze can I fuck you right here and now” to “you fucking whore, get the hell away from me.”  The scrutiny, the stares, the hard glares. It was almost too much. I moved as quickly away from the grocery end of the store toward the office supplies as I could. 
 
    No luck. I let out a groan. What the hell? Their selection was even WORSE than the office supply stores I had tried! No one seemed to have thick rubber bands. I looked around in frustration and then realized that I’d wasted two full hours driving from one store to the other. And while I’d been unsuccessful in finding my rubber bands, I still needed to endure two minutes of high-powered vibration. I bit my lip, headed back toward the clothing section, and grabbed a nice blouse off one of the racks. 
 
     In the fitting room, I yanked down the shorts I was wearing and a moment later was gnawing on a knuckle as the vibration buzzed loudly. I groaned, whimpering as the arousal, the humiliation, the utter degradation I was feeling, all rolled up together in one lump, forcing itself up through my pussy. I quivered and shook, counting out the seconds, hoping that it wouldn’t push me close enough to the edge.  
 
    Holy fuck was it close! 
 
    With shaking fingers, I turned off both vibrators and sat there panting. I closed my eyes, my body rippling with need. I considered just turning them back on and accepting whatever punishment Master Barrett deemed appropriate. I slipped my hands under my bottom, not to turn up the anal vibrator, but to sit on them. That helped. I took a few more breaths. Then I stood up, made sure my bikini top was in order, and walked out. I felt strained, stretched, wanting. And embarrassed. The lady at the desk gave me a skeptical, judgmental look as I handed her blouse. 
 
    “Didn’t look right,” I said politely, my voice tense. 
 
    Her eyebrow went up. “Yeah. I’d find something else if I were you.” 
 
    I let out a sigh and walked away. Dejected I headed back toward the entrance, wondering what I was going to say to Master Barrett. At least I’d tried, right? Maybe that would earn me a lighter punishment.  
 
    It was pure happenstance that I walked past a lady with a shopping cart full of produce.  She was looking at me with this sort of undisguised hostility. Maybe if I had been in flip flops and not high heels I would have looked more “beach bunny” rather than “slutty girl,” but at that point I didn’t care, because sitting in her cart was a plastic produce bag containing what looked to be something like Romaine lettuce. Wrapped around it, halfway up, was a thick, blue, rubber band. 
 
    It was exactly the right size. 
 
    I turned into the produce section and began scanning, ignoring the looks I was getting.  It took me only a few moments to find the bright green bundle of leaves and I grabbed two, a look of satisfaction on my face.  I turned back toward the front of the store, intending to get in line, but then I remembered Master Barrett’s instructions. The final act of humiliation. I was supposed to try them on. 
 
    Oh God. 
 
    I bit my lip and headed toward the back of the store.  For a second, I thought about just going to the fitting room for a second round. Master Barrett didn’t specify that I had to try the bands on in public, but I figured that would get me into more trouble than I could handle. Instead, I went to house wares.  This section of Wally World never seems to be that busy. I swung down one of the deserted aisles and with deft and trembling fingers, I pulled the rubber bands off the lettuce and one by one, stretched them over each breast, letting them squeeze down at the base. The bikini top was still there, still covering my nipples, but now my boobs bulged like ripe grapefruit, sticking out in two, balloon type balls. The material of my swimsuit top had stretched somewhat, but now the hard little bumps of my nipples were all to obvious. And frankly, the tightness was incredible. It felt so arousing! It felt…. Awesome. All I needed now was to be splayed spread-eagled on a table while someone took a paddle and their tongue to my clitoris. 
 
    I had a bit of trouble getting the rubber bands off.  They were tight.  But I managed to get them back on the produce, lettuce, whatever, and head back toward the registers. I went through the express checkout, still getting constantly eye fucked, though no one said anything. I made my purchase: $3.18 and then, with a bag full of lettuce, I went to the bathroom right at the front of the store. 
 
    In a stall, I worked the rubber bands off the produce, holding them in my hand. This was going to be the worst part. I knew it. According to Master Barrett, I had to leave the store wearing them. I started to tremble. By wearing the rubber bands out, on my breasts, I wasn’t just a girl who looked like a slut, I was declaring to everyone that I was a kinky, sexually perverted slut of a girl who was probably stuffed to the gills with sex toys. 
 
    Truth hurts. Doesn’t it. 
 
    I took a deep breath, already feeling myself slipping back down the slope into failure as I struggled with the idea of what I’d been assigned to do. I just couldn’t! I shook my head, practically near to crying, when suddenly I realized I only had to do one other thing. Maybe I could do this! I slipped the rubber bands over each of my tits. The tightness sent the same waves of agonized arousal through my chest and down to my pussy. But the chastity belt was silent. I fixed that. I turned on both vibrators, gasping loudly as the vibrations combined with the humiliation, the ache of my breasts, my utter debasement. I took a step, then another, and even gave myself a quick examination in the mirror. Red hair, bikini top, rubber bands tight around her tits, hips twitching in a lewd and obviously sexual manner. Perfect. 
 
    I closed my eyes and stepped back out into the store, my bag of lettuce swinging from one hand as I walked with a purpose. Desperation powered me. Humiliation energized my movements and with the shorts buttoned tight around my loins, I knew that if I were to avoid an unauthorized orgasm, I would need to get to the privacy of my truck, where I could yank down the denim and turn off the chastity belt’s phallic torment. I hurried, past the staring customers, the shocked expressions of the cashiers, and even ignored the flummoxed and wide-eyed expression of the “Greeter” at the entrance/exit. Then I was out in the cool air, wiggling my ass as I practically ran toward my truck, getting closer and closer to the orgasm I was trying to avoid.   
 
    I fumbled with the keys but finally managed to get in and my fingers scrambled with the shorts as my pussy pulsed. I jammed a hand down between my legs, turning off the vaginal vibe, then the anal. I groaned, tears in my eyes as I grabbed hold of the steering wheel, struggling to hold back. My body wanted me to turn the motors back on. I bit my lip, almost giving in, almost.  
 
    It was several minutes before I felt capable of driving, and when I did, I noticed my breasts were throbbing. The heat of the arousal, the humiliation, the ache. All of it was still there, still pressing at me. I was flushed, aroused, embarrassed, distressed, and flustered, all at the same time. And as I drove back toward the farm, I noticed one more thing. 
 
    I was desperate. Really desperate. My hips were grinding, trying to make the dildo in my pussy move. Even my ass was clenching around the plug, wanting. I could feel my ripe pussy quiver, juices lubricating me as I squeezed the phallus inside me. I hadn’t cum in a day and a half and it was starting to get to me. I needed a cold shower. I needed peace.   
 
    Who was I kidding? I needed to cum!  
 
    I pulled over on the side of the road, got out my normal clothes, and got dressed. When I got home, I handed the bag of lettuce to my mom who took it with appreciation. Salad for the evening meal, right? She patted my shoulder, through my tee shirt, never noticing that the rubber bands from the lettuce were missing. Or that my breasts seemed unusually pronounced, bulging forward as if something were constricting around the base, making them swell. 
 
    Me? I’m still desperate. Still needy. And probably will be for a while. We’ll see. But for now, my rubber bands are in the toy box. Waiting.  
 
    Just like me. 
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   A Steep Price - 11/22/10 
 
      
 
    I have purchased freedom, to an extent, and it was a pain in the ass. Literally. 
 
    As many of you might be aware, I’ve been stuck in my chastity belt since Friday morning.  Sure, I’ve been allowed to take it off to use the bathroom but inserting four-inch-long plugs into my butt is never a pleasant activity, I’ve been careful to reduce how often I take off my chastity belt. Or maybe the better word would be “out,” because that’s what it feels like. You take your chastity belt out.   
 
    There were other sensations too. For example, every couple of hours I had to turn on both vibrators for a two-minute duration. On high of course, which left me breathless, tense, and even more desperate. The oscillations would spread through my loins like a wildfire in a California forest and while it wasn’t enough to allow me to escape via orgasm, it was more than enough to smolder and burn, creating a wanton cum slut in need of serious satisfaction.  
 
    Master Barrett had made it clear that he had plans to keep me in the chastity belt all the way through the Thanksgiving weekend, but when he offered me the ability to “purchase” my way out of it, I jumped at it.  All I had to do was come up with a few options; things I’d be willing to do to be allowed not just to take off the chastity belt, but cum.  
 
    “So, what are you willing to endure for me, for the right to remove the chastity belt?” Master Barrett asked in an amused tone. 
 
    I sat at my computer, naked except for the black leather straps around my waist and through my crotch and I’d just gotten done with the two-minute, high intensity vibration, performed for Master Barrett’s enjoyment. Face flushed, breasts heaving, I panted as my pussy quivered and clutched at the now silent vibe, letting me know that it didn’t appreciate the constant tease. 
 
    “Um…” I said intelligently. “I’ll suck five guys this Friday?” It was a lame offer and I knew it. So did Master Barrett, who snorted with derision. 
 
    “Breanne, you would be willing to suck five guys regardless of the chastity belt,” he chided. “I need you to offer me something you would be unwilling to endure.” 
 
    I bit my lip. “I don’t know!” I muttered.  
 
    He let out a sigh. “Well, I suppose I can help motivate you. Get out a clothespin and put it on your left nipple.” 
 
    I sucked in a breath. Torment? When I wasn’t allowed to cum? “Isn’t that just going to make me hornier?” 
 
    He grinned. “Of course. But it also might give you some insight. Now, get the clothespin. I want to see it wiggling off your tit.”  
 
    I didn’t realize my hand was trembling until I reached into the desk drawer and pulled out a clothespin. It was the plain, wooden kind and I lifted it up while pinching it open, and set it straight on, the pincers locking down deep behind my nipple. I let out a gasp of pain, wincing just a bit as the pressure really grabbed hold of my skin. 
 
    Master Barrett smiled. “Now, think of all the things I’ve inflicted upon you. Think of the ones you didn’t like or enjoy and use those as a starting point for your offers.” 
 
    “Um, I’ll go find a glory hole and suck ten guys?” I offered. 
 
    He sighed. “This is going to take a while,” he muttered. “Put another clothespin on. Your other nipple this time.”  
 
    Forty minutes later I was in some serious pain, but we’d hammered out the cost. I sat there trembling, and not from the vibrators, but from all the clothespins hanging off my tits. There were at least fifteen, and I guess I was lucky that the chastity belt kept him from putting them on my clit and labia.  
 
    “Do you understand?” He asked curiously. I nodded my head. 
 
    “I will strip naked in a public place and don only my duster and my vibroballs. I will take a black marker, condoms, and lubricant, and find five different and separate guys. I will ask them to fuck me up the ass and then sign my rump.” 
 
    “Precisely. Put another clothespin on your breasts.” 
 
    I flinched. “But… I agreed to it!” I protested.  
 
    “So?” He asked derisively.  
 
    I closed my eyes put pulled another clothespin out of the desk drawer. There were only like nine left. I found a bare spot on my right boob and groaned as I struggled to get a bit more skin pinched tight.  
 
    “And what will you do the next day?”  
 
    I swallowed, hurting, and wanting and horrified all at the same time. “I will go to a full parking lot and proceed to make breast imprints on twenty different dirty cars.  After I’m done, I will find a ball trailer hitch and fuck it until I cum.” 
 
    Which sounded horrible.  
 
    “Excellent. Put another clothespin on your tits. Then tell me about Thanksgiving.” 
 
    I almost rolled my eyes, but I think the pain was enough to keep me from saying anything stupid, or letting the webcam capture my frustration. I picked up another peg and another shard of pain shot up through my bosom. 
 
    “On Thanksgiving morning, immediately after I wake up, I will put the chastity belt back on. Once every hour of the entire day, I am to find someplace private and turn all three vibrators to their highest setting for ten minutes.  It doesn’t matter if I cum or not.  The vibrators stay on for the full ten minutes and not a second shorter or longer, no matter how sensitive or desperate I am.” 
 
    “Excellent,” beamed Master Barrett. “Now add another clothespin and then maybe you can do the first task this afternoon!”  
 
    I added another clothespin. 
 
    Master Barrett kept me on the computer for another fifteen minutes and four more clothespins before signing off. He asked me how I intended to complete his requirements and when I was done, he added that I couldn’t remove the clothespins unless I was already talking to the person I needed to help me facilitate.  
 
    A second after he let me go, I was on the phone. 
 
    “Hello, dear heart,” she said in that velvety soft voice. “How are you doing?” 
 
    I plucked a clothespin off my nipple and the accompanying whimper must have sounded delicious, because she hummed with pleasure. 
 
    “Well, that sounded nice,” she complimented. 
 
    I swallowed. “Clothespins,” I admitted, taking off another one. 
 
    “Going on or coming off?” She asked curiously. 
 
    “Off,” I said with a groan, plucking another clothespin from my bosom.  
 
    “Really?” She replied. “How many? 
 
    I took a deep breath, slightly frustrated. “I don’t know! Almost two dozen?” I said with irritation. “Does it matter?” I took another clothespin off. 
 
    “Of course, it matters. Please make sure to leave the ones on your nipples to last,” she said. 
 
    I froze. Those had been the first I’d taken off. “Uhhhh.” 
 
    She sighed. “You already removed them?” 
 
    “Kari! I’ve had them on for over an hour!” I protested. 
 
    She let out a little laugh. “Well, put those two back on. Then we can talk.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. FUCK! I wanted to snarl. To scream. To yell. Instead, I put two of the clothespins back on my tits. Whimpering into the phone, Kari seemed to be able to tell when my nipples were once again throbbing painfully.  
 
    “Now,” she said in a tone of pure pleasure. “How can I torment you more?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    An hour later I pulled my truck into the luxury apartment complex in which Kari lived. The place was beautiful, with lots of tropical style plants and garden-like landscaping. I hadn’t bothered to change, so anyone watching as I climbed out of the truck would have thought I was a typical cowgirl. Blue jeans, tee shirt, flannel button up, and a duster. I’d brought a few other items, which were in my canvas bag. Like shoes. And condoms. And lubricant. And a marker.  
 
    Oh, and I was still wearing the chastity belt. It moved as I walked and I admit I was looking forward to getting it off. I stepped up to Kari’s door and knocked. 
 
    It didn’t take long. The door opened and a very handsome, very naked, very muscular man stood there. When I say naked, I should include the fact that his cock was stuck in a sheath of black leather that was obviously keeping him from having an erection. Agonizing, I’m sure. He gave me a suspicious look. 
 
    “You’re dressed,” he said cautiously. 
 
    I blinked. “And you’re not,” I replied. I glanced around. “Are you just going to stand in the doorway like that? Or invite me in?” 
 
    He bit his lip. “Kari will not appreciate you coming in dressed.” 
 
    I blinked. “Seriously? She wants me to strip? Out here on the doorstep?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. With a snarl of frustration, I shrugged out of the duster, then unbuttoned my flannel shirt. I tossed both to the ground and then yanked off my boots. My socks followed, and then, with a quick glance around, I pulled off my jeans. I wasn’t wearing panties, only the chastity belt. I yanked off my tee shirt, bent over to scoop everything up, and then gave Robert a chilling look. 
 
    “Satisfied?” I demanded. 
 
    He grinned and stepped back, allowing me entrance. “Please, come in.” 
 
    “Kari is getting ready,” he told me. “Please get comfortable,” he said politely.  
 
    I licked my lips and swallowed. At that moment, getting comfortable would have meant ripping off the chastity belt, tackling Robert and taking him to the floor, freeing his cock, and riding him until I exploded. But I figured if Kari wanted me fucking him, he wouldn’t have his cock locked up. I took a deep breath and sat down on the couch. Robert came up, touched my shoulder, and handed me something. I held out my palm and he dropped a set of clothespins into my palm. 
 
    “Kari said that you have an affinity for these, and she’d like you to be wearing them.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes.  “Have I not been tormented enough for that woman?” I demanded.  Robert wisely didn’t answer, but just stroked my cheek down to the spot where my neck meets my shoulder. I shivered. It felt incredible. 
 
    “Want me to put them on for you?” 
 
    I looked up at him. Oh God YES. I nodded and handed him back the clothespins. 
 
    His warm hand cupped my left breast and then pain shot up through me as the peg bit down on the nipple. He’d put it on straight from the front, so that the clothespins stuck out from my breast. Then he put the second one on. I groaned, winching as I leaned back. It hurt, but the touch of his hand? Oh… so good! I closed my eyes as he began to massage my breasts, his fingers rubbing around the pegged tips. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. “I so want to fuck you right now.” 
 
    Robert laughed. “Ditto, girl. But I’m all locked up, and so are you.” He kept massaging my breasts, then my shoulders, and I would have melted into a puddle of pleasure, if Kari herself hadn’t come walking out of the back bedroom.  
 
    Kari was wearing a stylish black skirt and an electric blue blouse and looked like she’d just been doing a professional photo shoot as a model. Her ears and wrist and throat glittered and she was clearly ready for an adventure. She bent over and kissed me, her tongue pushing against my lips until I opened up, groaning. 
 
    “You look delicious,” she said a moment later, letting me catch my breath. “Are you ready?”  
 
    I bit my lip. “For the chastity belt to come off? Absolutely.” 
 
    Kari laughed. “And the subsequent humiliation and degradation?” 
 
    I looked away. “Yeah. That too.”  
 
    “Then stand up,” she ordered. “Robert, please remove her chastity belt.” 
 
    I got up quickly and her boyfriend’s hands went around my waist. He found the buckle of the chastity belt immediately. It came loose and I groaned as some of the pressure on the two phalli inside me relaxed. Then Robert was working the crotch belt loose and I winced as I was suddenly left empty, my pussy and ass both convulsing with tiny pulses, trying to understand what had happened. Why was I so empty?  
 
    “Now, the vibroballs please,” she said, settling down onto the couch, crossing her legs. She draped her arms across the back and I hurried over to my canvas sack. I pulled out the two little plastic spheres, a long pink wire running from a battery filled control box. I held it up and Robert took it. 
 
    “Lay on the floor, legs spread wide, pussy facing me,” Kari commanded. “Robert,” she added. “Come here.”  
 
    Robert immediately went to her side and as I lay down and got in position, I watched as she freed his cock. It stiffened so fast that my eyebrows went up. Robert wasn’t exactly huge, but he was definitely well hung and all I really wanted to do was either suck on that monster or ride it. 
 
    One or the other. 
 
    “Now straddle her head and put the vibroballs in her cunt. Slowly,” she said with a laugh. “Make her pay for them. But do not cum.” 
 
    He nodded and then moved over to me. He came around until he was standing over my head. Then he knelt down and his balls were hanging right above my forehead. He bent over until he was supporting his upper body weight on one hand, and with the other, he turned on the vibroballs and then dangled the spheres right above my sex. 
 
    I grabbed his cock, angled it down, and began sucking him. 
 
    The vibroballs suddenly started bouncing against my clit and I went mindless with lust. Oh my God. Every thought other than sucking on Robert’s cock and cumming went completely gone and I may have spread my legs even more. As I gobbled the tip of his manhood, he began letting the vibroballs dance along my labia. A minute later he pushed one of the spheres completely into me, while he held the other one to my clit.  
 
    I moaned. Do you blame me? The clothespins still on my breasts jiggled as I quivered and my hips thrust upward in desperation. Robert seemed to sense that I was getting close to losing it, so he pushed the other ball deep into my pussy with his thumb.  
 
    “Excellent,” Kari whispered. “Now pull her up. Bring her to me.” 
 
    Robert’s cock was pulled from my mouth and then he was lifting me, turning me, and I found myself kneeling in front of Kari so close that my tits were almost resting on her knees. She reached out, taking hold of the clothespins. 
 
    “Now Robert,” Kari said softly. “Condom and lube.” Her fingers twitched, sending fresh surges of delicious agony down through my breasts. I heard tearing paper, but I couldn’t look away. Kari let go of my left tit to slide her hand down my belly. She snagged the wire running into my pussy and then drew up the control box. She glanced down at it and smiled. “It’s set to medium,” she told me. 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, Kari”  
 
    Then Robert moved behind me. I felt the tip of his cock on my still wide open and slightly reddened ass hole. My eyes widened and Kari turned up the vibroballs to high. I let out a high-pitched squeal as Robert penetrated, shoving his cock up my back door, pushing me into Kari, who grabbed my breasts and began twisting the clothespins. My fingers tightened on Kari’s legs and I couldn’t take it. There was just too much sexual pressure. As Robert’s strong hands gripped my hips and he began hammering my butt, I cried out in release, finally cumming as the waves of pleasure gripped me. 
 
    Kari didn’t turn down the vibroballs, or let my breasts go as I slipped into the throes of sexual euphoria. The afterglow washed over me, even with Robert’s cock in my ass, and I groaned in utter satisfaction, even as the pressure against my backside seemed to increase. I could feel Robert’s thick rod going in and out and he must have been almost as desperate as I was, because it only took another four or five minutes of sex before I felt him shudder. He groaned, thrusting hard into my bottom, only to sigh in relief and pull out. 
 
    Kari pulled the clothespins off my breasts and I let out a yelp. Then she pushed me back just a bit. “Stay there, sweetheart,” she told me. 
 
    She left the room and came back.  I heard a click as the cap came off the marker and then her hand clasped the back of my neck and pushed me over. I felt something on my left flank and realized that Robert was signing my butt cheek. I tried to hold still, but it tickled a bit.  When he was done, Kari turned the vibroballs down to low, handed me the controller, and told me to go clean up. I padded down the hall to the guest bathroom. 
 
    Of course, I checked the mirror. Reddened hole, some stretched and abraded skin, and a fucking SIGNATURE, like I was some sort of artwork, on my ass. My little spurt of anger was enough to keep me from touching my pussy and I headed back to the living room. 
 
    Robert had disappeared so Kari and I chatted. It was like old times. I was naked and Kari was fully dressed and looking like a million bucks. I slipped right back into my subservient mode, listening politely, kneeling with my legs spread and pussy vibrating. 
 
    Robert joined up about ten minutes later, this time fully dressed in slacks and a blue polo shirt.  Kari kissed him once, gave me a smile, and then looked at me. “Are you ready to go?” 
 
    I nodded. Robert grabbed my duster and held it out for me.  I slipped my arms in and then started to button it up. 
 
    “Just the bottom two buttons, dear heart.”  Kari’s look was very intense. “I want to be able to see your breasts.” I obeyed and we all left. I walked between them, trying to use Robert’s bulk to shield myself. Being escorted by Kari and Robert felt much better than being out on my own. All I had to do was sit there, be responsive, and let Kari handle things. Kari drove. I sat in the front and Robert got in the back. We didn’t take the convertible this time; rather we took Robert’s SUV. He smiled at me from the back seat. 
 
    Kari drove us along Houston’s back roads for about fifteen minutes and then we pulled up into a rather well-manicured business park. I’d never been inside the building before, but felt more than a little conspicuous as Kari and Robert escorted me in. I figured we’d end up at a bar.  Evidently Kari had more auspicious plans for me. Up the elevator and down a long hallway we found ourselves in front of a solid door with a narrow floor length window. 
 
    Robert knocked, then went in. There was a small waiting area, but the door to the back office was wide open and Kari stuck her head in and waved. I could hear a man speaking on the phone. I took the opportunity to look around. The office had Kari’s touch all over it. She’s an interior designer and I could tell she handled this one. It was a combination of old-world antique with modern lines. Black leather, dark stained oak, or mahogany (I can’t tell the difference), lots of burnished silver. It was… masculine and rich. I liked it. In a lot of ways, it reminded me of Robert. 
 
    “Kari!” said the man a moment later. He was about five nine, and so much shorter than Robert, who is around six four.  His dark brown hair was thinning slightly on top, but he was in good shape, without the usual paunch men around forty have. His shoes were patent leather and his suit, or what he was wearing of it, seemed expensive.  He wasn’t wearing his coat, but the tie looked like silk. He kissed Kari on the cheek and then shook hands with Robert. Evidently, they knew each other. I made like a mouse and sorta tried to look inconspicuous. 
 
    Which hard when you’re wearing high heels and a half open duster, with your tits sticking out.  
 
    “And this must be Breanne.” The man looked at me. Or more accurately, he looked at my breasts. “I’m Richard.” 
 
    I gulped, nodding. My pulse was racing and the vibroballs, which were still buzzing in my pussy, seemed to be very intense. He gave me a reassuring smile. He looked back at Kari. “And she’s okay with this?” 
 
    Kari gave me a look. “Breanne, are you okay with this?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes Kari.” 
 
    Kari laughed and looked at Richard. “She’s the one who asked me to shepherd her.  You’re the one doing me the favor.” 
 
    Richard laughed.  “Some favor!”  He looked back at me and smiled again.  “Well, come along Breanne.  I hear that nympho humiliation pain sluts need a good fucking now and again. I’ve been enjoying your blog posts.” 
 
    I stepped forward, took his outstretched hand, and was pulled into his office. The door closed, separating Kari and Robert from us. For a moment I just stood there, almost quivering with nervousness. Though admittedly it might have been the vibroballs. Richard leaned back against the corner of his desk and crossed his arms. 
 
    “I like the look,” he said, gesturing at my duster, which was still half open and showing my cleavage. “But it will be hard to fuck your ass with that coat on.” 
 
    I blushed crimson and glanced at the window. We were high and he had a stunning view. I could see half of Houston, and I FELT as if half of them could see me. I took a deep breath and unfasted the last two buttons of my coat, spreading it open. Richard watched with a grin, but I couldn’t help feeling as if I were stripping for the entire city. I let the duster fall and stood there buck naked, one hand holding the controller to the vibroballs, standing there in my flip flops. 
 
    “Now come here,” he said quietly. 
 
    I took a step forward and Richard grabbed hold of my arms. I gasped as he whirled me around in a circle, forcing me to face the window, and his hands slid around me to grasp my breasts. I let out a groan as his fingers pinched at my nipples, tweaking and twisting the sensitive tips until I moaned. I pushed my hands back behind and felt the clothed hardness of his cock. I began rubbing it as he fondled me and when his hand slid down to my pussy, I could feel his arousal. I gasped as he slipped a few fingers into my sodden little swamp and he hummed with pleasure as I spread my legs wide. 
 
    I could see cars and buildings and everything as he fingered me, I couldn’t escape the feeling that everyone could see me. I melted. I wanted to run and hide.  
 
    “Please?” I whimpered. “Please fuck me?” 
 
    Richard pulled his hand away from my pussy and turned me around. He unzipped his fly and my hands helped free his shaft. A moment later it was pressed into my hands. 
 
    “You know what to do,” he said with a grin. 
 
    I did. I dropped to my knees. I opened my mouth. And then I licked him. Richard sighed and leaned back as I bobbed my head, sucking his prick in long, deliberate strokes. I swirled my tongue around his shaft, teasing the head and taking each groan of pleasure as if it were a currency to be banked and used later. I could feel the power running through him, the need and urgency, and as we got closer to the moment, I pulled back and looked up at him. 
 
    “My bottom sir?” 
 
    His face was flushed, but not from embarrassment. He nodded and I stood up. I was just going to bend over, but he grabbed me instead, forcing me around to the other side of the desk. Then he pushed me down, my face toward the window, and I heard the condom pack being opened. I waited. There was a squirt of the cool oil lubricating my bottom, his fingers probing, sliding down to my pussy, and fingering me. Then back to my rump. I gasped as single digit slid into my ass, curling, and wiggling around as I quivered. 
 
    He pulled away and something else touched me right at the entrance of my back door. He pressed himself against me and I took a deep breath, telling myself to relax, to accept, to ready myself. It was so hard! Then the tip of his cock was in me, pushing deeper. It was everything I could do not to tighten down, to attempt to expel him. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” he groaned, only to thrust harder. I gasped as he drove himself in, all the way to the hilt and I couldn’t help myself. I clenched around his shaft. “So tight!” He exclaimed. He started to pull out and I tried to relax. He didn’t leave me, an inch or two of his rod still buried in my ass, and I managed to keep from tightening again as he picked up the pace. He pistoned, his hands on my hips, pumping hard into my bottom as my breasts rubbed against his desktop. 
 
    “Yes! Fuck yeah!” He suddenly exclaimed and I felt his cock spasm in my bottom, trembling and squirting, filling the condom with his cream. He held himself in place and I felt him start to soften. He pulled himself out with a sigh of relief and collapsed back into his office chair, legs spread. I straightened and turned to look down at him. He was in the process of removing the condom, tossing it into the nearby trash receptacle, and I dropped to my knees. His eyes widened in surprise as I once again took him into my mouth, sucking his own cum off the tip and pleasuring him. 
 
    “Wow,” he whispered.  
 
    I didn’t respond, except to continue sucking. 
 
    “Bre, that was amazing.” 
 
    I worked the full length of his softness, feeling his cock quiver just a bit in my mouth. I knew I’d have him hard again in fifteen minutes. He put his hand on my head. 
 
    “Bre,” he said softly. “Bre, I need to sign your ass.” 
 
    I ignored him and continued sucking, so he pushed me away. I fell back, eyes wide, mouth open, looking up at him. He took a deep breath. 
 
    “Get back on the desk,” he ordered, pulling up his boxers and pants.  
 
    I rose and once more bent over the desk. I heard him pick up the pen and then I felt the soft felt tip against my ass. He wrote, signing my right buttock and I closed my eyes, humiliated.  
 
    “There,” he said with satisfaction. “Beautiful.” He gave my rump a swat, which in my view certainly didn’t sting enough, and he then grabbed my buttock, giving me a firm squeeze. “Get back in your duster.” He picked it up from the other chair, held it out, and allowed me to slip my arms into it. I didn’t bother to button up. Then he led me to the officer door, opened it, and I saw Kari and Robert in close conversation. Kari stood up instantly. 
 
    “Richard? How was she?” 
 
    Richard smiled. “Breanne is a delight and certainly a competent sexual partner. I found her quite satisfactory.” 
 
    Kari laughed and looked at me as I turned a bit red. “Well, I suppose this means that you don’t get punished.” 
 
    Richard held up his hand. “Well, don’t let a positive review stop you. My understanding is Breanne likes punishments.” 
 
    Kari gave Richard a wink. “Very true.” She opened her purse and pulled out a silver chain, the ends fixed to a pair of steel clover clamps. “I think these on your breasts will serve nicely.” She held them up as I brought my hands up under my tits, cupping them for her. I closed my eyes, gasping as she attached the two pincers to my nipples and I felt the pain shoot up through my chest. 
 
    “Exquisite,” Richard said in admiration.  
 
    They exchanged a few more pleasantries as I stood there suffering, the vibroballs still humming softly, nipples throbbing. I stuck the controller back into my duster and when it was time to leave, started to button up my duster. 
 
    “No,” Kari said. “Leave it open.” 
 
    I blinked and dropped my hands. But in my head, Mousy Bre was wide-eyed and whispering “oh God! Oh God! Oh God!” Over and over again. 
 
    We made it back to Robert’s SUV without me being seen or arrested and we drove for about fifteen minutes before pulling up into a strip mall. It wasn’t terribly busy, but it was just south of the University so it was a little posher than I was used to. Our next stop was a little weird.  It was a hole in the wall recording studio just south of the University. I’d never been there before but it looked cool. Kari waltzed in like she owned the place and Robert and I trailed behind her until we came to a small office. She rapped on the door frame, since the door was open, and I heard some frame an unusual greeting. 
 
    “Kari! What’s up girl?”  
 
    Kari bobbed her head with a warm smile and the next thing I knew she was hugging the guy. Robert looked on in a very unconcerned fashion. Then she took a step back and gestured at me.  
 
    “Breanne, this is KC.” 
 
    I stepped forward, my duster still open at the front. The chain hanging from my nipples swung softly and I could hear the vibrations emanating from my pussy.  
 
    “Well, hello there, ginger!” He said in immediate appreciation. He stepped back and gestured for us to come in. I stepped forward and found myself in a sound studio. KC was a DJ, a singer, a rapper, and a sound engineer.  Talented guy. This was where I finally realized how Kari knew KC.  Once again, her soft touch made it obvious.  While the studio was trashed with electrical cords or mic cords or whatever, the walls were obviously Kari’s design.  Especially the lighting.  It was… smooth is the best word I can think of.  It made me want to sing.  
 
    KC led me over to a large, carpeted speaker, which had a microphone set up on a small stand. I wasn’t sure what he was doing, but I felt his hands on my shoulders. A moment later he pulled on my duster and I felt it slip from my shoulders, baring my back. He tossed my one and only garment off to the side and then he touched my ass. 
 
    “Hmmm, number two huh?” He said with a laugh. “I can dig it. Bend over girlie.”  
 
     I did as told and to my surprise, KC positioned the sponge covered microphone in my face.  He left the room for a moment, and then moved behind me. I heard the rustle of clothing and then something wet and incredibly firm touched my bottom. 
 
    KC was not an especially large guy, and I’m talking height and bulk. He was taller than me sure, but most of the planet is.  He wasn’t as big as Robert, that’s for sure.  But there was one part that WAS as big as Robert, and I found out rather quickly after bending over that speaker.  And KC pushed.  He wasn’t as gentle as either of my previous ass fucks, but since I was so accustomed to having stuff rammed up my ass, his penetration wasn’t anything outside my comfort zone.  
 
    “Moan for me, baby,” he urged me, thrusting his cock up my back door. I groaned. Loudly. I whimpered. I moaned. And since I was obviously being recorded, I hammed it up.  I squealed.  I whined.  I grunted.  Then I begged him to fuck me harder and faster. Very different from my two previous ass fucks. All in all, a genuinely nice performance. 
 
    Which earned me a raised eyebrow from Kari.   
 
    When KC was done, he sighed in satisfaction and pulled up his pants.  I stayed in position, just breathing, and trying not to think about my pussy. I was wrong.  Getting ass fucked, while not a direct stimulation situation, does turn me on eventually.  Of course, I was already so desperate that fucking a cactus would probably have gotten me off. 
 
    Kari held out the marker for KC to sign me.  When he did, it felt rather odd.  He signed on my left buttock, but I felt the marker go almost right up to my anus and I was pretty sure he drew an arrow.  I found out later I was right. 
 
    Three down. Two to go. And it was getting close to five. I put my duster back on, nipples throbbing with the clover clamps, and Kari and Robert led me back to the SUV. 
 
    Back in the car I winced slightly as I sat down.  My rear end was sore. Sure, I had spent the last several days stuffed with a four-inch deep two-inch-wide vibrator plug, but there hadn’t been much movement. It’s having cock move in and out through your sphincter that really creates the stress in ass fucking. Trust me. I know. 
 
    Another drive of twenty or so minutes followed and to my surprise we pulled up in front of a strip club.  A real strip club.  It was off Westheimer, but I’d never been in the building before.  Kari and Robert however seemed to know their way around and we proceeded to the front door.  Rather than pay a cover charge and go in, Kari extracted her business card and handed it to the cute girl at the counter, asking to see the manager.  It was only a few moments before a slightly overweight guy with sandy brown hair showed up, arms wide.   
 
    “Kari!”  Hugs followed and I had to wonder if Kari had done the decorating at the strip club.  That would be so… uh… cool?  Yeah. Cool.   
 
    I was introduced to Brian (whose last name will remain undisclosed to protect the innocent… and the guilty, just like all the other guys I’ve mentioned today.)  The four of us went into the main room and I got a couple of hostile glances from some of the half-naked lingerie clad strippers walking by. 
 
    Okay, let me make one thing perfectly clear. I am not, nor ever have been, nor ever will be, a stripper. The whole industry is questionable. Lots of drugs, lots of strange parties, and not very much control. I know it seems like I don’t have control as a NHPS, but in truth I do. I can always say NO. The whole thought of fucking for money turns me off. Sure, I’ll accept a twenty waved in my face like the next girl, but I don’t have sex for money. I have sex because I love it. 
 
    I suppose I should also quantify that I have stripped while dancing. On a stage. Swinging around a pole. So, I understand how it is done. There is a certain amount of athleticism to it, so I have respect for those women too. I tried to ignore the looks I was getting.  I guess my open duster was an issue. Both breasts were hanging out, nipples caught tight in the clover clamps and I could see that a number of customers were looking at me with interest. I followed along behind Kari, with Robert behind me and I was glad that we didn’t sit down in the main lounge. We were led to the back of the building and entered a plain door and then went up a narrow flight of stairs. 
 
    To the balcony. Wow. And oh look! Private rooms! 
 
    Kari and Robert were shown to a table and a waitress came out and took their orders – complimentary of course. On the house. I was asked to take off my coat. I did, feeling a little less exposed on the second story than the first and left it draped over a chair.  Then Brian took my hand and I was led away from Kari and Robert. 
 
    To a small VIP Room. It had a settee, a lounge chair, a wastebasket, and subdued lighting. I wasn’t sure if Kari had decorated. The room smelled like sex and citrus cleaner.  Brian sat down on the chair and motioned for me to begin. 
 
    It took me a moment, but then I realized what was expected of me.  
 
    I may not be a stripper, but I can act like one. I could hear the club’s music right through the walls. So, I weaved. I danced. I swayed. I straddled his knees and did a lap dance. I rubbed myself all over his body.  He tugged on my nipple clamps and things just went crazy from there. I ended up slipping down to the floor, my hands at his waist, freeing his cock until I was able to wrap my mouth around him. I did a great job too. He was putty in my hands. And then he grabbed me, pulled me up, turned me round, and sat me down in his lap.  His hands guided my thighs over the seat’s armrests and then I felt him lift me at the hips, positioning me properly.  I felt his cock against my rear and then I relaxed, letting myself slip down. 
 
    It was a porn position, and not suitable for sex. I’m sure it looked awesome though. Still, what is appropriate for a film set and the bright lights of the porn industry doesn’t always work in the dark, wet hungry moments of reality. It only took him two or three minutes to realize that there were better positions in which to fuck my butt and he literally picked me up and put me on the settee, my ass in the air, where I was promptly penetrated again. My rear end puckered around his cock, and I was bent over with him banging me from behind. 
 
    I didn’t cum. I’m not sure why since the vibroballs were still buzzing in my slit. Maybe it was the way my nipples were hurting. Or the fact that Brian was clearly more interested in his own pleasure than mine. He sighed in relief, pulling out his condom clad cock and sat back down in the easy chair. I straightened up and gave him a frustrated look, but he ignored it.  
 
    “There are moist towelettes on the corner table,” he told me.  
 
    I pursed my lips, but went and grabbed one, wiping my ass off to the side. Lubrication, and lots of it. Yuck. I tossed the wipe in the trash. When I turned back to Brian, he gave me a lazy look. 
 
    “Have you thought about dancing?” He asked. 
 
    My eyebrow went up. “I’m not interested,” I said simply. 
 
    His eyes glittered. “Really? You could make some good money.”  
 
    I sighed and shook my head. “I’m not pretty enough,” I countered.  
 
    He shrugged. “Pretty is subjective. Attitude is important. If you come off as a cock hungry sex kitten, purring for the right client, having the look isn’t technically required. Besides, you’re cute, in a sort of lush, overripe college co-ed sort of way.” 
 
    I blinked, not sure if he had just complimented me, or insulted me. I half turned and pointed at my bottom. “Don’t you need to sign?” 
 
    He grinned. “I don’t have a marker here.” Slowly he stood up, then before opening the door, he grabbed my right breast, squeezing it roughly. I gasped as I found myself pushed up against the wall. Then his fingers found my clit, rubbing it. 
 
    “I really want you to think about it,” Brian said softly. “Ms. Anders told me what you’re in to and I checked out your blog. Not that many girls into BDSM and I could set you up with some clients who would give you what you needed.” His finger penetrated, all the way to the vibroballs and I shuddered. His other hand squeezed my breast and I felt the pain of the clamp surge through my tit. “There are some men who would pay a thousand bucks for just a few hours with you. All you have to do is spread those legs, let them whip your juicy little cunt, and then bunny fuck them.” 
 
    I admit… that sounded… good. Or maybe it was the way Brian’s finger was swirling in my pussy? 
 
    “We’ll do a seventy, thirty split and I’ll provide you a never-ending line of clients,” he added, his thumb running in a circle over my clit. My overactive imagination and the direct stimulation made me shudder and a second later I grabbed hold of him, shaking as the orgasm rushed through me.  
 
    Brian held me, his fingers still moving between my legs. It was an intensely powerful orgasm and when I caught my breath, my face was flushed. He pulled his hand out from between my thighs and pushed his fingers into my mouth. I sucked them, tasting my own cum and he smiled wickedly.  
 
    “Wipe your cunt clean and you can crawl back to Ms. Anders.” He pulled his fingers out of my mouth. I went and got another towelette and cleaned up, then got on the ground. Slowly, I crawled behind him as he opened the door and led me back to where Kari and Robert were sitting.  
 
    “She a treasure,” Brian said as he stepped up to the side. “I’d love to give her a job,” he told Kari. 
 
    Robert’s eyes widened, but Kari shrugged. “I’m not her keeper,” Kari replied. “If Breanne wants to work here, that’s her business.” 
 
    Brian grinned and looked down at me. “Well, I think she knows my interest in putting her on the payroll.” 
 
    Kari caught Robert’s eyes and he nodded, pulling one of the black markers out of his pocket. “Here Brian,” he said, handing the pen to my most recent butt fuck.  
 
    Brian took it, looked down at me, and then pointed at the table. “Lay down across the table,” he ordered. 
 
    I got to my feet and bent over. I felt Brian sign and then Kari was standing up. Robert had my duster in hand and suddenly I was upright, being pulled away.  
 
    “Thank you,” Kari said earnestly as Robert tugged me off to the side and started putting the coat back around my shoulders. He even buttoned up the front, which I thought very nice. And perhaps a bit telling.  
 
    “Any time,” Brian assured her. 
 
    A moment later I was being hurried away, back out into the parking lot and into Robert’s vehicle. Our next stop was an upscale apartment not far from where Kari lived. As we walked up to the door, Kari paused and reached over. I froze as her fingers found the buttons of my duster and began opening them. 
 
    “I want you to make a good first impression,” was all she said. I closed my eyes as I felt the duster come apart and suddenly my breasts were once again exposed. Kari gave me a soft kiss and then took my hand, pulling me forward. She rang the bell and I stood there in my high heels, mini-skirt and duster, quivering with both excitement and humiliation. The door opened and tall, thin man with short brown hair looked down at me. 
 
    “Ah, Kari,” he said softly. “And Breanne.” His eyes flickered onto Robert, but I didn’t see any recognition.  
 
    “Alan,” Kari said in greeting. He smiled at her and stepped back, allowing us in.  
 
    I would have said that Alan Green lived something of a Spartan lifestyle, but as we walked in, I realized that he was also quite wealthy and certainly had some distinct taste perspectives. The place was dark, and I don’t just mean the lighting. I mean the walls were freaking black. The furniture was black. The appliances in the kitchen were black. But there were also splashes of color, clearly inspired by Kari, that brought the place up to a new level. Here and there a few colored lights cast illumination in unique ways. There were reds and golds and whites that brought contrast to the shadow. Kari has this ability to sense what style goes with her client and then work within that style to soften it and bring out the best.  She is especially good with lighting.   
 
    “Would you care to see the bedroom?” Alan said, looking straight at me. I licked my lips nervously and nodded. As I stepped forward, Kari reached out and slipped my duster from my shoulders. Alan reached out and I lifted my hand, but instead of taking my fingers, he grabbed hold of the chain between my breasts. I gasped as he tugged on it gently, the clover clamps twisting my nipples and sending a fresh slurry of pain up through my breasts. I let out a whimper and followed him obediently. 
 
    The master bedroom was huge, with a king-sized bed. The color scheme hadn’t changed and I tried not to feel like I was in the Batcave with Bruce Wayne. Alan let go of my breasts, raised both hands to my face, and kissed me. 
 
    I admit, I was surprised. Alan was gentle.  He touched me, caressed me, our lips together. I felt a shiver run through me and he worked his mouth down my jaw, along my neck, then down to my breasts. I thought he might remove the clamps, just so he could suck on a nipple, but instead he kept going down, until he was the one on his knees, pulling on my skirt.  
 
    His hands pushed me back onto the bed as the elastic material wrapped around my loins came loose, falling to the floor around my ankles. I gasped as I fell, his fingers already spreading my legs. Inside me, the vibroballs trembled softly, still set to low, and only the earlier orgasm kept me from begging. I let him open me, spreading my legs wide. 
 
    His mouth came down on my clit. 
 
    Holy fuck, Batman… 
 
    I have often been on the receiving end of oral pleasure and I have always found it exquisite, regardless of the talent my lover had. But Alan Green? This was different. He understood me. His tongue swirled and lapped and stabbed and then slipped downward through my folds. In less than a minute I was trembling, and even when I started to thrust my pelvis up toward him a few minutes later, he clung to my loins, devouring me. At the five-minute mark I was panting in desperation and my fingers were on his head.  
 
    I wanted the vibroballs turned up. I wanted him to pull them from me and slide his own, thick cock into me. I wanted him to take off his belt, double it, and then bring it down on the freshly stimulated folds of my sex. I wanted his cock in my mouth and in my pussy. I reached down, pulling at him, eyes smoldering with need. He finally came up and I gasped as his fingers pressed into my slit. My hand fumbled, searching as his mouth found my neck again, tilting me back. I struggled with his pants, trying to get them off, my body more in control than my brain. He licked along my jaw line and I felt his other hand on my bottom, squeezing. I finally felt bare skin, firm and yet soft, pointed straight at me and I was lowered down toward the bed.  
 
    Part of me remembered what I was there for, and despite his fingers still playing with my pussy, I tried to roll. He let out a frustrated grunt as I moved onto all fours, forcing his hand out of my sex. But as I moved, something went with him and I couldn’t help noticing that my vibroballs had been extracted, dumped onto the floor behind him.  
 
    I felt the tip of his cock on my rear and then he began pushing. He had trouble getting it in. I wasn’t exactly lubed and neither was he. The bed was soft, one of those space foam things and I kept sinking into it. He pushed me to my stomach, straddled me, and I felt his cock slip through the crack of my ass. He pumped, enjoying the curve of my rear end under his hips and then the tip of his cock moved downward. I felt him against my ass, but I didn’t relax in time and his cock slipped farther down. 
 
    And then in.  
 
    I gasped at the penetration. My pussy convulsed around his cock. He began pumping strenuously, either unaware he was in the wrong hole, or not caring.  The fire inside me roared into a blaze and I clenched my fingers around the sheets as I came, crying out, gasping in release and relief. It happened in moments and I had no control. No time.  And then I just sort of went limp. 
 
    Alan didn’t stop, panting as I lay there. He pulled out, flipping me over and he pressed forward between my legs, penetrating my slit again. I nodded, a soft smile on my face as he worked himself into climax, pulling out to squirt his load across my stomach, before collapsing on top of me. His weight felt good and I sighed.  Endorphins had rushed through my brain like bullets and I relaxed in the euphoria. Four days of orgasm denial can do wonders for plain vanilla sex. Usually, I don’t cum like that unless I’ve been vibrated, whipped, clamped, waxed, and then force fucked with something inappropriately large. 
 
    Alan rolled off me, running his fingers up and down my back.  I sighed softly and then turned and looked at him. 
 
    “Sorry about that.  I didn’t mean to do it like that.” 
 
    I smiled at him. “Don’t worry about it. It felt incredible.” 
 
    He grimaced.  “Yeah, it did. It’s been a while for me.  I know I was supposed to do your bottom, but it just sort of…” his voice trailed off. 
 
    “Happened,” I finished for him.  He nodded. 
 
    “Think Kari will mind?” he asked. I shrugged. I knew the real question would be whether Master Barrett minded. 
 
    I gave him a smile and then sat up in the bed. His cock was limp and still a little wet. I leaned over, touched him, and gave him one of my million watts, “please fuck me in the ass,” smiles. 
 
    “Let’s not risk it. I’ll just get you hard again.” 
 
    And I went down on him. He groaned as I rolled his cock around in my mouth. I played with his balls, stroked him, sucked him, even blew a little. Lots of licking. It took another fifteen minutes, but with some concerted manipulation, a few soft sounds, and some naughty suggestions about what he could do to me, I soon had him hard again. 
 
    We tried again. This time he was successful. I groaned as his cock slid into my rear end and we pumped. It took him a long time to get off. Thank God for lubrication gel. It made things a lot easier. Finally, he came and we repeated the whole quiet soft moment after sex.  
 
      
 
    Eventually we got up and I tossed my duster over my arm. With the vibroballs once more inserted into my pussy, the wired control box in hand, we headed out to find Kari’s face rather flushed and Robert looked smug and pleased with himself.  
 
    Alan smiled. “I present to you one nympho humiliation pain slut, thoroughly fucked,” he announced. Kari and Robert both stood up.  
 
    “I’m glad she was pleasing,” Kari said approvingly. “I appreciate your willingness to help her out.”  
 
    Alan grinned. “Any time, if it’s you and Breanne,” he said. Robert pulled a marker out of his jacket pocket and held it out. 
 
    “Time to sign the artwork,” he encouraged. Alan laughed, took the writing instrument, and everyone looked at me. “Bend over gorgeous,” he ordered. 
 
    I bent over the side of the couch and closed my eyes. I could feel the marker sliding over my buttock, pressing as Alan left his signature. Was that what I was? A piece of art to be signed? Or was I more of a wall along the subway, my buttocks merely a spot for others to leave their name in silent announcement, stating “I’ve been here. I’ve fucked that.”  
 
    I said my goodbyes to Alan, which consisted of a rather passionate pleased kiss, and then accompanied Kari and Robert downstairs as I put on my duster. I didn’t bother buttoning it up.  
 
    “That took a long time.  Do you need to tell me anything?” Kari asked as we got into Robert’s car. I smiled and shook my head.  
 
    When she reads this, I’m going to be in trouble. If she reads this… 
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    Friday afternoon I grabbed a manila folder off my desk and quickly shoved it into my bag. Everything was packed and ready. I took a quick moment to examine myself in the closet mirror. The girl that looked back at me had vibrant red hair, freckles scattered across her nose, and was wearing blue jeans, boots, and a tee shirt. I slipped my duster on, watching as my reflection copied the process with her own coat, and I couldn’t help smiling as I noticed the slight twitching of my reflection’s hips. I couldn’t see it, but maybe she was enduring the soft, incessant vibrations of the vibroballs as well. Mine were buzzing along on low and I licked my lips, playfully wondering, with just a touch of jealousy, if her toy might have been set a little higher. 
 
    Um… it had been a long day already and I was really desperate.  I get that way sometimes. 
 
    With the small controller tucked into a pocket and the pink wire disappearing into my waistband, there wasn’t anything to peak my parents’ attention as I walked through the house. I gave them a little wave goodbye and stepped out into the yard, heading for my pickup. The air was cold, well… at least for south Texas, hovering in the mid-fifties. The breeze was out of the north and as I climbed into my truck, I had some reservations about what I was about to do.  
 
    Which was the usual thing. I drove out to the road behind our farm, pulled over, and got out of my truck. The gravel crunched under my feet as I moved to the grill and I admit that I pressed myself against the hood, hoping that the few brief minutes the engine had been on that it had generated some heat. I shrugged out of my duster and laid it on the truck, and then began unbuttoning my shirt. It was warm and flannel and I gasped as the cold air slipped inside against my skin. My nipples hardened instantly as I gasped, pulling my shirttails out of my jeans.  
 
    As I pulled my hands out of the sleeves, part of me wanted to put the replacement garment on immediately, especially since goosebumps had risen on my arms. But I eyed the simple, thin, translucent white blouse waiting and I knew that it was going to provide absolutely zilch in the way of heat retention, so I opted for speed instead, kicking off my boots, removing my socks, and then peeling my jeans and panties down. The wire and control box for the vibroballs slipped downward toward my ankles and I caught hold of it as I stepped out of my clothes, standing buck naked, shivering my cute little ass off. 
 
    I suddenly wished I was that girl in the mirror.  
 
    My hands were starting to tremble as I shook out the blouse. I slipped my arms into the short sleeves, not bothering to button it up. My boobs still filled it out impressively, mostly because it was just a tad bit to small across the bosom. I grabbed the red plaid skirt, stepped into it hurriedly and almost ended up on my ass. I pitched forward, against the truck. The metal was cold and I danced, hoping on one bare little foot as I struggled to get the skirt up and over my bottom. 
 
    The remote to the vibroballs got tucket into the waistband of the skirt, but it was the wire that bothered me. I’d been told specifically to run it downward, along the bottom hem and then up to the waist, which meant that the bright pink wire was entirely visible. Meaning obvious. Anyone looking at me was going to suspect, instantly, that I was stuffed and shaking.  
 
    And that wasn’t the only sexual torment I was going to be enduring. Not by a long shot. I picked up the small clamp out of my duster pocket and flipped up the front of my skirt. Without panties, my pussy was immediately visible and the only thing I was doing more than shivering, was looking back down along the road to see if anyone was coming. 
 
    The bell attached to the clamp rang lightly as I pinched the pincer open and set it in place and I gasped as the clamp tightened on my clitoral hood. It was a maddening sensation, especially in combination with the vibroballs. I gulped as I let the skirt slip back down. Finally, I slipped my feet into my stripper shoes: four-inch clear plastic platforms with a nine-inch heel. I wrapped my freezing body back in my duster and quickly tied my shirttails across my breasts, rather than buttoning it. I looked like a slut. 
 
    But then… I am one, aren’t I?  A nympho humiliation pain slut to be exact. I hurried back to the cab of the truck, climbed in, and cranked up the heat.  
 
    I hate going out on Black Friday. It’s officially the day after Thanksgiving and it’s a retail holiday. Supposedly it is the day that retailers finally get their finances in the “black,” but I can’t imagine that’s true. Regardless, I knew what to expect. Sales everywhere. And people. It’s busy. It’s insane. People do stupid shit to get “the best deals.”  
 
    The vibrations between my legs were bothering me, so I turned off the vibroballs, just for the drive. It didn’t take me long to head north and drive into town, aiming for our local arts supply and craft store to start my little assignment. I was looking for something specific, a frame, black, sort of modern looking. And maybe a few other little things. 
 
    I pulled up in front of the store and my eyes widened in shock. The parking lot was packed. Cars everywhere. I sat there dumbfounded. How the hell could I do this? This was the start of the Christmas season, not Halloween, and my slutty schoolgirl costume was going to be either seriously out of place, or misinterpreted. I realized I was near panic and close to hyperventilating as I sat in my truck. 
 
    “Not good,” I whispered over and over. At least until I realized that I was already breaking the terms of the assignment, since the vibroballs were off. My hand was trembling, and not from cold, as I plucked the controller out of my waistband and turned the sex toy up to high. 
 
    Yeah. Full power. 
 
    Immediately, my pussy tightened down around the two, spherical objects inside my slit and a wave of intense pleasure shot up from between my legs. I admit that in hindsight, the incipient humiliation that I was about to endure undoubtedly intensified my arousal. My nipples tightened, easily visible through the thin material of the shirt and I could feel a wetness along my thighs as my desperate little quim quivered.  
 
    “You can do this,” I whispered crazily to myself.  
 
    “No, you can’t!” I said back.  
 
    “Do you want to cum?” I demanded. 
 
    I nodded desperately. “Yes! Please!” 
 
    “Then get your fucking little ass out there!” I said urgently. My hand grabbed the handle and leaving my duster behind, with only my purse, which contained the manilla folder and I pushed myself out into the cold. 
 
    I’d parked as close to the door as I could, but I was still going to have a pretty long walk. The vibroballs were churning inside me and I realized that I was on something of a timer. At least, if I didn’t want to orgasm in an embarrassing and conspicuous locale. The wind whipped my skirt around, not to mention tearing at my shirt and I hurried toward the entrance as fast as my stripper shoes would allow. 
 
    Which wasn’t fast.  
 
    By the time I got inside my teeth were close to chattering and I was shivering. I was also being stared at. Gawked at even. The average age of the typical shopper for this establishment was around forty-five and most of them were rather plump women, all of whom gave me a good look. And it wasn’t eyefucks either. Those would have been welcome. Instead, I got the outraged, disgusted, and disdainful glances, with just a touch of jealousy. It was sort of like a combination of “if I had a machine gun, and actually knew how to use it, I’d hose you down you whore” and “damn, I wish I could wear that too.” 
 
    I was somewhat familiar with the store because it was one of my mother’s favorites. She’s a crafty person, so I knew where the frames were kept. Instead, I went looking for the other, more esoteric thing on my list. It wasn’t easy though. Browsing when your pussy is being vibrated rather intensely is tough, and I’m sure enough people noticed the pink wire that went from the remote, certainly visible in my waistband, that disappeared under my skirt. Or hell, maybe they saw the way my hips were obviously twitching. Plus, if anyone had gotten close enough, they’d have heard it. I found what I was looking for in the baking section.  
 
    “Excuse me,” I said politely, with a smile.  “I was wondering if you could help me choose a frame for a picture.” 
 
    The young man straightened, took one look at me, and coughed up his skull. It was funny. Okay, he didn’t really cough up his skull, but he swallowed wrong and sputtered a bit. I understood. looked like a tart ready for eating and he used his eyes to examine every partially concealed curve. And then maybe a few of the not so partially concealed as I leaned forward eagerly, the front of my white blouse giving way for a quick nipple slip. I gave him another smile and he melted like butter on a hot plate. It was cute. 
 
    “Uh, frames are at the back left of the store,” he spluttered, still having trouble formulating words. I shook my head. 
 
    “I know where the frames are. I need help picking one out.  Can you help me?” I batted my eyelashes. He nodded and then escorted me to the frame aisle. He kept looking back at me as I walked behind him and I made sure to give him a few more flashes when the opportunity presented itself. He turned down the appropriate aisle and I was pleased to find it mostly empty. Evidently the horde of people were mostly in the kids’ section, or scrapbooking, or the Christmas décor. Once we arrived in the frame aisle, he asked me what size the picture was. I opened my manila folder and handed him the photograph. 
 
    I had printed it the night before on my dad’s printer, so it wasn’t a perfect photo, but it was still decent. I mean, decent as in good quality. Not as in, decent as in decent. It was a very clear picture of my bare bottom, legs spread, showing off my pussy and well fucked ass, along with a number of signatures. 
 
    His eyes exploded in front of me and he said, “holy shit!” as he looked at the photo.  “This is… uh…” Words failed him. He just stood there, holding the picture, eyes wide.  
 
    I shook my head.  “The only problem is that Richard signed in a regular marker, so it washed off.  See?” I turned around and lifted the back of my skirt.  looked over my shoulder to see the poor kid blushing scarlet but looking at my ass. One of the names had washed off so I’d taken the liberty of writing “+1” on my ass. 
 
    He didn’t say anything and I lowered my skirt. “I need something black and very modern looking. What do you recommend?” 
 
    He handed the photo back to me as if it were a hot potato and began hurriedly scrutinizing the selection on the shelves. I wasn’t sure if he was embarrassed and wanted to get away from me, or if he was trying to satisfy my every whim. If it were the later, I really needed to tell him what some of my other whims were. He selected out a sleek black metal frame with glass and a mat that looked nice with the photo. Presuming you wanted to frame something that indecent. I mean decent. He pulled it off the shelf and handed it to me.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said brightly. “Now I want to reward you.  Where can we go that’s private?” 
 
    “Private?” He squeaked. 
 
    I nodded, took a step closer, and with my free hand, violated his personal space. And by “violated” I mean I violated him. 
 
    He gasped as my fingers pressed against the bulge of his cock. “B-b-bathroom?”  
 
    I sighed. Of course. But then again, what did I expect?  
 
    “Let’s go,” I whispered, giving his dick another squeeze. 
 
    Evidently the bathrooms are one room affairs requiring a key. He left me in the back corner of the store, waiting while he went and retrieved the required tool. I got more looks, but none of the other shoppers said anything to me. I stood there, arms wrapped across my chest, feeling overly conspicuous. Then he returned, handed me the key, and I went in. Alone.  
 
    It was tiny with not much room, but it was clean and smelled of lemon. I turned around a moment and untied my blouse, letting the shirt tails dangle loose. This bared both my breasts and I arched my back, pushing them forward. The vibroballs were driving me absolutely banana crackers at this point and I couldn’t help pulling up the front of my skirt to check the small clamp hanging on my clit. In the tiny room, I could hear the bell, as well as the motors inside my cunt, and it was hard to resist touching myself. I dropped my skirt again, even as my hips thrusted lewdly, and then came a knock so soft I almost didn’t hear it. I opened the door a crack and my young man slipped in. 
 
    And gaped. 
 
    I thought it was cute so I grabbed his hands, brought them up to my breasts and let him touch me. His fingers felt so good as his thumbs grazed my nipples, and when he bent over to suck the tip of my breast into his mouth, I groaned with desire. Oh my God! I wanted to fuck him so bad! I groped blindly, my head tilted back, trying to get to his cock. When the suction on my nipple ended, I pushed on him, going down on my knees with the toilet between my ankles. He gasped as I freed his cock and a moment later my head was bobbing back and forth, his full length wet and stiff. I swirled my tongue in soft, slow circles as I stroked his shaft with the palm of my hand, working him eagerly. In less than a minute, maybe two, I realized that we were both so keyed up that one of us was going to pop. I stood up, dug frantically in my purse as his flushed face looked over at me. The condom came out and he nodded desperately as I tore open the tiny package and slipped the prophylactic over his manhood. 
 
     One hand reached between my legs, pulling the vibroballs out and I dumped them in the sink. They rattled violently as I tugged the controller out of my waistband, turning them off. I was going to turn and beg him to fuck me, but he moved in right behind, bending me over the sink, and I felt the firm tip of his cock against my flank. He shifted and I reached between my legs, guiding him to the right spot.  
 
    He penetrated deeply and started ramming himself in and out. The bell clamp on my clit rang continuously, tolling out each firm thrust. I quivered, finally getting what I needed. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth. My body trembled and my pussy clenched violently around his pumping cock until I couldn’t hold back.  
 
    The orgasm was sweet and sensual and strong and it seemed to turn on my lover even more. As I swooned, he grabbed my hips, thrusting strongly, until a few moments later I felt him spasm inside me, driving deep, only to let out a cry of satisfaction. He slumped over me, resting his head on my back. 
 
    “That,” I said breathlessly, “was freaking amazing.” 
 
    He nodded, but then his brain started working again, and with the immediate need sated, he realized that he was at work, in a bathroom, fucking a customer. “Uh…” he started to say, his hands scrambling for his pants. I smiled and held up a hand. 
 
    “Thank you for your assistance,” I said sincerely. 
 
    He blinked. Then he grinned. “Any time,” he replied. And he meant it. I helped him get his uniform back in place, buttoning and buckling his pants for him. Then, standing on tiptoe, I kissed him once, right on the lips.  
 
    “Here,” I said, as he reached for the doorknob. I held out the manilla folder. “You can have this. To remember me.” 
 
    His eyes widened, but he took the picture. Then there was a twinkle in his eye. 
 
    “Do I get to sign too?” He asked playfully. 
 
    My eyes widened. I blinked. Then I nodded. “Right here,” I said, putting a hand on my butt. “Under the ‘plus one’.” 
 
    He grinned. “Then let’s go get a marker.” 
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   Sensitive - 11/30/10 
 
      
 
    I settled down in the soft sheets, wiggling my toes under the covers. The smooth cotton felt good against my bare skin. I was naked, completely, terribly, awesomely naked. I twisted to the nightstand and picked up the small bottle of oil, temporarily ignoring the other items on the flat surface next to the bed. I popped the cap open and poured a quick dribble onto my chest, followed by my fingers which began rubbing it into my breasts. My nipples hardened almost instantly and I closed my eyes as the little sparks of pleasure shot up from my nipples and along my spine. Some went to my brain, I'm sure, but most went downward, causing my pussy to have a little spasm. My left hand slid down over my stomach, finding the bump of my mons and then slipping into the folds, paying special attention to my clit.  I rubbed for a little bit, moaning softly as my clit swelled and my fingers swirled in soft, circular motions. 
 
    I was already soaked and the oil did more to my finger than the hot and slippery folds of my pussy. I slid one oiled digit down into my hole and then traced a line back up my stomach to my mouth. Mmmmmmmmm. Shuddering in desire and want, I leaned back over to the nightstand and grabbed my ben wa balls. Two golf ball sized spheres filled my hand. Covered in pink latex, a small string kept the two spheres together as I rattled them around in my hand. I touched them to my skin, dragging them down my oil slicked body toward my sex. By the time they got to my clit, both were glistening. I groaned, rubbing them against my folds, pressing them hard against my nub. Lightning sexual lightning seemed to flash through me and I moved them away from the sensitive nerve bundle and pushed them into myself. My pussy contacted around them as they sank in deep. 
 
    I took my hand away as my loins reacted to the internal pressure. My hips rolled, involuntarily thrusting as I adjusted to the sensation of being filled. I tried to concentrate, to calm down, and only managed to turn myself on even more. Perhaps the lazy circles my fingers were drawing across my breasts, touching my nipples, even as my hips were thrusting, were distracting me.   
 
    I kept rubbing. Close to desperation, I let go of my nipple and reached back over to the table. My fingers found the clamps with ease. A pair of metal toothed alligator clamps attached together with a thin steel chain came with my hand and I examined the little tooth filled mouths with sexual interest. There were no pads, no rubber, no plastic to protect me from the spring driven jaws. I had worn them before, often even, knowing that the results would be tiny red toothmarks where they bit. With trembling fingers, I pinched one of the clamps open and cupped my left breast.  My nipple stood up, hard and ready and I could feel my quickening heartbeat. I positioned the clamp so that it would hang downward from my breast, the chain toward my belly. Then I slowly released the pressure on the clamp, letting the cruel sharp teeth close on my nipple. 
 
    Pain. It shot up through my breast as if someone had just shoved a needle through my nipple. And it didn't stop. It went on and on. I gritted my teeth, my right hand finding my clit and pressing hard against it with the palm of my hand. A wash of pleasure came with the pain and I felt it change, mixing into something less feral, less hurtful, but even more intense.  Still trembling, still groaning, I picked up the other clamp and positioned it over my right nipple, letting it bite down, chewing on my nub with agonizing pressure.  The chain felt cold on my stomach. 
 
    It hurt. Oh God yes it hurt. It was almost too much. The pain radiated up from my breasts, but my hips moved again and soon all I felt was a dull throb filled with heat and need. My fingers rubbed my clit again, touching, stroking, pinching, until that need was like a hungry fire burning me from within. I wanted to cum. I rolled, my nipples still throbbing in agony as I reached for the bedside table.  I found the third clamp, larger, easier to manipulate, but just as cruel as the two I had just attached to myself. This one was an alligator clamp too, larger than the ones chewing on my nipples. It wasn’t quite as vicious either, not that I’d be able to tell. I touched it, unopened, to the spot between my breasts and ran it downward. 
 
    My clit was swollen, but it still reacted to the pressure, the cold tip of the metal. I felt a shiver go through me starting between my legs. Shaking now more from fear than from desire, I pinched the clamp open and set it above my clitoral hood, knowing that when it closed, it would lock my tender and exposed clit in a painful bite, preventing the sensitive nub from disappearing back into its protective covering. I did it quickly, letting it clamp me and it was everything I could do to keep from screaming as the pain shot up through my body. 
 
    For a moment, my vision swam. Sensation shot through me, pleasure, and pain, mixing with inconceivable perfection, swirling up through me until my back was arching. I hurt. I quivered. Once more my hand went to the table, grabbing the large plastic vibrator from off the flat plane.  I twisted the base immediately, setting it to maximum, the mechanical hum and rattle as the little weighted motor inside began spinning wildly, slightly off center.  I moved it downward, longing to ram it in deeply, to push the ben wa balls aside and thrust it in hard. But I didn't. I wasn't allowed to.  Instead, I took the violently vibrating tip and carefully set it against my exposed clitoris and the clamp. 
 
    There is no metaphor that describes what it felt like. It was terribly intense, totally depraved, insanely impractical, and felt.... awesome. It felt awesome.   
 
    I cried out, my body beginning to shake from both the torment and the pleasure. My nerves fired in rapid succession, telling my brain that it was too much, too fast, too powerful.  My toes curled, tightening as I suddenly pushed, and pushed hard, on the vibrator, forcing the alligator clamp to move against my clitoral hood and sending the most vehement vibrations into my super sensitized nub. 
 
    And then I came. I lifted my feet up into the air, body shaking as my toes curled. My back arched and I thrust my hips frantically, fluids gushing as I quivered in desperation. I don't know if it hurt or felt good but I was panting, face flushed as I exploded like a water balloon being tossed into a cactus garden.  
 
    “Very nice,” said Kari, watching from the armchair positioned a few feet away from the bed. She clapped softly, applauding my performance. She stood up, walked over to the bed, and took the vibrator away from me, turning it off. I couldn’t tell if she was genuinely impressed, or just being a smartass. But at that moment, I didn’t particularly care. I groaned, closing my eyes as the sexual euphoria flooding through me gave me the peculiar fix that I needed, and like every other addict, I floated along on cloud nine. At least until I crashed. 
 
    I blinked, my nipples and clit throbbing in the bite of the alligator clamps and I opened my eyes to see my best friend, lover, and perverted sadistic mistress looking down at me. Her eyes sparkled with amusement and I could see her expectation.  
 
    “That was very nice,” she said with sincere appreciation. “But you know what needs to happen next.” 
 
    I gave her pained expression because I knew exactly what she was talking about. I nodded and began to roll over. Slowly of course. The chain connecting the alligator clamps on my nipples slipped along my skin and then I was on my side. I kept going though, groaning as the clamps on my nipples and clit were pressed between the mattress and my body, twisting the tips of my breasts and the tender nub at the apex of my slit. I whimpered, shards of pain shooting up from my sensitive spots as I laid on my belly.  
 
    “Now,” Kari said. “Spread your legs and relax.” 
 
    I opened up, pushing my feet out to the edges of her bed. And I couldn’t help it. Suddenly my hips rolled and I thrust down against the mattress, the clamp on my clit still chewing away. Even after the orgasm it felt good, the pain more of an aphrodisiac than I’d imagined. I heard the sound of the vibrator again and I closed my eyes. I tried to do what she told me, to relax, but the second the oiled tip touched my bottom I squeezed tight. 
 
    “No Bre,” Kari insisted, pushing. “Relax.”  
 
    I didn’t, but she kept the pressure going. I gasped as more and more of the vibrator slid into my ass and I finally managed to release, forcing my bottom to unclench. Kari felt the resistance melt away and took advantage, thrusting almost the full length of the shaking phallus deep into my ass.  
 
    “Aaaaaahhhhh!” I cried out, clenching again, except this time my bottom had no choice but to lock down around the massive vibe. Kari wiggled it around inside me as my loins jerked up and down, ostensibly mashing my clamped clitoris against the bed itself. I felt a hand on my buttock and Kari pulled the vibrator halfway out, only to shove it back in even deeper.  
 
    “That’s it,” Kari cooed. “Easy. Relax. Accept it. Open up for me.” 
 
    I made a variety of whimpering noises. It hurt. It felt good. It was awful. It was perfect. The vibrations going through my ass seemed to seep down to my pussy, and my hips, and my clit. I clenched my fingers tightly as I struggled to remain spread open for Kari. She suddenly got up on the bed, her body lying half across mine, her hand tugging and pulling and pushing on the vibrator, working it faster and faster, in and out of my bottom.  
 
    “Kari!” I bleated. “Please! Please don’t!” I begged. But she ignored me. My ass felt like it had been pulled and then shaken apart. I closed my eyes, jaw clenched tight as she pounded her closed fist against me. 
 
    Suddenly, my bottom was empty. I mewled in shock as she pulled the vibe out of my bottom, but then moved it downward to my slit. She pushed it halfway into my cunt, until the tip struck one of the vibroballs, and I felt the motorized sex toy begin to shake the two spheres in my pussy. I quivered, dragging one fist over to my mouth, gnawing on a knuckle as a different sensation streamed up through my sex. 
 
    “Lift up your ass,” Kari ordered.  
 
    I stuck my butt up in the air and the vibrator came out of my pussy. She slipped it along my petals and then suddenly the tip was touching the alligator clamp dangling from my clitoris. The vibrations streamed into the little piece of hardware, violently shaking the metal as the dulled jaws sank deeper into my flesh.  I whimpered, then groaned as she held it there, one hand under my hip, the other pressed against my inner thigh.  
 
    “Kari!” I blurted out in panic as I felt the same sensation as before, a frantic buildup of sexual need, of desperation, of agony.  It hurt, but it was a good kind of hurt, like poking at a bruise, or constantly tonguing a canker sore. Add the sexual component and suddenly I was ready to cum again.  
 
    “Yes! Please! Yes!” I begged her. I wanted to be on my back. I wanted her to pull the ben wa balls out of me and fuck me hard with the vibrator. I wanted her to twist the clamps on my nipples and clit until I was screaming. I wanted to hurt. I wanted to cum. I wanted...  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    There is a kitchen utensil Kari used to have. I have no idea what it was called, or what it was supposed to be for. It was just a thin two-millimeter-thick rubber rod connected to a battery driven motor in a handle. If you know what it's called, let me know. The rod was gray and whipped around on the handle but wasn't much of a buzzing vibrator type toy. Occasionally Kari would use it on me, pressing it to my clit or my nipples, but it wasn't a vibrator, and never had the power to really get me off. But one day I watched her pull it out while we had one of her dates tied to her bed. He had already endured three hours worth of milking and we must have had made him cum maybe six or seven times at that point. She lubed the rod on that little device and then slowly worked it INTO his cock. Imagine that. He yelled. A lot. So much that Kari had me straddle his face and push my pussy over his mouth to keep him quiet. Once Kari had three inches worth of rubber rod in his cock, she turned the tool on and began jacking him off. You should have seen the thrashing. My God… it was awful. And incredible. And when he started to cum… 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “EEEEGGGHHHHH!” I screeched, the vibrations too much. Kari threw herself over my back, holding me down as my legs game together, not that it helped. Her hand, still clutching the vibrator and pressed to my clit, was trapped between my legs and I twisted, trying to throw her off, or stop her, or the stimulation. Or hell, maybe I was trying to cum and my body couldn’t figure out how. The clamps on my nipples dug in painfully, tugging in odd ways and the still roaring vibrator shifted position slightly between my legs, so that its full length stretched along my pussy. The tip was vibrating the clamp, which shook and twisted, my clit caught between the metal teeth sending tremors through my sex like a New York City Street Repair crew. With jackhammers.  
 
    I struggled to rise, but Kari’s weight was more than enough to keep me down. She’s taller than I am by almost a foot. I didn’t even realize I was thrusting my hips, frantically fucking her hand, the vibrator, the ben wa balls, and most of all, the jumbo alligator clamp attached to my clit. One of Kari’s hands moved to my ass and I felt her finger push into my freshly fucked bottom, but I ignored it, now totally intent on the sexual violence between my legs. It felt as if some demented madwoman was alternating holding a blow torch to my clit and sucking on it steadily.  
 
    “KARI!” I screamed. “KARI! I’m cumming!” The words came out in a rush, blurted through my heaving cries. I trembled, teeth clenched, my body rigid as I struggled against her, now only desperate to get more, rather than to get away. Energy rushed through me and my vision darkened as the second orgasm struck, leaving me dazed and senseless. I mewled as Kari pulled her hand out from underneath me, the vibrator still buzzing. She turned it off as she lifted her body off mine and I lay there twitching, a flurry of sensory overload still blitzing its way through my nervous system. 
 
    Kari stood up, turned off the vibe, and set it gently on the nightstand. Blessed silence. Slowly, I rolled over, wincing as the alligator clamps adjusted, until I sighed in utter relief, pussy aching, nipples throbbing, my brain still confused as the endorphins and dopamine swirled through my brain.  
 
    “You,” Kari breathed in sincere admiration, “are such a pain slut!” She leaned over and kissed me. Passionately. I loved every second of it. Then her long blonde hair brushed my cheek and she stood up. “I’ll get you a glass of water. You might want to rest just a bit before the next one.” 
 
    The next one. Oh God. I closed my eyes. I felt… good. Strained. Hurting. Aching. But good. But would that last? How would I cope when I was forced to bring the vibrator back down between my legs, to turn it on, to press it against the clamp on my clit, to work myself back into another froth for a third orgasm? 
 
    I looked down at myself.  My nipples were red and very tender, each still caught in the tight lock of the alligator nipple clamps. The chain had left imprints on my skin, leaving thin red marks along the cream-colored flesh. Farther down, my clit was bright red, bulging out from the bite of the clamp. Tiny sparks of pain still shot up from it, but it was more of a dull throb at this point. I dreaded what it would feel like when I took the clamp off.  I reached down to touch, but then chickened out. I didn't want to touch myself. I was afraid of how it would feel. I didn't want another orgasm. 
 
    But that's what the assignment required. Not one, or two, but three orgasms. All clitoral. One right after the other, stuffed with ben wa balls, and wearing alligator clamps. No penetration either, just my clit and the vibrator. It was agony. It was ecstasy.  It was torture. I took a deep breath. Kari wasn’t back yet with the water. I rolled over and looked at the nightstand. The vibrator was there, waiting for me. With shaking fingers, I picked it up and turned it on, all the way to full power. Then I spread my legs, opening, exposing my desperate slit, my tender and aching clitoris, and pressed the vibe to the delicate, clamped nub.  
 
    It hurt. Oh, fuck did it hurt. If ever there was a time that I needed someone there to tie me spread-eagled to the bed, forcing my legs apart, to hold the vibe against my clit, the clamp, to torture me, to hurt me, to make me cum over and over, it was right then. My will power was insufficient and I could barely stand the pressure of the vibrator against the alligator clamp between my legs. I kept pulling away as pain rushed through me. Every time I tried, I failed. It was just too much. 
 
    "Need some help?" Kari asked from the doorway. She had the glass in her hand and was watching me. I loved the sight of her. Tall, blonde, gorgeous, wearing a black negligee that left so much of her perfect body exposed. I nodded, tears in my eyes. 
 
    "I want too. I just... can't." I said, almost sobbing. Kari smiled and came over to the bed.  She took the vibrator away from me and then kissed me softly.  
 
    "Raise your hands, Breanne," she whispered. I followed her orders. The cuffs were already attached to the headboard above me. I felt the leather encircle my wrists, binding me tightly. No matter what I did, or what she did, I would not be able to free myself. Then she moved to my ankles. Thick leather bondage cuffs were attached, pulling me tight, but not to the corners of the bed, but out sideways, spreading me obscenely wide, as if I were some sort of perverted gymnast or dancer, caught permanently in the splits while my pussy lay clamped and exposed for all to see. I felt the tension in my thighs and the rippling effect of the alligator clamp on my pussy. Then Kari climbed up onto the bed and pressed the still buzzing vibrator against my right nipple. For maybe five minutes she tormented my bosom, vibrating the still clamped nipples until they were red and sensitive. She bent down and licked one, over the clamp and I quivered in expectation. Then she held the vibrator like a pen and touched the tip of the shuddering toy directly to my clit.   
 
    I pulled and strained on the cuffs. My legs tugged painfully as I tried to move away. I was too taut though and couldn't even shift my position. I began begging her to stop, to take the vibrator away from me, to touch me anywhere else, to shove the vibrator into my pussy... anything. 
 
    But she didn't.  She held it there, right on my clit, never stopping, never moving it, just rubbing it back and forth across one little spot. I shook. I screamed. I whimpered. I begged. I yelled. There was nothing I could do. I started to go crazy. I said things, things I don't even remember. My brain shut down to everything but the roaring inferno between my legs. 
 
    When I exploded, it was almost too much. Too much sound. Too much heat. Too much pain. Too much pleasure. I felt Kari move as the vibrator was pulled away from my clit and I couldn’t move, couldn’t think, couldn’t cope.  
 
    There was a sharp pain, then relief, and when I opened my eyes, I saw Kari holding the clamp that had been on my clit. She tossed it aside and then pulled the chain between my breasts. She didn't pull the clamps off, thank God, but she did squeeze each of them open. I cried out as blood rushed back into my crushed nipples. Tiny red marks were clearly visible on my breasts. Kari held me as I cried, kissing my hair and face over and over. 
 
    It took me about thirty minutes to recover, all of which I spent still bound to Kari's bed.  When I finally felt somewhat normal, I told Kari I was ready to be let up. She grinned and pulled out a rubber ball gag from the bedside table drawer. My eyes widened as she set it down on the bed next to me and then picked up the large alligator clamp and the vibrator, holding them up above me. 
 
    "Everything has a cost, Breanne. But don't worry. You can scream all you want." 
 
    My eyes widened. “Wait! I’m not up for more! You can’t! Please! Kari! Wait! NO! PL…” then she shoved the ball into my mouth and quickly buckled it in. It muffled my screams as she put the jumbo alligator clamp back on my clitoris. She gave it a little flick before she picked up the vibrator, turned it on to high and then lowered it down until it touched my clitoris. Again. My back arched and I squealed. Sensation seared through me as Kari hummed softly to herself, torturing and pleasuring me as my toes curled and I shuddered, sensitive.  
 
    “Now,” she whispered. “Cum for me one more time.” 
 
    And I did.
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   Good Good Good Good Vibrations - 12/7/10 
 
      
 
    Yesterday morning, it was back to following NHPS Rule #1. After a week off, I was pretty happy about it. Stated simply, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 specifies that girls like me should be constantly stuffed with cock. Of course, that isn’t something that is actually doable, so the rule also states that if I can’t have cock, any sort of sexual toy that keeps me acutely wet, sensibly aroused, and ready to be stripped, tied open, pussy whipped and then fucked is totally acceptable. 
 
    Yeah. I have issues.  
 
    The previous week had been about self-care and I’d skipped Rule #1 for both medical and emotional reasons, so it was nice when those things resolved and I was once again able to get my toy box down from the top shelf, sort through my impressive collection of dildos, vibrators, bullets, balls, and plugs, and make a selection that would leave me… well, acutely wet, sensibly aroused and all that other jazz. I pulled out a complicated Velcro strap harness that when correctly wrapped around my loins, would hold a purple, plastic butterfly shaped vibrator against my pussy. 
 
    I like my RVP, otherwise known as the Rotating Venus Penis. The butterfly shaped vibrator is at the heart of the set toy and it contains not one, but two separate motors. The first causes the entire butterfly to shake, and since the whole thing is pressed up against my petals and clit, you can imagine how good that feels. But the secret to the RVP is that there is a small, four-inch-long probe on the underside of the butterfly. It sticks straight out, even though you can’t see it. That probe was stuck right up inside me, just long enough to satisfy the rules of Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1. And that’s where the second motor comes into play. The little phallus is cockeyed and when it starts turning, it swirls inside me like chef’s spoon, stirring a pot of stew. In seconds I’m not only aroused, but I’m also right on the edge.  
 
    I’m good at handling the vibrations, but the spinning… I can’t handle that at all.  
 
    But then, maybe that’s the point.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I stepped over to my computer, ignoring the way the RVP was gently turning in my pussy. It was still dark outside and before I got dressed and headed out to take care of the animals, I wanted to make sure I had all the specifics of the day’s assignment straight. For the umpteenth time I pulled up the email Master Barrett had sent me, reading it once more.  
 
      
 
    Breanne, I know that you’ve been denied the ability to orgasm over the last week, so I feel that the best gift I could give you is relief. And overload. Tomorrow, put on your Rotating Venus Penis and stuff your bottom with your vibrating anal beads. Any time you are alone, except when you are operating a motor vehicle, turn both the RVP and the beads up to medium. This includes both functions of the RVP. Undoubtedly you will cum, which is authorized, but comes with consequences.  
 
      
 
    Well, duh. Of course, there would be. 
 
      
 
    Should you be unable to hold back, you will need to wrap your tits in the large, blue rubber bands you have, and then complete a dozen NHPS pushups. That should sufficiently chastise you for the orgasm. Also, do not turn off, or turn down, the vibrations and stirring functions.  
 
      
 
     I bit my lip. That was the catch, the clincher, the issue. The constant stimulation I could probably cope with but having to get out the rubber mat studded with tacks, only to lay my poor breasts down on it, especially when wrapped in a rubber band, would be agonizing. I let out a breath as my pussy squeezed down on the RVP’s phallus. I was close to cumming. Sheesh, I didn’t have much control, did I? 
 
    I turned back to my toybox. The first thing I fished out were the vibrating anal beads. They weren’t vibrating yet, but they would be soon enough once I lubricated them and pushed them one by one into my ass. I wasn’t looking forward to that part. The beads are coated in black latex, with seven or eight balls on a plastic-coated line. I pulled out a small bottle of lubricant and began coating them. There was no way they’d go in otherwise, so once they were slippery with the sex gel, I reached around behind myself and pressed the first, tiny bead against my bottom.  
 
    Ugh. 
 
    I’m not a fan of anal sex. Or anal anything. I like the rule that says that the “anus is an exit, not an entrance.” If it were up to me, I would never, ever have anything up my butt again. But evidently my various doms and dommes feel otherwise, and because they know I don’t like it, there is this constant, irritating desire to use anal sex as a means to punish me.  
 
    Sigh. Whatever. 
 
    Bead by bead I pushed the second sex toy into my body and by the time the seventh bead was in my ass, I was uncomfortable. The last one, the biggest, didn’t want to go in and after trying for almost a minute, I realized that I was going to need help. Like the RVP, the beads had a battery pack/control box and I turned them onto medium.  
 
    “Okay,” I muttered, “now the vibrations.” The second slider on the RVP control box moved up and suddenly I was there.  
 
    After almost a week of no orgasms I should have expected my body to react, if not violently, then certainly intensely. My clit seemed to be taking the brunt of the vibrations, though I could feel my entire lower half shaking. I gasped, both hands holding the two control boxes and I fell back against my bed, flopping down as the motorized sex toys upended my world and shot me into orbit. 
 
    The orgasm was intense and powerful and I flopped around on the bed, my slit being shaken and stirred, all while my poor ass was stuffed and vibrated. Was it any wonder I had pussy juice squirting out from between my thighs?  
 
    Master Barrett had specifically stated that I wasn’t allowed to turn off, much less down, any of the motor functions on either toy, so as the sexual euphoria began to fade, I felt the intense torment of the RVP and anal beads, already working to bring me back up to another explosion. 
 
    Oh boy.  
 
    Slowly I sat up. Punishment one earned already. Great. Fantastic. I got to my feet, sweeping up the controllers and I bit my lip. The tack mat was out in the barn, which meant that I needed to get dressed, head outside, and then subject my poor breasts to a dozen NHPS pushups. I took a deep breath, stood up, and got dressed. 
 
    It wasn’t easy.  
 
    Pulling on a pair of tight jeans over the two motorized sex toys strapped and stuffed into my pussy and bottom wasn’t like stepping over a rain puddle. It was uncomfortable and complicated, though I appreciated the ability to put the control boxes into my pockets. I pulled on a tee shirt, but eschewed the white, utilitarian bra I would normally wear. My nipples stood out like hard little pebbles under the shirt and I pulled on a pair of socks before hurrying downstairs to grab my boots. My duster slipped around my shoulders and I hurried out into the darkness, heading straight for our barn. 
 
    It's a large structure, bigger than the house, and holds enough room for multiple animals, plus our tractor and various hookups. I’d give you a list, but I’m guessing that “Lessons in Farm Implements” isn’t really what you’re interested in. In fact, I’m betting that you’d be much more inclined to hear about how I went over to the where I was storing the black, quarter inch thick rubber mat.  
 
    As I pulled it out, I felt the pin pricks against my fingers. Mike the Hardware Guy had kindly spent half an hour hammering almost five hundred metal tacks into the twelve by twenty-two-inch rubber mat. Each tack had been exactly one quarter of an inch long, plus a millimeter. This had meant that each sharp point had emerged from the back of the mat, just enough, to create a uniform pattern of pinpricks.  
 
    Ever seen a yogi lying on a bed of nails? Yeah. Me neither. But I’ve seen pictures, right? I wish I could say it’s the same principle, but it isn’t. This isn’t about spreading weight evenly because the part of me that was about to pressed hard against the pins was soft. Even when wrapped in a blue rubber band. 
 
    I tossed the mat on the floor of the barn and tugged up my tee shirt. I’d take the two cerulean elastic circles out of my toy box and brought them down with me. I’d found them in a grocery store, around some produce and with just a little bit of discomfort, I stretched them over each breast. When I looked down, my boobs were swollen and taut, looking more like ripe fruit hanging from a tree than breasts.  
 
    “This is going to hurt,” I muttered.  
 
    I took a deep breath and knelt down over the tack mat. The RVP and the anal beads were still shaking and swirling, and damn if I wasn’t getting close to another orgasm. I swallowed, bracing myself as I adopted the typical pushup pose, my bare yet firm breasts dangling down beneath me, positioned over the mat. Then I did my first push up. 
 
    Which is a fucking stupid thing to call it. I was already up. I was technically lowering myself down. I grimaced as I felt the first pins digging into my nipples, only to gasp as the prickling sensation spread outward along my breasts as my body weight pressed my boobs against the tack mat. I won’t lie. It hurt. Sort of. It was like everything else. Sensation and stimulation and I lifted my hands up off the ground, put them behind my back with a groan of discomfort, and then hurriedly did a pushup to stop my tits from hurting. 
 
    Ow. “One,” I whispered. 
 
    I hadn’t quite realized how the rubber bands around my boobs would affect the NHPS Pushups and I found myself blinking tears from my eyes as I lowered myself down a number of times. My breasts tingled and seemed to burn, even as the RVP purred non-stop between my legs. And hell, I won’t even mention the fucking anal beads and the stupid dance those things were doing.  
 
    Still, the discomfort of the punishment had mixed results. Sure, it was uncomfortable. It hurt. It left a hundred little red dots all over my breasts, especially around my nipples. But as I finally pushed myself up from the floor, the twelfth pushup completed, my breasts aching horribly, I realized that most of that negative stimulation had been turned upside down in my fucked-up head. Mixed with the acute pleasure of the RVP, and the incessant vibrations of my ass, I was pretty damn close to cumming. Again. 
 
    Well… Fuck.  
 
    I knelt there, swaying back and forth. I could feel it. The arousal. The need. The pressure. It was like a dam was getting ready to break inside me and I realized that the pushups hadn’t just been punishment. They’d been stimulation too and I tugged the fucking rubber bands off my tits, yanked down my shirt. I needed to get to work. Feed the animals. Brush the horses. Feed the… 
 
    “Fuck!” I shouted as the second orgasm hit me. I flopped around for a moment, my pussy tightening violently around the four-inch-long probe swirling in my cunt. My hips jerked as I thrashed on the ground, my tight jeans making the pleasure more intense. I squeezed my eyes shut, hands coming up to my breasts, pushing the shirt back up, only to pinch my nipples hard, twisting the tips between thumb and forefinger as I was shaken and swirled into orgasmic ecstasy.  
 
    It took a few minutes before the constant stimulation cut through the cloud of pure pleasure. I was higher than a kite, blasted into orbit by the mix of dopamine, naturally produced oxytocin, and endorphins that accompany strong, sexual climax. Even without me thinking about it, my fingers began groping for the controllers, my fried synapses struggling with my body’s instinctive reaction to turn off the vibration. I almost had one out of my pocket when my brain turned back on and I was able to stop myself from violating one of Master Barrett’s specific instructions. 
 
    Do not turn off the stimulation.  
 
    Yeah. Right.  
 
    I clenched my jaw as my pussy reported way too much vibration and my clit seemed to tingle. I lay there, chest heaving, me sucking in cold air, until I was finally able to sit up. My pussy was, well… not on fire, but certainly well sauced and I reached for the rubber bands. I let out a whimper as I put the first one back on my aching tit, stretching it wide until it could fit around the base. A moment later both breasts once more looked swollen and stretched, the nipple hard, yet almost flattened. I got back on my knees and hovered over the tack mat. I really didn’t want to do this. 
 
    Then I dropped down.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take a genius to realize that what I needed was companionship. Even with my clit buzzing madly, while a small but intrusive phallus spun cockeyed through my pussy, during which my ass clenched repeatedly around a series of progressively larger vibrating beads, and enduring the prickling torment being inflicted upon my breast, I knew that I needed people around me to silence the vibrations.  
 
    Wincing, breasts hurting, I lifted myself up again from the rubber mat, the sharp little points glinting evilly in the light. I blinked, trying to think past the pain, the pleasure, the need, and develop a strategy for success. 
 
    I dropped down again. Ow.  
 
    My bulging boobs, both of which were bound tight with the thick rubber bands around the base, did not appreciate having my entire upper body weight used to mash them even harder down onto the field of tacks. Even though only a millimeter of each spike was exposed and able to dig into my tits, thus keeping them from puncturing my skin, I felt each point acutely and it wasn’t comfortable. I lifted my hands up off the ground and clasped them momentarily behind my back, wincing. Fuck that hurt! 
 
    Coming back up the hurt lessened, but the non-stop stimulation continued. My pussy was still being stirred silly, my clit and petals vibrated, and my bottom violated and shaken. Suddenly, I realized the problem. My chores. I needed to get them done. As I hovered over the tack mat, I did a quick run through in my head. Twenty minutes? Maybe? Thirty? I bit my lip as I started to drop back down. How long would it take me to feed all the critters and take of the horses? What if I hurried? What if… 
 
    “Owwwwww,” I whined as the tacks dug back into my nipples. My breasts flattened on the mat as I lifted my hands and pain shot through my chest. I touched the small of my back as fast as possible and then pushed myself up, blinking tears from my eyes. 
 
    “Ow,” I mewled again. “Chores.” I shook my head, panting. “Ten minutes for feed in the barn. Then the pigs and goats.” My breasts hung, sore and tender, beneath my heaving chest as I ran through the numbers. “Horses, twenty minutes.” I closed my eyes. I’d be lucky if I could get it done in forty-five minutes. “Oh fuck,” I whispered. Then dropped down again.  
 
    Prickly pin ouch.  
 
    I repeated this impressive mental process several times, where I attempted, poorly I might add, to come up with a way to shorten my chores to keep myself from cumming again. But the way my pussy was quivering, I suspected that I wasn’t done with my early morning orgasms. And as I completed my twelfth NHPS pushup of the set, my twenty-fourth of the morning, I felt myself tightening. 
 
    “No,” I wailed at myself. “Don’t!” 
 
    I struggled to my feet, my tee shirt still up around my neck, and I stumbled forward. I only glanced down at my chest for a second, but the view still shocked me. My breasts looked raw and hot and flushed and there were tiny little red dots all over them. I wasn’t bleeding, but damn…  
 
    “Move your ass, girl!” I shouted at myself.  
 
    I ran over to the feed bins, grabbing buckets, tits still hanging out. I think my shirt started to drop, covering me up, but I was concentrating so much on getting food that I was able to ignore my aching, burning breasts and the spinning, shaking, pulsing of my loins and bottom. I stumbled across the barn, buckets in hand, and approached my horse, Star. She nickered in greeting and I poured the feed in quickly, without even really giving her the good morning she deserved.  
 
    I fed the other horse, then returned to the feed bins. Next came the goats and I had to grab my duster and put it on before I waddled out to the goat pen. They bleated their hungry greeting, not caring that my pussy was clenching violently, or that my clit felt like it was the epicenter for an earthquake, or that my breasts felt like they’d been used as a pincushion. They just wanted the food.  
 
    And they were cute. Damn, I love goats. They are awesome critters and even that morning, I couldn’t help smiling as they hurried up to the fence line, crying out their hunger. I understood that. I had hungers too. I had… 
 
    My eyes widened. “No!” I blurted out. “No! Not yet! No! You can’t!” I spun, struggling to go back into the barn. I hadn’t even fed the pigs yet! I shook my head as the waves crashed against me. I dropped the buckets, falling to my knees near a stack of hay. I ended up lying on my back, my legs spread, my hips doing this strange churning dance toward the roof. My left hand shot down between my legs, pressing against the denim at my crotch, forcing the RVP upward, deeper, resulting in more vibrations stimulating my clit as well. I cried out in ecstasy, shaking as my booted heels thumped on the floor. Then I cried out, throwing my head back, cumming intensely as my body twitched and thrust and jerked.  
 
    Orgasm number three. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    My mom eyed me suspiciously as I stumbled into the kitchen. 
 
    “Are you okay?” She asked me, looking up from the stove. My face was flushed and I let out a groan, moving forward.  
 
    “Fine. I fell, okay?” I replied roughly. It wasn’t exactly true, unless we were talking about the metaphorical cliffs of orgasm. And then, yeah… I fell. Multiple times. I like to thank my upbring and George Lucas, the creator of Star Wars for that. What I told you was true, from a certain point of view. 
 
    “You fell? Off what?”  
 
    Of course, some mothers have the innate ability to know when you’re lying. I gave her an embarrassed smile. “Too embarrassing to relate. I’ll go upstairs and get some cold/hot cream. I’ll be fine.” I picked up the pace and almost made it through the kitchen. 
 
    “Breanne? Are you wearing a bra?” My mother asked with a stern voice. 
 
    Shit. I didn’t answer. I just ran for it. 
 
    My father was already sitting in the living room, his walker by his chair, the withered remains of his leg propped up. He’d been hit by a drunk driver my senior year of college and while he’d gotten a handsome settlement and was on disability, the reduction in mobility had cost him dearly. It also meant that I was the one running the farm. 
 
    “Hi Dad,” I said as I moved past him. 
 
    He gave me a smile. “Morning, Bre. What’s shaking?” 
 
    I hesitated. “What?” I said, the color draining from my face. I felt a moment of utter panic. He couldn’t be hearing the vibrating beads, or the RVP, because both of those toys were off.  
 
    His eyes found mine and for a moment there was a tense moment. “How are the animals?” He added. 
 
    I blinked. “Oh. They’re fine,” I blurted out. My face suddenly felt hot. I couldn’t help feeling as if he knew what I’d been up to.  
 
    “Well, good. Your mother is almost done making breakfast. Go get cleaned up and come and eat.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah.” 
 
    I started climbing the stairs but it wasn’t easy. You try doing it with a four-inch-long probe stuffed up your cunt, and seven plastic beads jammed in your ass.  
 
    And my boobs hurt.  
 
    Upstairs, I had no choice but to turn the vibrating beads in my bottom back on, not to mention the RVP and I quickly plucked a bra out of my drawer, stripped off the tee shirt, and looked in the mirror. My bosom was a deep shade of pink, with hints of scarlet and looked more like raw hamburger than person. I winced as I pulled on the bra. Thirty-six nympho humiliation pain slut pushups had turned my chest into a sore, sensitive mass of ouch and the bra didn’t help things one bit.  
 
    Inside my pussy, the RVP swirled.  
 
    I pulled my shirt back on, trying not groan. I’d finished my chores after the third orgasm, but it had been hard, and I’d almost lost it a fourth time. I’d given the horses only the barest minimum of attention and then hurried up to the house, shutting off the RVP and beads just as I was starting to get close to climax. It turned into a frustrating, sexual edge, leaving me breathless, aching, and needy. 
 
    My pussy quivered, clenching around the phallus, trembling as the vibrations slipped through me.  
 
    “Enough of this,” I muttered. I headed toward the door my room, pulling the control boxes out of my pockets and silencing the monsters within me. As my loins quieted, I sighed in relief and headed downstairs.  
 
    Breakfast with the family was its usual affair and for the first few minutes I endured it. But as my body settled, the silence of the sex toys giving me a needed break, and my mother’s queries about my braless bosom ended, all I had to cope with was my sore breasts. Careful movements of my arms allowed me to get through it and I even volunteered to help my mother get things cleaned up, rather than head back out and get a few more of my chores done. 
 
    An hour and a half later, I stepped back outside and as I crossed the courtyard toward the barn, I turned everything back on. I barely made it out of view of the house when my hips rolled and I jerked forward, cumming with barely a whisper.  
 
    Number four. When I straightened up, I looked at the tack mat with a sense of dread.  
 
    “Holy fuck,” I whispered. “I can’t do this!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was around two in the afternoon when I pulled up to main entrance of the mall and I took a deep breath. Instantly, I regretted it as the soft material of my tee shirt slid against my breasts. The morning had been awful and the non-stop agitation of my pussy and ass had left me in the throes of orgasm five times. After my fifth set of NHPS Pushups had turned my tits into tenderized bits of agony, I’d climbed into my truck to escape. 
 
    I didn’t want to cum again.  
 
    I’d swung by a drive thru and picked up a burger, only to eat it in the car and I was grateful that Master Barrett hadn’t added any crazy requirements like driving around bare breasted. Even if he had, the sight of my boobs would have drawn exclamations of shock and surprise, not arousal, because frankly they looked horrible. Bruises were starting to form and my nipples looked swollen and painful.  
 
    But sitting in a pickup truck for hours on end is not only uncomfortable, it’s boring, and I struck upon an idea so simple that I’m surprised I hadn’t thought about it earlier. I needed someplace to hang where I wouldn’t be alone, thus requiring me to turn on the vibrating anal beads and the RVP.  
 
    So, I went to the mall.  
 
    I walked through the door feeling unusually calm. The sex toys in my bottom and pussy were nice and quiet, and except for the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra under my tee shirt and duster, I was dressed not only conservatively, but respectably. Slowly, I made my way toward the small junk jewelry store where my friend and sometimes mistress, Julie, worked. I stepped into the place, earrings glittering around me, and found my friend standing behind the register. She was bone thin, but her face was heart-shaped and perfect. Her hair however, was currently two different shades of purple, and flowing in very different, unnatural directions. I blinked, trying to sort it out, when she looked up at me. 
 
    “Bre?” She said in surprise. 
 
    “Did you French Kiss a light socket?” I asked curiously. 
 
    Her eyes narrowed slightly. “Are you dressed?” 
 
    My eyebrow went up. “Obviously.” 
 
    Julie sniffed. “Well, it doesn’t suit you. Why aren’t you wearing something more appropriate.” 
 
    I gave her a small smile. “Because Master Barrett allowed me to wear this.” 
 
    That gave her pause. “Another assignment?” She asked curiously. 
 
    I sighed and came up to the counter. “I’m taking a break,” I said honestly. “It’s been brutal.” 
 
    Julie grinned, crossing her arms. “Tell me about it.” 
 
    So, I did. I told her about the orgasms, the vibrators, the RVP, the NHPS pushups. All of it. “And then I figured I’d come here,” I said with a shrug. “People are around so I don’t need to turn on the RVP or anything.”  
 
    Julie frowned. “I like the assignment,” she admitted, “but you getting away with not getting vibrated while here at the mall is sort of a cheat.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked.  
 
    “Well,” she said simply. “Getting to turn the RVP off was more of to save you embarrassment in front of your parents. In fact, I’m willing to bet that if you asked Master Barrett if you could turn the RVP and anal beads off at the mall, he would say no.” 
 
    I bit my lip. Suddenly, driving around bored for four more hours sounded good. 
 
    “Let me see your tits,” Julie suddenly said.  
 
    I blinked, then glanced at the door that led to the back room. I fidgeted, but then nodded. “All right,” I said, taking a few steps. She held out her hand. 
 
    “No. Right here.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “What? Here? In the open?” 
 
    Julie rolled her eyes. “There are no customers. It’s a Tuesday afternoon, and your back is to the fucking entrance. Plus, you’re wearing the duster. Just lift your shirt and show me your tits. How hard is that?” 
 
    I looked over my shoulder, she wasn’t wrong of course, but I’m disposed against gratuitous acts of frontal nudity. Still, Julie was one of my dommes, so I knew I needed to obey her. I licked my lips nervously, then grasped the bottom of my shirt and hauled it up, wincing as my breasts popped out into view. 
 
    “Wow!” Julie said in appreciation. Her hand came forward and to my shock she began playing with the nipple of my right breast. “Look at that!” She exclaimed, rubbing the tip. I let out a little whimper because the sensation of her touch was very intense. It didn’t technically hurt, much. But it left me aching, nonetheless. She let me go and sighed. “I’d love to see you do a set of NHPS pushups.” 
 
    I frowned. “I left the tack mat in the truck,” I said grumpily. Hell, I’d only brought it just in case. I hadn’t intended to let myself cum again.  
 
    Julie looked up at me. “Well, obviously I can’t let this stand,” she said.  
 
    I blinked. “Let what stand?” I asked.  
 
    “You, here, dressed like that.” 
 
    My mouth fell open. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Julie crossed her arms. “What’s Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number four?”  
 
    I froze. Then I swallowed hard. My mouth felt dry and when I spoke, reciting the words, my voice was tiny and high pitched. “A nympho humiliation pain slut should always dress provocatively so she can be recognized as the slut she is yet dress according to the desires and requirements of her masters and mistresses.” 
 
    Julie smiled. “Did Master Barrett specifically tell you to wear your blue jeans and tee shirt?” 
 
    I could feel myself spinning down into a spiral of disaster. “No,” I whispered. My bare, mangled breasts were still exposed and I quivered. 
 
    “Then it’s settled,” Julie said clearly. “You will strip naked, wearing only the RVP and the Vibrating Anal beads, which is technically the only thing Master Barrett required you to have on. I’ll allow you the duster.” 
 
    I swallowed. Great. I’d look like a stripper.  
 
    “Except you cannot close the buttons,” she added. 
 
    “What?” I exclaimed. “That’s insane!” I blurted out. I grabbed my shirt and dragged it back down over my breast. “I’ll get arrested!” My duster had five buttons down the front.  
 
    Julie grinned. “I doubt that,” she said. “But I will allow you to purchase closure. In exchange for a single level of vibrations.” 
 
    I blinked.  
 
    “If you turn the RVP rotation up to medium, you can close two buttons. On high, you can close three.” 
 
    “But… but I’ll cum!” I wailed.  
 
    Julie grinned. “Well, that would be interesting, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    I swallowed. “Does it have to be the RVP?” 
 
    “Oh. Would you prefer to have your ass shaking during your lap?” 
 
    I looked away. “I don’t want to cum,” I bleated. 
 
    “Then I suggest finding someplace private to unbutton your coat so you can turn the vibrations off, or down.” She leaned forward, a wicked grin on her face. “Or better yet, cum for me. Cum for me several times so I can watch you do those pushups. And when you’re done, it will be my turn to have some fun punishing you.” She jerked her thumb toward the back room. “You can strip in there.” 
 
    With halting steps, I stumbled toward the rear of the store.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I emerged to find Julie waiting for me, arms crossed, face expectant, and she was almost tapping her foot with impatience as I came out. The front of my duster was tightly buttoned, all the way up to my throat and I was already having trouble coping with the various vibrations shooting up from between my legs. The anal vibrator was on medium, which had allowed me to two buttons. I’d tried high, but it was just too much for me to cope with. So, the RVP had to take up the slack. I’d set the vibrations to low, and the rotation to medium, leaving me in desperate straits. I could feel the pressure building exponentially and to be honest, I wasn’t sure I was going to even make it out of the store before cumming, let alone a full lap of the mall. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Julie said skeptically, her eyes going down my front to my feet. 
 
    “What?” I managed to splutter through the sexual stimulation. 
 
    “Boots?” She shook her head. “I said you needed to be naked.” 
 
    I blinked. “I don’t have any other shoes,” I replied in shock. 
 
    She smirked at me. “Then go barefoot.”  
 
    The very idea floored me. Walk the mall barefoot? Was she nuts? 
 
    “Take them off,” she ordered.  
 
    I bit my lip with indecision, though in hindsight I can’t imagine why. I mean, it wasn’t like I was going to refuse her. Slowly I leaned over, lifted one foot, and tugged off my boot. Julie wrinkled her nose when she saw my sock. I took a shuddering breath, then pulled my sock off too. I put my bare sole down on the floor. The tile was cold and I hurriedly took off the other booth until I was standing in the nude, getting vibrated and stirred intensely, wearing only a tightly buttoned duster. I felt insanely vulnerable. I wiggled my toes nervously. 
 
    “Unbutton the coat for me,” Julie said with a sneer. “I want to verify you are naked underneath.” 
 
    I swallowed but unbuttoned the front of the coat, my eyes on the front entrance of the store. I was standing behind the register island, just in case, but that still didn’t mean someone might just pop in. I kept my hands on my coat as I opened it, flashing my bare breasts and then my hips. The RVP was nestled right in the cleft of my thighs and Julie grinned, nodding.  
 
    “Satisfactory. How does it feel?” She asked with a grin. 
 
    “Like I’m going to cum,” I whispered sullenly. “Soon.” 
 
    Julie liked that. “Good! Swing by your truck and get the tack mat before you come back too.”  
 
    I closed my eyes but gave her a quick nod.  
 
    “Well? Go,” she said with a shooing gesture.  
 
    I quickly buttoned up my coat, right back to my chin, and hurried forward. With my coat closed, I’d expected to feel nervous, but more worried about the vibrations causing me to cum, than what people might think of me as I walked along. But I was utterly shocked that being forced to remove my boots and socks left me feeling just as vulnerable and exposed as if I’d been walking along with my duster open. As I emerged from Julie’s store and felt the carpet lining the main hall, my toes curled and all I could think of was how I looked. Fire-engine red hair, blue denim duster, bare calves and feet. What would people think? 
 
    Humiliation is a mental game and as I hurried back toward the entrance I’d come in at, every time someone looked at me, I inwardly cringed. I could see curiosity, but in my head, that morphed into either ridicule or certain understanding of who and what I was. This happened all while the RVP was swirling in my pussy, a four-inch-finger of lust that was just stirring my honey pot with remorseless love. And the vibrations… oh God! Between the anal beads in my bottom and the base of the RVP, I had my own set of earthquakes rumbling along between my legs. It was a good thing I was going to get my tack mat because there was no fucking way I was going to be able to complete the required round.  
 
    Going outside, into the parking lot, was something of a relief and I felt some of the pressure disappear. Of course, it was cold outside and going barefoot on the concrete, and then onto the asphalt surface, played havoc on my feet. I winced, picking my way across, cursing myself for parking so far out. It was an uncomfortable walk.  
 
    “Next time Bre, bring high heels!” I gasped as I made it to my truck. I opened the door and reached in, grabbing the canvas sack that held the tack mat. It didn’t really fit and I’d rolled it up and jammed it in. But anyone looking would see it was a rubber square with tacks nailed into it.  
 
    Suddenly my mouth went dry. How could people not know what this thing was for? I licked my lips. I glanced at myself in the mirror. My pussy tightened. How could I not look like what I was? The pressure surged and I jammed a hand down to the button above my hips and I unfastened it, reaching in. I had to turn the rotation function off! I couldn’t take it. I was going to cum if I didn’t! I thumbed the slider down and whimpered. The vibrations were still there, still bad, but not quite as difficult to cope with. I rebuttoned the duster, then undid the top. I felt the cold air on my chest. It didn’t reveal anything too daring, but now there was some cleavage showing and more bare skin. 
 
    Not good.  
 
    I shouldered the bag. Maybe if I hurried, I’d avoid the stares. I locked the truck then hurried back into the mall. My feet were freezing by this time and going inside was only marginally better. But I turned away from Julie’s store, heading in the other direction. She wanted one loop? Well then, one loop it would be.  
 
    I started walking, staying out of the middle of the walkway, and hugging the storefronts. I wasn’t really window shopping. Instead, I was focusing on people passing me. Some didn’t seem to care and those were the ones I liked the most. But some people looked over at me, undoubtedly drawn by the color of my red locks, only to wonder why I was barefoot. And then there were the people who seemed to know. Who saw my cleavage and calves and exposed soles and seemed to intuitively know that I was completely naked beneath the coat. They seemed to leer at me, eyes burning through the denim to watch my hips as they jerked and twitched involuntarily, making me veer and wander off course.  
 
    I wasn’t even a quarter of the way through my lap when I realized that the vibrations were just as much a problem as the rotation. I was going to cum, and soon, if I didn’t find a way to reduce the sexual stimulation. I couldn’t unfasten the next button down. My bare breasts would have been at serious risk of popping out of the coat. The bottom button however, was an option. Sure, every step would have exposed my legs right up to my inner thigh, but I didn’t think I’d be showing my RVP covered pussy. I just had to take little steps. Right? 
 
    I swung into a clothing store to make the adjustments, turning down the vibration going into my slit. The RVP’s shaking function had been on medium, but even on low, I felt that I was going to have a problem. Still, I opened the bottom of the coat and took an experimental step. Normal walking flashed my leg right up to a few inches above my knee. It would reinforce the perception that I was nude. Everyone would think it now. Not just those who seemed to intuit it. I licked my lips, my pussy quivering as my ass tightened down rhythmically on the vibrating anal beads. How the fuck had I gotten into this mess?  
 
    I made it down the mall just four more stores when my slit reported that if I didn’t stop the stimulation, I was going to be in some serious tack mat trouble when I got back to Julie’s store. I darted behind another clothing rack and turned off the RVP completely, trembling with need, which was iced with humiliation. People were looking at me and I was having serious mental trouble coping with it.  
 
    Buttons. 
 
    I opted for the middle one. It made the most sense. Leave the ones across my loins and over my tits closed for decency’s sake, and they would probably keep the middle of my coat from opening. Probably. I took a breath, shuddering as my ass continued to rumble. Still, without the direct purr of the RVP driving me banana crackers, I felt I at least had a chance of making it.  
 
    A few feet more I found myself presented with a horrible temptation. The food court literally split the mall in half, and if I walked through the dining area, I’d be able to cut my lap in half. Then all I had to do was find a changing room to hide in for fifteen or twenty minutes, simulating the time I was walking, and then head back to Julie’s store. It was the perfect plan. I bit my lip, longing to cross the food court.  
 
    “She’ll never know,” I whispered, still quivering, my hands clutched tightly across my middle. I turned left, took the short cut, and started looking toward the various clothing stores to find a spot to hide in.  
 
    Which is why I didn’t see her coming.  
 
    “Hello Breanne,” Julie said as I stumbled to a halt, a shocked look on my face. 
 
    “J-J-Julie!” I managed to splutter. 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “You made really good time,” she said crossing her arms. I felt the heat on my cheeks. “Really good time.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open, but I didn’t know what to say. Instead, I dropped my head looking down. Julie didn’t glare at me. Instead, she smiled. 
 
    And yes, that worried the fuck out of me.  
 
    She stepped closer and I felt her hand slide through the opening in my duster. Her fingers found my bare hip, traveled down the right side of my body and I gasped as my pussy tightened, the muscles of my belly fluttering. For a second, I thought she was either trying to tickle me, or finger me, though the later didn’t make any sense considering that I hard the RVP pressed tightly against my sex. It wasn’t until she found the tiny control box that I had tucked into one of the straps of the RVP itself that I suddenly realized what Julie intended. 
 
    “Wait! Please!” I gasped. “I didn’t mean to…” But it was too late. The RVP surged between my legs, both the rotation and vibration functions now on full freaking power. Julie pulled her hand out of coat, though she didn’t step away. 
 
    “I suppose, if you really want, you could turn the RVP down, halfway at least,” she said snidely. “But then your duster would be wide open, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    I stood there, standing in the mall concourse, trembling like a leaf, barefoot and so turned on that I could barely think straight. It was too much. The humiliation, the vibrations in my bottom, the RVP swirling and twirling and shaking. Hell, even the fact that my coat was practically half open added to the mix of sensations and I jammed my fist into my mouth as I tried to hold back. 
 
    “No,” Julie said with wide open encouragement. “Don’t resist. Please feel free to cum.” She put her hands on her hips. “Repeatedly,” she said dangerously. 
 
    Say what you will, sometimes I follow orders. 
 
    The orgasm wasn’t loud, but it was wet. I swayed as the overwhelming stimulation sent me into orbit and I’m kind of surprised I didn’t attract more attention. Maybe it was because I was with Julie. Her purple-colored hair and black, gothic clothing was strange enough that a barefoot redhead flasher in the middle of orgasm just wasn’t that noticeable. I shuddered, panting hard as I struggled not to cry out. Then I felt the surge of wetness between my legs and cum began to drip onto the tile between my feet. 
 
    “Oh,” sneered Julie. “What a shame. Now you’ll have to do some more nympho humiliation pain slut pushups! And I’ll get to watch!” 
 
    She stepped up next to me and pushed her arm through mine. I stood there, barely cognizant of my surroundings, still dazed. Julie forced me forward and I let her pull me.  
 
    “Where… where are we going?” I managed to ask a moment later.  
 
    “My car,” Julie replied. “Then my apartment. I want privacy when you do the pushups. And then after that, I’ll want privacy when I punish you for trying to cheat and not do the entire lap.” 
 
    Together we walked down the mall, though I’m not sure I was actually walking. Stumbling possibly. Yanked? Tugged? Forced? I’m not sure. Part of me was relieved that instead of being forced to walk the whole circuit, we were heading straight back toward the entrance near Julie’s store, but underneath that was the trepidation of what was going to happen afterward.  
 
    Or was that excitement? Inside me the RVP was going banana fucking nuts crazy and I was absolutely sure that I was going to cum again, despite the orgasm I’d had just a few minutes before. It was maddening. The swirling sensation as the four-inch-long cock turned and stirred my pussy, while the entire thing shook like the speakers at a rock concert. My face was flushed and my hips twitched as we walked.  
 
    As soon as we stepped out into the cool November air, Julie paused. I felt myself yanked backwards for a moment and I turned to look at her in surprise.  
 
    “Unbutton your coat,” Julie ordered. 
 
    I blinked. “Here?” The incredulity I was feeling came through quite clearly. There was no fucking way I could unbutton my coat there. We were standing in front of the freaking mall. People were walking in and out past us. Okay, not a whole lot of them, but some. 
 
    Julie nodded. “Here. You avoided most of the humiliation I intended for you to endure, so now you’ll do it all. My car is a hundred feet over there and you will walk to it with your duster wide open, your tits sticking out, chin up.” 
 
    “I’ll get arrested!” I blurted out in near panic. Julie rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Give me a break,” she snorted. “Presuming anyone calls the police in the first place, it will take them six minutes to get here. We’ll be gone in two. Second, showing your tits isn’t a crime. Worst that would happen is you get criminally trespassed from the mall.” She grinned. “Now open your coat or the punishment you’ll be getting in the car will be worse.” 
 
    My mouth fell open. “The car?” I stammered. 
 
    Julie leaned forward, eyes hard. “Unbutton. Your. Fucking. Coat.” 
 
    And just like that, my hands moved. My eyes never left hers and she didn’t look down as I unfastened the button above my loins. I felt the cold air on my hips as my hands moved up. Then the duster loosened across my bosom and my nipples hardened instantly as they were exposed. I swallowed hard. 
 
    Julie glanced down and smiled. “I absolutely love the way your tits look,” she said softly, lifting a hand and touching me. She ran a thumb down the slope of my breast to my nipple. “All red and bruised and mangled.” She licked her lips. “I wish I’d been the one to do it to you.” Then she pinched the tip and I squeaked from the pain. “Let’s go,” she said, giving my tit a pull before letting go. 
 
    She turned and I followed, immediately bringing one arm across my breasts while my other hand hovered over the buzzing, twisting sex toy strapped to my pussy. A couple approached, walking toward the mall and I turned beet red, the same color as my hair, as I felt the heat on my cheeks. The man tried not to be too obvious, but the woman was glaring at me and she pulled her husband the other direction. As they passed, Julie laughed at my discomfiture.  
 
    The parking lot was not nice on my feet. My toes were getting cold quick and the concrete was hard and prickly on my soles. But Julie’s car wasn’t that far and she came around to the passenger side, opening the door for me. I dropped in, feeling a sense of relief, and I let my coat close over my nude body, lifting my right foot to warm it with my fingers. Julie got in and started the engine. A moment later there was heat and I sighed. 
 
    “Coat open, and push the seat all the way back,” Julie said as the vehicle began to move. I glanced at her but flipped the front of my duster away from my body. Her windows were tinted, but not as much as I would have liked. But one thing was for sure, I was much, much closer to orgasming than I’d been while standing in front of the mall. Julie could undoubtedly see how my hips were thrusting. 
 
    “Can we please turn down the RVP?” I begged. 
 
    Julie looked over at my ravaged breasts. “Why?” She asked, clearly unwilling to consider the request. 
 
    “Because I think I might cum again,” I panted. I still had one foot up on my other leg, trying to warm my toes.  
 
    “Wow. More NHPS pushups?” Asked Julie. She nodded at my foot. “Put it up on the dash with your foot over the vent.” 
 
    That was the last thing I wanted to do, but I knew that things would get worse if Julie felt I was being willfully disobedient. I lifted my right foot as I scooted the seat backward. The heat felt wonderful, but I was even more displayed.  
 
    “Now the other foot.”  
 
    I closed my eyes. This was almost too much. I spread my legs, my bare feet on Julie’s dashboard. Warmth caressed my toes, my arches, and then flowed up my cold legs straight to my hot pussy. Julie reached over and fucking patted the RVP. I gasped, quivering, right on the edge. 
 
    “Julie!” I blurted out. “I’m going to cum!” Her hand continued to manipulate the base of the RVP, working it around and pressing it hard against my pussy. 
 
    “Well, that’s not good for you, is it?” She asked, moving her hand up from my groin to my breast. She began pinching my nipple and I gasped, shaking. The pressure of her nails, twisting the tip of my breast back and forth was more than enough to push me off the edge and I threw my head back, crying out as another orgasm rushed through me. My toes curled and my foot slipped as my buttocks tightened and my pussy thrust. Then more fluids spurted out from around the RVP, leaving my pussy wet and the back of my duster soaked.  
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Julie let my breast go and once again focused on driving. I sat there, panting, an idiotic grin on my face, until the motors inside me felt strained.  
 
    “Can I turn off the RVP?” I begged weakly. 
 
    Julie frowned. “I’m inclined to say no,” she said simply. “Because you’re a fuckslut and I know that you’ll easily have another orgasm if given the opportunity. But I want you to be able to take your punishment. So, turn them down to low. Both functions.” 
 
    I bit my lip. I wanted them off, but I understood. My hand fumbled with the controller and I felt the probe in my pussy slow down to what I felt was still an unreasonable speed, and the vibrations scaled back to something only incessantly maddening. I sat there, watching the landscape go by, trying to settle my nerves. 
 
    Julie’s apartment complex had either been the target of a bombing or was just old and decrepit. The parking lot had once been asphalt, but now was a gray landscape of potholes, gravel swaths, and broken glass. She had me button up my coat as we got out of the car, and she helped me navigate the lot and mud-soaked slurry that covered the pathway up to her front door. We made it in and she locked the door behind us. 
 
    “Coat. Off,” she said. “Then sit down on the sofa.” She walked off toward the kitchen. 
 
    I pulled off my duster. I had no other clothes, since Julie had left them all in the back of her store, along with my boots. Then I sat down on the loveseat. There wasn’t an actual sofa. A heavily scared and massive, solid oak coffee table sat between me and the television set, which was smaller than the one at my house. She came back in a moment later with a big plastic bowl, setting it down on the table. It was full of water and I smelled soap. There was a washcloth in it too.  
 
    “Julie?” I asked as she knelt and picked up the washcloth. She smiled up at me. 
 
    “I can’t abide dirty feet,” she said simply. She grabbed my right ankle and began gently washing the bottom of my foot. The rag came away filthy and she rinsed it in the warm water. It tickled a little, but it felt good too. Warm and soft. I sat there, my slit still swirling and rumbling, with Julie. 
 
    “Are you going to punish me?” I asked softly as she continued to scrub. 
 
    She nodded. “Damn right I am,” she said cheerfully. “Right after you do your NHPS Pushups.” 
 
    The bag was over in the corner and I closed my eyes. I did not want to do another dozen. Worse, the pressure inside me was still increasing steadily. What happened when I exploded?  
 
    Julie put my feet back on the floor, stood up, and carried the dirty water out of the living room. When she returned from the kitchen, she snagged my bag and extracted my tack mat. It unrolled easily and she put it down on the coffee table, the little metal spikes pointed upward. Then to my surprise, she placed the palms of both hands on the mat and pushed. 
 
    “Don’t!” I cried out, but Julie let out a laugh and pulled her hands up. The skin was covered in little red dots. 
 
    “I pushed as hard as I could, just to see,” she said with a grin. “Uncomfortable.” She pushed the mat onto the floor. “So, let me see you do it to your tits.” 
 
    I licked my lips and stood up. Naked, except for the RVP purring in my pussy, and the vibrating anal beads in my bottom, I moved around the table until I had room. I got down on my knees slowly, only to get a solid smack from Julie, right on the ass. 
 
    “Stop going so slow. Get your boobs on that damn mat now,” she urged me.  
 
    I dropped down, grimacing. I lifted my arms behind my back and winced as the sharp little tacks once more dug into my breasts. The prickling sensation was awful and the moment I clasped my hands together, I quickly brought my arms forward again, lifting up so that my abused bosom hung like so much mashed fruit.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” Julie hummed, sitting down on the love seat so she could watch me from the side. “Do it again!”  
 
    For a second time I mashed my breasts on the sharp and shiny tips of the rows and columns of tacks and this time, Julie stuck her feet out and put them on my back. She didn’t weigh very much, but the added weight made my boobs hurt a little bit more. I groaned and she let me up. 
 
    “Spread your legs wide for the next one,” she said.  
 
    That was awkward, but I managed, and as I suffered the sharp pinpoints digging into my breasts, she leaned forward, reached out, and thrust her forefinger up under the base of the RVP. I gasped as she slipped partway into me, alongside the four-inch-long prove of the Rotating Venus Penis, and the sound of the motor corkscrewing in my pussy sounded very loud. I whimpered, not sure if I was loving or hating the various sensations being forced upon me. She pulled her finger out, grabbed hold of the vibrating anal beads, or at least the base of them, since the beads themselves were still in my bottom, and pulled the biggest one out. 
 
    “Do another pushup,” she ordered. 
 
    I lifted myself up, panting, and when I went back down, she rammed the large, shaking bead back in. I gasped and groaned, the ache in my bottom almost more than I could bear. 
 
    “Again,” she said, tugged the large bead out.  
 
    We did this almost half a dozen times, her pushing the vibrating anal bead back into my ass when my breasts were pressed to the tack mat. Sometimes she pulled two, and once even three beads out, thrusting them back into my sore ass. When we got to the twelfth pushup, she gave me a hard spanking and to my shock, pulled the entire string of beads out of my bottom, turning them off and tossing them away. Tears filled my eyes, partly in relief, but also because my bottom stung almost as much as my breasts. 
 
    “Up,” she said, slapping my ass again. “On all fours.” 
 
    I lifted up, my raw and reddened boobs looking like tenderized meat. I closed my eyes as Julie pulled the RVP controller from the strap and I felt the motors slow and then go still. I shook my head. I had been so close to cumming! I bit my lips. 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered. 
 
    Julie grinned as she undid the straps. “Don’t thank me. Not yet,” she said simply. Then the toy loosened and she pulled it completely free of my loins. I gasped as the tiny probe came loose and Julie set it down on the table. 
 
    “Now get up on the sofa,” she said. “Sit down with your legs pulled up and your feet up in the air, holding your knees.”  
 
    Sniveling, I did. The fabric felt rough on my bottom and I pulled up my legs and grabbed hold of my knees. My bare little feet bobbed in the air and I could see the dark pink redness of my pussy, waiting. She stood up and too my shock, pulled off her black colored pants, revealing a scarlet-colored thong. This came off as well and I licked my lips as I saw her sweet little pussy, the tiny clit begging to be licked.  
 
    Which is when Julie grabbed my RVP, brought it up to her sex, and pushed it in. 
 
    I admit, that surprised me and I felt a surge of jealousy. But I didn’t say anything. I just watched her secure the straps. She tucked the controller in the waist band but didn’t turn it on. Then she went to the side of the loveseat, reached underneath, and pulled out a piece of rope. She laid it on the armrest, then went to the other side, and got another rope. Or maybe it was the same rope. She moved into the middle, taking hold of both sides, and ran them under my knees. 
 
    “Stripped and tied open,” she whispered as I found my legs being pulled further apart, still folded, my pussy now quite vulnerable and very exposed. “Do you know what comes next?” She asked. 
 
    I gulped. “My punishment?” I asked. 
 
    Julie grinned wickedly. “Oh yes,” she replied. I don’t know where she’d been hiding the leather sap, but it just appeared. She held it up over my pussy as I tensed, expectation flooding through me. It was going to hurt, but as aroused as I was? 
 
    “Julie?” I panted, excited and desperate and wanton and even scared. “How many strokes are you going to give me?”  
 
    Julie thumbed the controller of the RVP to low, both functions and she gasped, eyes going wide. “Oh my God,” she whispered, giving me an incredulous look. “How can you handle this damn thing?” She shut her eyes, shaking her head, trying to cope. I couldn’t help smiling. 
 
    “You have to be a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said with just a touch of smugness. “And I asked how many strokes you’re going to give me.” 
 
    Julie opened her eyes, seeming to master her physical responses to the intense stimulation. She lifted the sap and smiled. 
 
    “Until I cum,” she taunted. Then she began paddling my pussy with the leather sap. Heat and fury burst between my legs and suddenly my breasts didn’t hurt anymore. I cried out, shaking and trembling as she spanked my cunt, working me into a burning froth. I cried out, jaw clenched as my toes curled. She left almost a dozen strokes when she suddenly bent down, put her mouth on my pussy, and began sucking on my clit. 
 
    It took only ten seconds. 
 
    “Please!” I gasped. “Please hit me!”  
 
    Julie’s face game up, her mouth and chin wet, her eyes gleaming. She raised the sap and slapped it down wetly, fast and sharp, a flurry of blows. 
 
    And I exploded. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I pulled up to the house just a few minutes before dinner. The RVP was off, and so were the vibrating anal beads. My jeans were wrapped tightly around my loins and my boots, shirt, and duster were all in place. It had been a wild afternoon and the multiple orgasms I’d endured with Julie had left me exhausted.  
 
    And hurting. 
 
    My breasts were especially sore and I knew that I’d need a few days to recuperated. My chest looked like a combination of bad sun burn and a thorough beating, and even without a bra, I was wincing when the fabric of my clothing touched my nipples.  
 
    But I’d cum. Lots. I practically stumbled back into the house and I found my mother in the kitchen. Dinner smelled amazing and she looked up at me. 
 
    “Bre! Where have you been all day?” She asked me with a smile.  
 
    I shrugged, then winced, regretting it. “Shopping. Went to see Julie.” 
 
    My mother looked up at me. “When are we going to get to meet her?” She asked. 
 
    I blinked. The thought of my mother meeting Julie… with purple hair and goth clothing? I bit my lip. “I’m not sure,” I replied. “Soon though!” I said, trying to stall. 
 
    “Well, go get into something more comfortable,” my mother said simply. “Dinner will be in a few minutes.” I nodded and went through to the living room. My dad was in his chair, watching television. He gave me a quick look, then nodded without saying anything. 
 
    I climbed the stairs and as I did, I pulled the controller of the RVP out of my pocket and thumbed the vibrators back up to full power. By the time I got to my room, my pussy was in spasms, quivering as the probe spun and shook. I closed the door and went to the mirror on the back of the closet door. I looked… vibrant. Excited. Even beautiful. I slowly unbuttoned my shirt.  It fell to the floor as my body reacted once again to the spinning vibrating sexual torment. My breathing came a little more sharply. My fingers trembled as I stripped, dumping my crotch damp jeans in the laundry along with my shirts, until I stood naked in the middle of the room, holding both remotes and wearing nothing but my RVP strapped around my waist and the anal beads in my bottom. I could see the black wire disappearing into my ass.  
 
    “No,” I whispered to myself. “Not yet.” I turned off the toys, tucked the remotes into the RVP’s straps, and grabbed a pair of loose gym shorts and a tee shirt.  
 
    Dinner first.  
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   Santa Claus is Cumming… - 12/08/10 
 
      
 
    I love Christmas time. The trees, the lights, the carols. Especially the carols. Nothing is better than Bruce Springsteen belting out “Santa Claus is Coming to Town.” Of course, Christmas is also about family, and love, and friendship, and if you’re even a bit religious, remembering God’s greatest gift to humanity. Of course, it’s also about the more secular symbols of good cheer, like decorated trees, and bows, and jolly old fat men with white beards who keep lists.  
 
    So, when I got my most recent assignment from Master Brandon, I was more than a little surprised to find myself on one of those lists. Surprised, because I hadn’t quite realized I’d been that naughty.  
 
      
 
    Breanne - Dress in a mini skirt, no panties, high heels, and an appropriately Christmas style shirt with a super low collar and go to see Santa Claus. While doing this assignment, you need your pussy empty. Wait until the very end of the day, right before Santa is supposed to get off and make sure you are the last person in line. When you finally get up to see Santa Claus, sit down in his lap. Lean over and make sure he can see down your shirt. If he asks you if you've been naughty or good, make sure you're honest.  Then tell him that you you'd like a Christmas Spanking and a good solid Santa Claus fucking for Christmas. I also know you’re still suffering the punishment I ordered yesterday. Continue it during this assignment. – Master Barrett 
 
      
 
    Tuesday night I headed out toward a particular mall, quite a bit away from my usual haunts, though I knew I had to make a stop first. To change. I pulled over behind our property on the little farm to market road that goes behind our farm and hopped out, not expressly relishing what was about to happen. It was cold out, and I mean unusually cold, with a bitter wind shooting across the dried grasses. It was also ridiculously dark, and only a few lonely farm lights could be seen in the distance. I hopped out of my truck and moved to the front, hoping that the heavy mass of the vehicle itself would somewhat shield me. No go though. I shivered as I began stripping, taking off my boots, then my jeans and panties, then my shirt. Screw folding it all up! I moved quickly, pulling the denim skirt up my legs and then slipping into the black shirt with low collar. I slipped into my duster, already half frozen, and climbed back into the warmth, my bare feet tingling.  
 
    Sometimes, being a nympho humiliation pain slut is not fun.  
 
    I turned on some Christmas carols, listening to Bruce Springsteen singing “Santa Claus is Coming to Town,” and drove north on Highway 6. I managed to get to the mall around eight fifteen, which was perfect since the mall was closing at nine, as was Santa's Photo Booth.  
 
    Parked in the darkness, I still had a few things to handle. The first was Master Barrett’s requirement that I go with an empty pussy. I’d spent the day with my ben wa balls gently rolling around, and I spread my legs and lifted the miniskirt. The clothespin which had been hanging from my clit most of the day got pushed aside, and I snagged the waxed string sticking out from between my labia and pulled the two, golf-ball sized spheres out of my sex. I groaned a bit as my body adjusted to the sensation, and I felt a quiver as my lower half demanded to know what the fuck was going on.  
 
    “Hush,” I said to my grasping little slit. “You might get some later.” Besides, I knew I could always stick the ben wa balls back in when I was done, or even provide myself some needed relief once I got home. With that done, I swapped the ben wa balls for a strand of plastic beads, connected to a battery back. I eyed them with distaste, mostly because while my pussy was saying “hell yeah,” my ass was tightening in absolute fear. I’m not a fan of anal sex, or anal anything, and I let out an exasperated sigh as I twisted in the seat, exposing my buttocks.  
 
    I suspect the reason that my various masters and mistresses continue to torment me in this fashion is because I’m verbally argumentative about it. They know I don’t like it, but since it isn’t on the limits list, it becomes an easy way to make me uncomfortable and/or punish me. I’m getting used to it though. Oh, not having them up my rear, but putting them there. It takes some time too. It’s not easy to do by yourself. You must be in an awkward position, pushing one bead at a time into your ass. It’s really something better done with a friend.  And preferably, it’s the friend’s ass you’re putting them in, instead of your own.  
 
    With my bottom stuffed, the next move was to pull up my shirt. The blouse was tight against my skin, but the neckline so low, and that material so stretchy, that it was easy enough to expose myself. Two large blue rubber bands came out of my purse and with only a minimal bit of fuss, I managed to stretch them out on all five fingers and push the elastic down over each breast. This caused my normal 36c cups to tighten quite a bit into 36c globes. Large round balls. In fact, they looked like ripe fruit, ready for the picking. It was a tad bit uncomfortable, but nothing I couldn’t handle. At least for a little while.  
 
    Shucking the duster in my truck, I hurried through the cold and sighed in relief as the heated air of the mall enveloped me. Miniskirts and blouses with dipping collars are not the best thing to wear outside, and when you add open-toed, high heeled sandals, the effect was magnified. Inside, I expected to find a lot of people, but the place wasn't that bad. This early in the season, and after the madness of Black Friday, the mall was sort of quiet. I liked it. Even better, despite the totally inappropriate clothing I was wearing, it wasn't outrageous, so I wasn't getting looks. Okay, I was getting a few looks, but they were more like "wow I'd like to do her." than "what a slut!"  It took me a little while but eventually I found Santa's little hideout. Would you believe he didn't have a line at all? No one was there but Santa and his little elf girl. 
 
    Ho ho ho.  
 
    They were chatting and the first thing I noticed was that Santa was a real Santa. He was clearly in his late fifties or early sixties, had a real beard (go ahead, pull on it!) and seemed rather jolly. The girl/photographer was a teenager, clearly working a temp job. Ten minutes to nine and with no one still in line or even around, I finally screwed up my courage and approached. I did my absolute best to look desirable, sultry, and just a little naughty. And with the vibrating anal beads buzzing in my bottom, I couldn’t help feeling just a tad bit energized.  
 
    “Hi!” The elf said brightly as I stepped up, only to do a double take. Her eyes narrowed as she took in my outfit. Maybe it was the dipping cleavage, or the short skirt, or the high heels. I don’t know, but she clearly felt that I was making a mockery of tradition. “Can I help you?”  
 
    I smiled. “I just need to have a chat with Saint Nick,” I said politely. “No picture.” Her eyes narrowed even further, but then she shrugged. She was clearly in the process of packing things up and it wasn’t like I was taking valuable time away from a line of kids. She looked away and I walked around the giant Christmas tree to find the man himself, sitting on his throne, looking a little tired and very bored.  
 
    “Hello Santa,” I said, my voice low and husky. I tried to make it drip sexual desire, but maybe it came across more as psychotic, because he gave me a suspicious look. I leaned forward, my eyes twinkling, but he was looking right where I was hoping he would. Right down my shirt. 
 
    And they say I’m the naughty one. 
 
    “Mind if I sit and chat for a moment?” I asked teasingly. “I’m pretty sure I’m on the naughty list and I wanted to negotiate.”  
 
    Well, that made ole Kris Kringle laugh and I saw him smile. He shook his head, and his belly, and patted his lap, which was all I needed. I stepped up onto the dais and sat down gingerly.  
 
    “What is that?” He asked immediately, undoubtedly feeling the tiny earthquake going on in my rump. The vibrations had to be translating into his beefy thigh. I reached out and took his other hand, holding it for a moment before setting it on my bare thigh. 
 
    “Oh, those are the vibrating beads in my bottom,” I said apologetically. “I hope they’re bothering you,” I whispered. He blinked, then cleared his throat. He tried to take his hand off my leg, but I held it there. In fact, I scooted it up a bit higher. Quite a bit higher. That’s why I was wearing the miniskirt.  
 
    He was clearly flabbergasted and as I shifted my hips a bit, feeling his fingertips brush my upper thigh, he finally asked the million-dollar question.  
 
    "So, um… have you been a good girl this year?" 
 
    I smiled. "Not in the least, Santa. In fact, I've been terrible this year.  I've been so naughty, that I'm fairly sure that I’m at the top of your other list." I said it with a tone that should have made it noticeably clear what I was implicating, but he decided to play it kosher.  
 
    “So, you deserve a stocking full of coal?" he asked with forced humor.  I shook my head back and forth, and then leaned up so that my lips were at his ear.  
 
    "No Santa, I deserve a through Christmas Spanking." 
 
    You should have seen the look on his face. "That's a little inappropriate, don't you think?"  His tone was quite stern and I smiled again, shaking my head. I draped one arm around his shoulders and wiggled my bottom a little, trying to get the vibrations a little more centered in his lap.  
 
    "I don't think so,” I replied with a teasing grin. “Afterall, you’re the one with the list. I’m just trying to find a way to get off it. Or maybe take my punishment so that I can get on your good side. You can even give them to me early, tonight in fact. I'll just come with you to your dressing room and you can use that nice thick belt on my bottom. Right before you fuck me.”  
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    “Because that’s my present to you.” 
 
    He swallowed.  “What’s that buzzing?” he asked roughly. 
 
    I grinned.  “The vibrating beads in my ass.” I leaned right up to his ear. “I’m not wearing any panties.” 
 
    I felt his fingers twitch and all I had to do was swing my left leg out another inch. Then I felt his fingertips brushing the soft, wet petals of my slit. I took a sharp breath, nodding as he began to caress me, flicking his fingers up and down my labia. But then he yanked his hand away. I let out a groan of frustration and looked up to see the elf standing there, her eyes wide. She took a look at us, suspicion written across her face. 
 
    “Yes Samantha?” Santa asked carefully. 
 
    “Closing time,” she told us. 
 
    Santa nodded. “That’s fine. I’ almost finished here. You can go. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    Her eyebrow went up, but then she shrugged and disappeared around the tree. Santa looked back at me, his hand going back down to my leg, but not up my skirt.  
 
    “Are you being serious?” He asked. 
 
    I nodded. “Very,” I assured him. 
 
    He stroked his beard in consideration. “Around the corner is the room I am using to get in and out of my suit. Meet me there in five minutes,” he said simply.  
 
    I let out a laugh, leaned over, kissed him on the cheek, then stood up. I turned my back to him, and just for fun, flipped up the back of my skirt for a moment so he could get a really good look at my bottom, beads and all. Then I lowered the material back down and hurried away. 
 
    Five minutes. Perfect. 
 
    I hovered a little distance away as Santa stood up. He grabbed his long coat, belted it closed, and then walked majestically away from his throne and the tree. I watched as he rounded the corner and followed a minute later. There was only one “door” that wasn’t a store and after making sure no one was watching, or following, I hurried over, knocked once, and slipped in. 
 
    It was a store, but it was empty. Probably had closed down. A makeshift dressing room had been set up, with several costumes and photograph supplies available. Only two lights were on and in front of one I saw the shadow of the man himself. 
 
    It was Santa, still in full costume. His black boot was propped up on a solid looking crate and he stood there stoically. I almost wished I had a camera. I licked bit my lip nervously and walked forward slowly. 
 
    Santa grinned. “Are you ready for your Christmas spanking?” he asked carefully, as if I might have changed my mind. I nodded.  
 
    “Yes sir,” I replied. He gestured toward towards a folding chair and I watched as he sat down.  
 
    “Now come here and lay across my lap.” 
 
    Suddenly, I felt way more nervous. I took a deep breath, ignoring the shaking sensation in my bottom, and moved to his side. I bent over, putting more and more of my weight on Santa’s knee. Then I remembered. 
 
    “Oh wait!” I exclaimed, straightening back up. 
 
    Santa’s eyes widened. I blushed.  
 
    “I forgot,” I said honestly. “I’ve been told that the only right way for me to get a spanking is with my shirt up.” And with that, I pulled my blouse completely off. 
 
    Santa’s grin made it clear that this was way better than milk and cookies. He grinned as I got back into position and this time I settled in, my boobs hanging off the other side of his lap. I felt his hand slide across my skirt covered bottom, and then it wasn’t covered with skirt. His fingers dug into my bare buttocks and I let out a soft whimper. I trembled as I felt his hand on my bottom, though I admit that my shaking was slightly lost in the vibrations of the anal beads.  He rubbed my ass thoroughly, exploring the texture, the pliability, and when his fingers slid down lower to my slit, I gasped and spread my legs. There was a fluttering sensation along my petals and suddenly I wanted way more than a spanking!  
 
    I felt his hand rise and braced myself. Then it came back down, smacking my bottom. 
 
    Yep. Smacked. Not a spank. It was light and playful, but certainly not what I was looking for. I needed a butt blistering, cheek reddening, teeth gritting corporal punishment. I looked at him back over my shoulder. 
 
    “Santa. I’ve been really bad. Spank me like you mean it.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed. “You mean that?” 
 
    I nodded. “I know you probably haven’t checked, but I am most definitely on your naughty list.”  
 
    He let out a laugh. “Oh, of that I’m sure.” His eyes twinkled and he nodded. Then his hand came up again and this time, oh… wow.  
 
    “Oohhhhwwwa,” I gasped, eyes widening as the burning sting exploded through my bottom. I tensed, my feet kicking outward, my body just a tad bit unprepared for the strength of his blow. My pussy tightened and I wriggled my hips, the heat blossoming. I closed my eyes as the next spank landed on the other side and for a moment I was lost in a sea of sensation, my body reacting to the stimuli.  
 
    I have no idea how many spanks I got, mostly because I wasn’t counting, but I know that I was across his lap for at least five minutes. My bottom stung horribly and felt hot and heavy and when I realized that I had to wipe a tear from my eye, I knew that I’d gotten what I needed. He’d rubbed my bottom between each spank, but it still hurt.  
 
    When I had enough, I slipped off his lap to my knees.  This surprised him and his eyes widened.  My fingers fumbled at his big black leather belt and I finally got it off him as my hands dipped down into his trousers.  They were tied on and it took me a second to get them off, but I did.   
 
    Santa’s north pole is also nice. He’s of sufficient girth and length, and I’m guessing Mrs. Claus does not complain. He also tasted good. Not quite like a peppermint stick or sugar drops, but in the category of clean and well groomed. I bobbed my head as my mouth opened and I took him in, swirling my tongue around his cock. In moments Santa was groaning as I did my best to make him horny enough and hard enough to fuck me silly. 
 
    I concentrated on the long, steady strokes that were needed to get him right to the edge and I can say we were both distracted, so neither of us really noticed when the door to the dressing area opened. It was the sound of it closing that caused us to look in that direction. My skirt had fallen back down to cover my ass, but Santa’s prick was sticking out of his robes with about as much subtleness as Rudolph’s nose and it wasn’t like my mouth was going to hide Santa’s north pole. We both jerked, with Santa covering his cock as I rocked back on my heels and the little elf girl came back into the room. She was still dressed in her red and green elf tunic, complete with green tights, funny little shoes, and dopey hat. I lurched over to the side and grabbed my shirt, pulling it against my bare chest.  
 
    “I knew you’d be doing this,” she said haughtily. Santa blushed crimson, which I thought very cute. To my surprise she walked over to us, bent down, and picked up the black leather Santa belt.  
 
    “You’re nothing but a slut,” she declared, looking at me still on my knees in front of Santa. 
 
    “Christine, look… it’s not like that,” Santa declared, starting to stand up, his hand already securing his pants. 
 
    Elf girl gave Santa a hard look. “Shut up Fred. She’s using you to fulfill a sick fantasy.” 
 
    Fred, aka Santa, sighed and rolled his eyes. Christine, aka little elf girl, folded his belt in half. “Christine, I’m off the clock.” 
 
    “Don’t believe me?” Christine asked him. Their eyes met for a moment and then she whirled, reached over to me, grabbed my shirt, and yanked it away. I yelped and then covered my breasts. She looked down at me and then smiled wickedly. “Take off the skirt.” 
 
    Yeah. I didn’t see that coming. I mean, sure I guess I should have. Sort of.  She couldn’t have been more than twenty or so.  Probably younger. And to be honest, I didn’t immediately obey. I just sat there on my knees, too stunned at the turn of events to comply. 
 
    So, she hit me.  With the belt.  Across my breasts.  
 
    Neither of us were at the right angle so the doubled leather mostly caught my nipples. I gasped, rocking back and Santa’s eyes widened in shock. For a second, I just knelt there, eyes wide, my mouth open, totally unsure of what to do next. 
 
    Christine however did what comes naturally to dommes all over the world. 
 
    She hit my breasts again. 
 
    After the second stroke, which was no better aimed than the first, I was scrambling to get my skirt off.  The elastic slid down over my flank and a moment later I was standing there naked, one hand in front of my slit while the other was wrapped across my breasts. I wasn’t trying to be modest. It was a natural reaction. Besides, I thought she was going to hit me again.  And I was right, because she took one step to the side and without warning swung the belt hard across my ass. I yelped when it hit and the sting spread across my rear end. 
 
    “Christine!” Santa barked sharply. Christine started to swing again, but Santa grabbed her hand. “That’s enough, Christine.” His voice was measured and strong. Gone was the jolly old elf and instead it was St. Nick himself. 
 
    She looked at him.  “But Fred!” 
 
    He shook his head.  “Santa.”   
 
    Christine blinked. “Santa?  You’re playing into her fantasy?”  
 
    Santa nodded.  “I’ve already given her a Christmas spanking and now I’m going to fuck her brains out. You can either go, or stay, but you aren’t hitting her again.” 
 
    Sometimes my brains aren’t connected to my mouth. “She can hit me all she wants Santa. I’ve been a bad girl. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said. I lowered my hands and then laid down on the floor, legs spread wide, knees up. The vibrating beads in my bottom felt very intense and my pussy was freaking quivering with heat. 
 
    They both turned and stared at me. Oops. I brought my hands up to my breasts, squeezing them, plumping them up and Christine stepped right over me. Our eyes met and I knew instinctively what she was silently asking. I gave her the tiniest of nods and then the belt hissed through the air. 
 
    She didn’t hit as hard and I’m not sure if it was because the target wasn’t my bottom, but when the leather belt hit my pussy, it was with the absolute perfect amount of force. It hurt, just enough. I felt the sting, the spreading scorch, then the pulsing heat. She whipped me again, in exactly the same space and I began making all the appropriate noises, mostly because I couldn’t help myself. Santa stared in shock and then whipped out his candy cane again, stroking it as he watched his elf discipline the first name on his naughty list. 
 
    Christine switched to my breasts and the belt caught a bit of my fingers, but most of it snapped at my nipples. I gasped, crying out, arching my back.  
 
    “Please! Please!” I begged, gritting my teeth. I caught her eyes again and for the second time communicated what I wanted. I lifted my hands and she dropped the belt on the floor, frantically tugging at her elf shoes. They came off and then she yanked the green tights off. A pair of exercise shorts were under those and I watched in desperation as they came off. I nodded, eager and ready, reaching up for her. Then I felt her skin, her thighs sliding under my fingertips as she knelt, positioning herself over my head, my vision filled with her shaved, pink pussy. I wrapped my arms around her legs, forcing her to spread herself even more as I pulled her down, until the sweet tangy folds were pressed to my mouth.  
 
    I heard her gasp as I licked, sucking and stabbing at her clit with my tongue, dipping in and out, drinking her down. Christmas had freaking come early and I was loving every second of it. I felt her shift, dipping down, and for a moment I thought she was going to reciprocate, joining me in a sapphic embrace. 
 
    But no. She was just picking up Santa’s belt again. 
 
    My hips jerked when the leather bit into my pussy again, but damn if it wasn’t the right kind of stimulation. I cried out, muffling my cries in her sex, humming as I thrust my hips up desperately. Need surged through my loins as my clit throbbed and my heels thumped on the floor as I stretched out my legs and spread them even more. Christine took that as further invitation and my pussy burned as she slapped the wet, pink petals harder and harder. 
 
    I screeched, pain and pleasure rocking through me, when I heard the metal chair that Santa was sitting in creak. The belt stopped mid-swing and something touched both of my thighs. The next thing I knew Saint Nick’s condom covered cock was pushing into my freshly whipped pussy. I groaned for a moment as he parked his sleigh in my garage, but then Christine’s wriggling hips distracted me and I tried to focus on her sex.  
 
    Santa was just as good at sex as he was at delivering presents. Long slow strokes through my slit left me quivering madly. The three of us moved in rhythm as both Santa and his helper fucked the naughty nympho humiliation pain slut. Christine moaned as I licked and nibbled and sucked and did all the nice little things girls like done to them by other girls. It was awesome.  I had Santa cock moving in and out of me, anal beads in my ass, while having Santa’s elf girl ride my face. 
 
    Santa came first. I felt his cock turn rock hard, shudder a little, and then he filled the condom. Christine ignored the whole event, continuing to rock on me. Within thirty seconds or so Santa pulled out and moved to the folding chair, watching as his elf rode my face and my legs folded outward, exposing a red and swollen, wet pussy. I reached up, still tonguing Christine’s slit, and began touching her through the tunic, concentrating on her breasts. Then I slid my hands up under it.  It was too tight to get me where she wanted my hands to go, so she pulled it off, knocking the stupid elf hat off her head. She was thin and willowy, with smaller breasts than me, but I ran my fingertips across her nipples and started pinching and tugging on them. She pressed down harder and it suddenly got difficult to breath. I tried to push her off but she rocked her hips and then suddenly I felt this drenching spurt of wetness as she came all over my face. 
 
    I finally managed to push her off and sucked in a breath. Christine twitched, her eyes closed as she panted and she sort of fell over to the side, her face flushed.  I mewled a bit, got to my knees, and moved back over to Santa. His cock was still out and he was stroking it, which I thought pretty damn impressive considering he’d literally exploded less than five minutes before. I bent down and started sucking on him again. He groaned in pleasure, but his shaft was so soft. I knew it was probably a hopeless cause, but I was going crazy too. I was the only one in the room who hadn’t cum! 
 
    Then I felt Christine touch me from behind. It was a gentle touch, but firm and she reached between my spread legs and cupped my pussy. One finger slipped into me while another one began stroking my clit. I moaned. It felt incredible.  While I was sucking Santa’s pole, Christine continued to touch me, tantalizing me, but it wasn’t until she started pushing two, then three fingers into my pussy that she managed to force me over the edge. Still sucking on Santa like a straw. To my shock, his cock had really started to firm up, but I was too close to the edge to do anything about it. I shuddered as the orgasm rocked through me, four of Christine’s fingers in my pussy, and Santa’s member in my mouth. 
 
    My brain seemed to shut down as the orgasm sent a flood of energy out to my fingers and toes. My pussy tightened violently, convulsing on Christine’s hand. I sucked hard on Santa, a budding sense of euphoria overwhelming me. Then, as the spike of adrenaline faded and I began tipping to the side, Christine pulled her hand out of my pussy, gave me a fresh, cum splattered spank on the ass, and tipped me aside. I fell to the floor dazed, totally satisfied and happy.  
 
    And Christine, that little fucking elf, stood up, looked straight at Saint Nick, grabbed his cock with her cum soaked hand, and guided it straight into her little fucking cunt as she sat down on his lap.  
 
    Santa groaned and his hands came up, clutching at Christine’s breasts, his fingers kneading and pinching the tips. I lay there like a discarded bow on the floor. Christine twisted in his lap and then they were kissing. Slowly I grabbed my shirt and skirt, slipping back into them. I wiped off my wet and sticky thighs with Christine’s costume, and then gathered up my stuff.  Fred and Christine were still frantically bouncing and as I crept away, I saw him lift her entirely and take her to the floor. They were too messed up to even notice as I left, shutting the door quietly behind me. 
 
    The mall was deserted, mostly because it was after hours, but there were a few salespeople still locking up. I did pass a security guard and thought about telling him that Santa and his elf were back in the dressing room, fucking each other’s brains out, but I decided not to.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. Not a bitch. 
 
    Back at my truck I slipped my now dry ben wa balls back into my pussy, but honestly – I was satisfied. Still, I had to follow that rule, right? Gotta stay stuffed.  But I did turn off and remove the anal beads.  
 
    Which left only one more important question. Had I done enough to get me off the naughty list? Would I be getting a stocking full of coal on Christmas morning? Or would I find a brand new, industrial strength vibrator, complete with elf made attachments?  
 
    I laughed as I put the truck into gear and I couldn’t help it as I started to sing in my best Bruce Springsteen impression. 
 
    “Santa Claus is cumming to town… Santa Claus is cumming to town… Santa Claus is cumming… today!”  
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   Alphabet Fuck Day 1 - 12/09/10 
 
      
 
    I walked along the west side of campus, heading toward the University Center, and to distract myself I sang a song I’d learned a long time ago. I did it under my breath too because I was already drawing enough attention. There just weren’t that many redheads walking around the campus, especially ones who were dressed in high heels, blue jeans, and a denim duster. I know it made an odd combination, and the looks I was getting bordered more on “that’s unusual,” rather than “damn, I want to fuck her!” which admittedly was a change. Of course, they couldn’t see the fishnet shirt I was wearing, or Japanese clover clamps, connected by a chain, that hung from my nipples, which were sticking out through the netting.  
 
    I was a little worried about the way I was walking as well. Instead of my normal gait, I’d adopted a sort of rolling step that caused my hips to swing in an overexaggerated manner. You’ve seen it before watching high fashion models strut down the show floor, or walk, or water you call it. For them, they’re taught that overly sexual manner of walking. For me, it was just a simpler option to shove a twelve inch long, multistage, rubber rocket up my cunt. 
 
    I apologize for the crudity, but I was feeling grumpy. 
 
    The Rocket Ship was called a “Core Driller Dildo,” and it had been a gift from Kari. To be honest, it was my largest sex toy and if you painted it white and slapped a NASA sticker on it, you could have sold it in any legitimate toy store for kids to play with. I had the “three stage” version, though I’ve heard there is a larger one with four, but mine was more than enough. The bottom part of the rocket was three inches wide and frankly it was almost more than I could cope with, especially since my tight jeans had wedged it hard up into my crotch. Every step caused just enough movement to remind me that I was one hundred percent totally fucked.  
 
    Oh yeah… the song.  
 
    “A, B, C, D, E, F, G…” I sang softly. “H, I, J, K, L, M, N, O… Oh fuck,” I whispered in frustration. I glanced around, wondering if there happened to be a Ulysses, or a Yusef running around. Why don’t people wear freaking name tags?  
 
    In my head, I silently cursed Master Brandon and his latest assignment. I’d been complaining about not getting enough cock and at the beginning of the week he’d given me a new task. Fuck one boy for every letter of the alphabet. At first, it hadn’t been that hard. I’d just randomly found someone who responded well to my approach, swept them off their feet, and then bounced frantically on their upright shaft until one of us exploded. If it was me, I kept going, and if it was them, well… mostly I just went and found someone else to bounce on. 
 
    After the first five guys, I found myself with a repeat, fucked him anyway out of pity, and then realized I needed to come up with a new strategy. Adam, Brian, Charlie, David, Frank, George, and Harry had all been easy to find, as had John. Hell, I found lots of Johns, Jons, and Jonathans. Even a few Jerrys, Jims, and Jacks. I had to skip K for a little bit, though I eventually found a Kerry, and Larry and Mike were also easy. In fact, M wasn’t a difficult letter at all, because I bumped my hips against a Matt and surprisingly a Marvin.  
 
    Yes, both. They were cute and Master Brandon didn’t tell me I couldn’t repeat letters. Paul, Robert, Sam, Travis, Victor, and William had all fallen to my feminine wiles and that left me with a very select list of oddball letters. In fact, the pickings had gotten so difficult that I’d voiced my frustration to Master Brandon and he’d responded accordingly. Thus, the Core Driller Dildo and the clamps.  
 
    “You clearly need some motivation,” he exclaimed that morning as I outlined the difficulty I was having. 
 
    “But sir!” I protested. “I can barely walk with that thing inside of me! And how the hell do I keep it in for that matter?” I asked. “My panties can’t even hold it in.” 
 
    “Then wear your jeans. But if you do, you’ll need something else to attract the men. How about the fishnet shirt?” 
 
    My eyes had widened. “What? Are you crazy? It’s not a shirt! It’s lingerie, and not even that!” I knew the shirt he was talking about. Or more accurately, the net that was shaped like a shirt and wasn’t technically see-thru because it wasn’t mostly there. It was a sex costume. 
 
    “I think that’s perfect,” he replied. 
 
    “It’s cold out,” I pleaded. 
 
    “Wear the duster. You can open a few buttons for effect.” 
 
    That had made me grind my teeth. 
 
    Back on campus, I saw a young man sitting on a bench and I walked on over. “Hi!  I’m Breanne!” I said brightly, trying to stay pleasant. He was cute and his eyes went right to my half-opened coat, clearly noticing that the shirt I had on wasn’t a shirt. He craned his neck, hoping to see more. “What’s your name?” I asked, still giving him one of my million watt “please spank and fuck me” smiles. He blinked again but finally found his tongue. 
 
    “Tanner.” 
 
    I let out another frustrated sound. This was like the ninth boy I’d approached in the last ten minutes. Didn’t anyone have a name that started with I or O? Where were all the Oscars and Ians?  
 
    “Sorry, Tanner,” I said just a little ruefully. “I needed an Ian or an Oscar, or even a Yousef. I’ve already done the letter T.”  
 
    He blinked. “Excuse me?”  
 
    I smiled and gave him a little wave. “Have a nice day,” I replied and walked off. I formulated a new plan. I looked around then turned and headed to one of the nearby dorms. It didn’t take much to get in past the desk. Now I just needed to find a name. I started walking down the hall. The students had taken to decorating their doors, at least some of them had, and my eyes searched. I saw all sorts of interesting names. But none of them I needed. Damn! 
 
    A young man was walking my direction, his eyes on my duster. I looked up at him. “Hi!” I said in a chipper tone. “Do you know anyone named Ian or Oscar, or even a Quincy that live here?”  
 
    He paused, giving me a confused look as I made his brain turn. “Uh. No. Sorry.” He started walking as I sighed in frustration. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said in a dejected tone.  
 
    “No problem,” he replied, starting to walk away. 
 
    “Hey, what’s your name?” I asked. I mean, what were the odds, right?” 
 
    He spun and smiled. “Xavier, like the character from X-men.” 
 
    I froze. Then I lunged. 
 
    Xavier’s eyes widened as I grabbed his hand. I grinned. “Pleased to meet you, Xavier.” He squeezed back after a moment, but I held on and then stroked the palm of his hand with my fingers, lingering way too long.  I looked at him through my eyelashes. 
 
    “Finished with class today?” I asked. He nodded. I’m so lucky sometimes. “Were you headed somewhere specific?” 
 
    “Library, that’s it. Why?” 
 
    I laughed and told a little lie.  “I’m in graduate school and I’m working on a project. In fact, I’m kind of hoping that you can help me with my assignment.”  
 
    “Like what?” he asked.   
 
      
 
    I leaned forward even as I slipped one of the more important buttons of my duster open. “I need to fuck a guy whose name begins with the letter X. Do you know anyone like that?” 
 
    “Uh… uhh…” was all I got out of him for the first thirty seconds. It was sort of cute. 
 
    I smiled.  “Oh!  Hey!  Your name begins with the letter X!”  
 
    His eyes went to my fishnet shirt and the impressive cleavage I was showing, so I undid another button. That did it because now my nipples, along with the clover clamps and chain, were clearly showing.  
 
    “Please?” I begged. 
 
    Xavier took only a few more seconds to make his decision, admittedly with my hand on the growing bulge of his pants. Then he turned around. Studying could be done later. He led me back down the hall to a door decorated with band posters.  Then we went inside.  As soon as the door shut behind me, I unbuttoned my duster and shrugged out of it.  Xavier’s eyes widened as I pulled off my duster, giving him a good view of the clamps clinging to my nipples, right through my fishnet shirt.  I moved forward with feline grace, pushed him down on his bed, opened his pants, and managed to get his completely hard cock out of his briefs. I was sucking on it in seconds and Xavier moaned, overwhelmed at the experience. 
 
    He was right on the edge too, so I didn’t suck on him too long. When he looked closely, I stopped, pulled away, stood up, and did a little strip tease.  
 
    Which wasn’t much.  I left my shirt on.  I mean, seriously, why take it off?  Right? I slipped out of my high heels, then unbuttoned my jeans.  I grabbed his desk chair, sat down on it as I pulled the denim over my ass.  Then, when my jeans were still hiding my Core Driller Dildo, I shifted so that the dildo was pressed up against the chair.  I managed to get the jeans totally off before I spread my legs wide and slowly rose, leaving the giant 12-inch dildo on the chair, standing straight up. 
 
    Yes. I know. That’s unusual. I doubt it will ever happen again.  But at that moment it was fucking awesome.  You should have seen Xavier’s eyes!  He was still sitting on the bed and I got close, then turned around and presented my ass.   
 
    “Give me a spanking, Xavier. Ten strokes. I’m a naughty girl and I deserve it,” I said softly. 
 
    He gave me a wild look, but did as I told him, lifting his hand.  His first spank was soft, barely a love tap and I gave him a dirty look and said “harder, Tanner!”  He smacked me again, a little better, but not nearly enough.  I repeated my mantra and he began hitting my ass. By the time he got to the fifth stroke I was finally feeling the sting and I moaned and wiggled and got even stronger spanks. At ten I could feel the heat.  I stepped away, my bottom no doubt slightly pink, and grabbed my purse. A condom came out and I quickly put it on my little freshman (oops. I meant to get a sophomore or junior at least. Oh well.)  Then I pushed him down on the bed, straddled him, and impaled myself. 
 
    After having the Core Driller in me all day, it wasn’t a great fuck. In fact, it sucked. I was just too… open… to really get a good grip. Fortunately for Xavier, the newness and excitement of having me naked, riding him, made whether I was a good fuck toy meaningless.  He came quickly.  And I mean in like… less than two minutes. Talk about disappointing. He gasped out loud as my hips rolled against his, and I hid my look of disappointment as he exploded and collapsed backward into the pillow with a silly smile on his face. I got up, gave him a soft wet kiss, and patted his cock.  A naughty smile crossed my face and I asked him if he liked it. 
 
    “Of course, I liked it!” He said. Then he started babbling about how beautiful I was, how exciting, how… blah blah blah.  I tuned it out.  Instead, I moved around, straddling his chest.  I bent over so that my gaping pussy was near his face. I doubted he would use his tongue, but I didn’t want that. The assignment parameters had been clear. Ten spanks before. Ten spanks afterward. 
 
    “If you liked it, Tanner, then give me another ten spanks,” I said. I pulled the condom off, tossing it on the floor. Then I took his cock back into my mouth.   
 
    A little of my own juice had slipped around the condom so even though I pulled it off and tossed it aside, I could still taste myself. Xavier’s hand slammed into my bottom and I gasped as the little bit of pain seemed to blossom on my cheeks. I sucked harder. More strokes fell and I concentrated on the hurt and working his flaccid dick into a semi-rigid state. By the time I had received all ten strokes, guess who was hard again? 
 
    And I hate to leave a guy hard. 
 
    I put a new condom on him, turned around, and fucked him again until he came. That took twenty minutes this time. Sigh… nothing works better to give a guy stamina than a previous orgasm. Yikes.   
 
    I didn’t cum. 
 
    After Xavier’s second orgasm, I climbed off him and went back to the chair.  He turned to watch me as I started off by putting the Core Driller back in.  I used the chair again to keep it in place as I worked my jeans back up.  Then with a little bit of girl power, I stood, keeping the giant dildo in place until my jeans could take over the job.   
 
    I slipped into my high heels and then my duster. 
 
    “You’re leaving?”  Xavier asked. 
 
    I laughed and nodded.  “Got a couple of other letters to knock of my list today.” I told him. “I and O, along with U, Y, and Z.” 
 
    “You’re serious, aren’t you?” He asked. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Will I see you again?”   
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe. You can always email me,” I replied. There was a note pad on the desk. I wrote my email address down. “Or you can read about it on my blog tomorrow.” I wrote down the blog address. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    One of the nice things about being an alumnus was that I’d had sex all over the school campus during my four-year education. I knew some of the really sweet, secluded spots to get things going in, which meant that when I dragged pour Isaac into this little stairwell in the library, we had sufficient privacy to get the deed done. I’d found him in the library computer lab by perusing the sign-in sheet and matching up the desk to the individual. I’d told the monitor I was a friend and I just needed to give him a note. It went super easy. I’d written “I want to fuck you,” on a piece of paper, made sure we made eye contact as I flashed him a bit of my chest, and then dropped the paper. 
 
    Isaac would have followed me straight to a stone altar as a sacrificial lamb. Trust me. 
 
    No one ever used the stairwell and we’d be able to hear any of the doors opening, so I stripped off my boots and jeans and showed the young man my Core Driller dildo. 
 
    “Wow!” He said in astonishment. “You just walk around with that stuffed up inside you?” He asked as I knelt on the stairs between his legs. I nodded as I took his cock in my hands. 
 
    “Absolutely,” I assured him. “It’s to keep me wet and ready, so that I can just mount you immediately and slide myself down your cock.” Then I swallowed his manhood, swirling my tongue around the tip. 
 
    Isaac moaned softly and I worked my way in a spiral around his shaft, licking and sucking gently, pleasuring him completely. My hand stroked up and down, and I even caressed his scrotum, my nails leaving him a shuddering heap as my mouth slurped down every last trace of softness. When his cock was a granite pillar, I pulled a condom out, tore open the package, and popped the prophylactic in my mouth like it was a piece of gum. 
 
    Yeah. Wait for it. 
 
    “What are you doing?” He gasped. 
 
    So, I went back down on him. 
 
    It takes both talent and practice to put a condom on a man with your mouth. I have both. More of the latter. Kari had made me practice for years here at college, a course of study that has served me well throughout my life. I was actually tempted to put it on my resume, is I had a resume. Isaac gasped and a moment later I popped up, his cock shod, and my pussy ready to be filled. 
 
    I climbed up his lap, squatted above his groin, and sat down, singing under my breath as I bounced.  
 
    Oh, hell yeah.  
 
    “A, B, C, D, E, F, G, H, I, J, K, L, M, N… Oh… Oh… fuck yes.” 
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   [bookmark: _nusc19]Clamps and Tools - 12/16/10 
 
      
 
    I sat down at my computer, just a little bit giddy with excitement. I had finished my morning chores and come back inside, still dressed in my typical work outfit: tube socks (the boots were downstairs), blue jeans, white cotton bikini style panties, a warm long sleeve button down shirt, and a white 36c bra.   
 
    Oh yeah, and a set of vibroballs. 
 
    I had turned them on almost immediately after getting dressed that morning, tucking the little remote into my pocket, the wires sticking up through the waistband of my pants. The vibroballs were on low because I didn’t want to send myself into orbit. I’m getting better at handling high power, but it still makes me cum. Of course, the long, slow, constant torment hasn’t been good for my nerves either. I can’t say that I’m getting used to denial either, but I can understand how it can be a good thing. Vibroballs on low meant that I’m wet, ready, and wanting. 
 
    And damn it, I was wanting. 
 
    It took only a moment to bring up my email and I admit that I was almost quivering with excitement and I was certainly shaking because of the vibroballs. The tiny earthquake centered in my groin was sending an entire flotilla of sensation up through me, the desperation I was feeling amplifying those impulses and making them even more difficult to ignore. I shifted my hips back and forth rhythmically as my pussy tightened around the two jittering toys inside me. Then my eyes brightened with excitement and I clicked on the appropriate subject line.  
 
    “Felt the need to make you suffer.”  
 
    Oh boy.  
 
      
 
    Good Morning Bre. Firstly, if you have already cum this morning get your belt and give yourself twenty hard swats to the pussy. I did tell you to check your mail first thing every morning, didn't I?  
 
      
 
    I grinned. Well, that was one punishment I’d avoided. I hadn’t cum yet at all. Though I was closer than I cared to admit. Still, twenty strokes with the end of my leather belt would have been… interesting. I shook my head, trying to get that thought out of my mind, and kept reading. 
 
      
 
    Hopefully, your pussy is now very tender and sore and still quite wet. Now that spanking your pussy is out of the way, we need to apply some further torment to your body. Get three binder clamps from your toy box. Yes, right now, move slut!   
 
      
 
    I bit my lip and stopped reading. Binder clamps? I took a deep breath and stood open, hurrying over to my closet. On the top shelf was the metal box I used to store my various toys and I pulled it down, only to set it on the bed behind me. I opened it quickly, shoving aside dildos and vibrators and anal beads and rubber bands, and all the other crap I use to either make myself hurt and/or cum.  I have several binder clips; the big black huge clamps designed to hold large amounts of paper together, right down to these tiny ones that wouldn’t be able to close on anything more than my delicate little nipple.  I deliberately set aside the largest and smallest, and instead grabbed the ones right in the middle and hurried back to my desk. 
 
      
 
    Next, you’ll need to strip if you haven’t already done so, which I find disappointing as fuck. A nympho humiliation pain slut like you needs to be wearing something slutty. Not naked, mind you. Everyone gets naked. If you aren’t wearing clothes or lingerie of some kind, you’ll need to be wearing a collar, or bondage cuffs, to properly remind you that even unclothed you’re a fuck slut meant to be used by others. 
 
      
 
    I can’t even begin to explain what those words meant to me. They seemed to echo in my head and I understood them implicitly. I started unbuttoning my shirt and dumped it on the floor behind me. From there, I bared my breasts, dropping my bra on the ground with my shirt. My jeans went next, followed by my panties and then socks. Naked, I went back to my toy box, lifting the black collar I’d gotten a year or so before. The wire running from my pussy to the control box sitting on the desk stretched. 
 
    I felt the tension rise in my body as I secured the collar around my throat. It wasn’t an official bondage collar, especially since I’d bought it at a pet store. I can’t minimize the psychological torment already being inflicted upon me, just by wearing it. Master Barrett wasn’t wrong. I felt it. The collar changed things. It made me… me. Vulnerable and wanting and ready. I sat back down in the chair, my sex still trembling while my nipples hardened in expectation.  
 
      
 
    Do you have the clamps? Good. Now put one on each of your nipples and the third goes on your clit. Put them on.  
 
      
 
     I delicately pinched open one of the small clamps. I knew this was going to hurt, since I had worn these clamps before. The trick was to get as much of my nipple inside them, so that they bit down behind, rather than on, the tip of my breast. I clenched my teeth. I let the pincer close, gasping as the pain shot up through my breast. Panting, I took the other little clamp and repeated the process. My nipples started to throb as the circulation was restricted, and the pain seemed to pulse as my heart labored to push fluids through the hard pinching.  
 
    The binder clamp I used for my clit was a tad bit larger than the first two and I’d bent the metal frame outward, reducing the pressure. It wasn’t because I was trying to get out of a punishment or reduce the amount of torment being inflicted upon me. It still really hurt, but when I’d first put it on after buying it, I’d literally been reeling with agony and been forced to call for a medical out. By making it hurt just a little bit less intensely, I was able to stand it for longer, meaning that I hurt more. Or at least, that was the idea. I picked up the clit clamp, positioned it, pinched it open, and then let out an explosive breath as it bit down.   
 
    Ow.  
 
      
 
    Hurts so good right?  To take them off, you will need to go out to your barn and brutally fuck two different objects that you have never fucked before. All the way to orgasm, all right? Enjoy your morning, Fuck Doll! – Master Barrett 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, trying to think, which wasn’t exactly easy considering the pain streaming from the tips of my breasts and my clit. Only the shaking of the vibroballs kept me from falling over and crying. That and the thrumming need still coursing through my veins. After a few seconds I found I could function and I stood up, glancing at my clothing. 
 
    Yeah, fuck that.  
 
    I grabbed a simple, loose country dress, because there was no way I was going to be able to jam myself back into my jeans with a freaking binder clamp on my pussy. And I wasn’t going to try to walk past my dad in a somewhat tight shirt, with the tips of my breasts nicely crushed and throbbing. I pulled the dress over my head and started thinking about what objects I could do. 
 
    It might sound weird, but I have a history of having sex with inanimate objects. In fact, the very first thing that every went into my pussy was the handle of a hairbrush. I graduated to larger and thicker items, until it became something of a game. What kind of texture does this makeshift dildo have? 
 
    I even keep a list of things that I’ve been intimate with, which might sound weird, but it serves an important purpose. When one of my various doms wants me to fuck something I’ve never had in before, I at least know what’s not on the table. Or um… in me. From machine screws to shovel handles to rubber hoses (both on and off), to baseball bats (both ends), to screwdrivers (both ends).  
 
    Hmmmm… tools.  
 
    When my dad got hurt in the car accident three years ago, I sort of became the de facto fix-it girl around the farm. I do everything, which can be a drag, but it does come with some perks. One is my dad’s tool bench.  I’m not positive, because I don’t really understand it, but evidently guys have this sort of “urge” that makes most of them “collect” tools.  My grandpa did it and passed the assorted crap down to my dad.  My dad does it. Would you believe that my dad has four hammers?   Who the hell needs four hammers? It would be fine if they were different. You know, one for hammering nails, another for thumping tires, another for smashing stone. That sort of thing. But he has that plus four regular ones. A Hammer is a hammer, right? 
 
    I headed downstairs gingerly, not bothering with panties. I hurried past my dad, who evidently didn’t notice the strange bulges in the bodice of my dress, and my duster was on before my mother could say anything. I jammed my bare feet into my boots, and without another word, hurried outside and out to the barn. 
 
    By this time, I was both desperate and hurting. I could feel the sexual pressure rising inside me thanks to the push of the vibroballs. I yanked off my duster, throwing it on a nearby pile of hay as I rushed over to the workbench. Over the last decade, I’d pretty much fucked practically everything in sight, and I realized I was going to have to start going a little far afield from screwdriver handles and hammers. 
 
    I bit my lip, hurting and wanting even more and the shiny thick length of a socket wrench caught my eye. I thought back to my list and lifted it. Now you might be wondering why I hadn’t ever grabbed hold of a such a perfect phallic object before and the answer is simple. I was worried I’d ruin the mechanism. You don’t just shove a thirty-dollar socket wrench up your pussy, fuck yourself stupid, and then hope for the best. Could you imagine me taking it back under the lifetime warranty and having to explain what happened to it? 
 
    “Hi, yes. The mechanism got all gunked up.” 
 
    “What did you do to it?” 
 
    Me blushing. “Um… here. I’ll show you.” 
 
    Yeah, that would be an interesting explanation.  
 
    That said, when you’re fucking desperate, you desperately fuck. I grabbed the socket wrench, hurried back to my spread open duster, and threw myself down into the pile of hay. I yanked my dress upward, exposing my hurting clit as I opened myself up. The vibroballs came out first and I turned them off, toss the controller, the wire, and the toys themselves off to the side. Then it was time to give myself a good screw. I lifted the rounded steel head of the ratchet up, ran it several times up and down my sex, slicking the cold steel as I groaned. Then, with single-minded determination and a ton of desperate need burning in my veins, I drove it in deep. 
 
    It was… a unique feeling. To be honest, I was too close to cumming to really care that there were some rather uncomfortable edges scraping around my insides and in hindsight, I do not recommend fucking socket wrenches. At least without putting a condom over them first. But I wasn’t exactly thinking straight at that time and I jammed it back and forth, wiggling it around as I thrust my hips. My knuckles accidentally hit the clit clamp, bending my poor little nub off to the side and that’s when I came, screaming out loud in pure ecstasy, my boots thumping in the dust.   
 
    I didn’t pass out, but it was close. Dazed and lightheaded, I blinked my eyes a few times, trying to focus as I pulled the ratchet out from between my legs. It was covered in cum, dripping wetly and I rubbed at it with my dress. Then another shard of pain hit me and I curled up, groaning. Without the sexual pressure, the pain of the binder clamps was just horrible! 
 
    I had to get myself worked back up.  
 
    My dress was in the way, pulled up around my neck and arms, so I yanked it off me and tossed it away in frustration, my body shuddering. It wasn’t exactly cold in the barn, but it wasn’t warm either and the coolness of the air made me shiver, my skin rising into goosebumps. I pulled the duster closed around me, thrusting one hand down between my legs. 
 
    “Think Breanne,” I said out loud. “What in here haven’t you fucked?” 
 
    I glanced back at my father’s tool bench.  
 
    I had pretty much experienced everything possible to fuck on the work bench, and so I moved down the wall past some of our more esoteric farming implements. I hadn’t gone farther than two or three feet when my eyes fell upon the perfect item. With a small groan and sigh, I reached up and took the lopper down from its hook. 
 
    What’s a lopper?  Well, it’s sort of like bolt cutters, except designed for small saplings.  You could trim hedges with it too, but it would take forever. There is a set of sharp snips on one end and the other is two large rubber covered handles, that when closed are only four or five inches apart.  
 
    I took the lopper back over to the hay bale and unabashedly jammed one handle into my pussy. It was thick and very hard but considering how I’d just exploded with a steel ratchet inside of me, the rubber capped handle was right up my alley. The only problem was that it was cumbersome. The entire tool was at least eight or nine pounds and holding it was note easy. Especially in that position. Which is when I had this great idea. What if I jammed it into the hay? I pulled the one handle out, turned the entire thing so that the blades were pointed downward, and jammed it into the bale as hard as I could. It quivered, sticking straight up, the ends of the handles up in the air. I only had to squat a little as I positioned myself over it and stuck the already gooey handle right back into my pussy. 
 
    I bounced, grabbing my breasts, my fingers trying to keep the binder clips from jiggling as I worked myself furiously, my body responding predictably. It wasn’t easy eighter. The binder on my clit seemed to throb and get in the way, and sometimes I rose up to far, causing the entire thing to slip out of me. It spun as I grabbed it pushing myself back down, not realizing the entire thing had changed position. 
 
    The fresh, un-lubricated handle grip began slipping into my pussy and I groaned. I wriggled. I squatted. Then I felt the wet, goo coated handle somewhere else. I gasped, my sex tightening up as a different sensation happened. 
 
    Something touched my ass. 
 
    No. No way, I heard myself saying. But that little bit of extra sensation seemed to explode inside me and I moved even more vigorously. I reached down between my legs, grabbing hold of the lopper and did the one thing I didn’t think I could do. I jammed both handles into myself.  
 
    Maybe I was trying to earn brownie points with Master Barrett. I know how much he likes to make me uncomfortable by forcing anal sex on me. But yesterday morning, I was also motivated by the need to cum, and after humping myself up and down on that lopper, that last little bit, pushing it into my bottom, stuffing both holes, pushed me over the edge into my second orgasm.  
 
    I collapsed on the hay bale and my fingers immediately went to the clit clamp, even before extracting the still embedded lopper handles. I bit my lip as the pain surged between my legs. I shuddered, tears coming to my eyes, then I pulled out the lopper, tossed it aside, and tried to gently remove the nipple clamps. Agonizing pain hit me, this time at the tips of each breast and I hissed, rolling in agony. My nipples felt like someone had driven hot needles through them.   
 
    I lay there panting as I collected myself. It was the temperature that did it. I sat up, my pussy still dripping, clit tender and sore, and grabbed my dress, pulling it back on. My duster and boots were next and I gingerly picked up my vibroballs and pushed them back in. 
 
    And set them to low. 
 
    I cleaned tools then, even coating them with oil. I’m guessing that pussy juice isn’t exactly an excellent machine lubricant, despite what it can do to a man’s cock. I’m a responsible girl. Besides, you never know when I’ll need to use one… in whatever way. Finally, I headed back into the house, fully intent on heading up to my room to tell Master Barrett what I’d done. 
 
    “What’s wrong with your dress?” My father asked as I walked through the living room. I blinked and stopped, turning to look at him.  
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with it,” I said in confusion. I ran my hands down the front and looked down. The bodice was fine, and it wasn’t dirty or anything.  
 
    “The front,” he gestured. “It looks like you’re missing something.”  
 
    I blinked. “Missing something?” I asked in confusion.  
 
    He nodded. “Your silhouette has changed.” 
 
    My eyes widened and I brought my hands up to cover my breasts, blushing furiously, only to cross my arms over my chest. He didn’t say anything else and I climbed the stairs quickly to escape.  
 
    He knew…  
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    “So… um…” I said in a slightly worried tone as I shifted back and forth on my seat. “What is it exactly you are trying to prove?” I asked. 
 
    “That you can actually handle way more than you think,” he replied congenially.  
 
    I bit my lip. “Um. I’m not trying to disagree with you,” I said gingerly, “but trust me, I can get a little tender. All women do.” I tilted my head. “Heck, Kari can’t handle anything touching her clit after cumming.” 
 
    “She isn’t you,” Master Brandon replied. 
 
    I had to nod. “Well, that’s true,” I said. “But still, I have my limits.” 
 
    “Which is what we want to test with this particular assignment.” 
 
    “My limits?” 
 
    “Your clit,” he corrected. “First, please take off your clothes. Then get the butterfly vibrator and strap it on over your pussy.” 
 
    I licked my lips, a sudden surge of excitement rushing through me. I stood up quickly and began unbuttoning my flannel shirt. Underneath was a tee, but my fingers flew with anticipation, so it wasn’t longer than a few seconds before I was removing my bra and baring my breasts. My jeans went next, the denim pulled down around my wide hips and generous ass, and I snagged my panties at the same time, taking the entire ensemble down to the floor. I stepped on the toes of my tube socks as I kicked off my bottom and with a quick smile at the webcam on my computer, I pulled the butterfly harness out of my toybox. It was shaped like a plastic bug with wings and I pressed it directly to the top of my vagina as I snugged the straps around my waist. The little plastic bump spread my folds just a bit and I wiggled my hips to make sure it wouldn't come loose.  
 
    “Now,” said Master Barrett. Place ankle and wrist cuffs on yourself.” 
 
    My eyebrow went up. “Um… why?” I asked in concern. “I’m alone. I can’t exactly bind myself.” 
 
    “On the contrary, you can,” he explained. “And while I know that you can free yourself, the idea is to make you work for it.” 
 
    I grimaced, not liking the idea, but there wasn’t much I could do about it. I pulled two sets of foam and nylon cuffs out of my box and with one, little bare foot up on the bed, I started putting them on. I must admit I liked the look. I always have. Bondage cuffs and nothing else certainly make a statement.  
 
    “Now, you still have the bungee cords attached to the corners of the bed?” 
 
    I looked at the computer and nodded. “Yes sir.” The previous day Master Brandon had asked that I put these two-foot-long bungee cords, with hooks, on the bottom half of my bed.  
 
    “Good. Sit down in the center of the bed and spread your legs wide. Hook the ankle cuffs so that your legs are held open.”  
 
    I sat down in the center of my bed and spread my legs, feeling a rush of excitement as I followed Master Brandon’s orders. Already my pussy was soaked, even after an early morning orgasm before I’d gone out to do my chores. I started hooking my ankles. 
 
    “Oh, Breanne. Do you need a gag?” He asked in concern. I looked up as I finished securing my right leg.  
 
    “What?” I shook my head. “Oh. No. My mom went out and left only my Dad here. He’s downstairs, watching a war documentary.” I let out a rueful laugh. “Lots of explosions.” 
 
    Master Brandon chuckled. “Well, that’s good for him, but not you,” he assured me. 
 
    I blinked. “Why?” I asked.  
 
    “Because you aren’t allowed any explosions.” 
 
    “What?” I asked in disbelief. “But…” 
 
    “Calm down,” Master Brandon said patiently. “I know you will undoubtedly cum, but I want you to resist that urge. To hold off if you can. To help motivate you, there has to be consequences.” 
 
    I bit my lip. “What kind of consequences?” I asked. 
 
    “I presume the clothespins and coldhot cream are still in your nightstand drawer?” 
 
    My mouth went dry. “Um… yes sir,” I whispered. 
 
    “Well, hopefully you won’t have to use them this hour.” 
 
    I gulped and laid flat, staring up at the ceiling. I pulled on the ankle cuffs and was assured that my legs were now bound open in a way that would require me to sit up, scoot back down the bed, and then unhook each cuff by hand. I also knew that my position was perfect for the webcam mounted to the top of my computer monitor. Master Brandon undoubtedly had a great view of my purple-colored butterfly sitting on my flower.  
 
    “Are you ready?” He asked. 
 
    “I suppose so,” I said nervously. 
 
    “Good. Now turn it to full power.” 
 
    I reached down between my legs, stretching only a little bit, and turned on the purple bug. Inside of the plastic housing was a very powerful motor running on two triple A batteries. It spun up easily and I pressed a bit more on the switch, feeling it go from low to medium, then to high power. The weighted and offset motor shimmied violently, causing the entire mechanism to shake. 
 
    While pressed against my clitoris. 
 
    I let out a soft groan as I lifted my hands. 
 
    “That’s it,” said Master Brandon. “Slip them through the bars on the headboard and clip them together.” 
 
    It wasn’t going to hold me, but I would need to really focus on twisting my fingers the right way once the metal clips were attached. Each wrist cuff had one and I only needed to clip one on. 
 
    “No,” Master Brandon said. “Do both. It will take you longer to free yourself.” 
 
    I bit my lip, but followed orders, my hips already lifting against the intense vibrations. They seemed so loud. But then I heard the metal click of the clip and knew that getting my hands free, especially under pressure, was going to be a challenge. 
 
    Hopefully, the hours didn’t catch fire.  
 
    I felt ripples of pleasure streaming up from my clit and my pussy tightened, convulsing around an imaginary cock. The stretch of my legs added to the intensity and I felt myself ripening, my breathing getting more labored as my body was stimulated into sexual ecstasy with increasing speed. I pulled on the bungee cords, my legs coming in just a bit, only to be tugged back outward. My toes curled and I let out a low moan. 
 
    “Feel good?” Master Brandon asked. 
 
    I nodded. Of course, it felt good. Hell, it felt great! No pain whatsoever, and just the incessant buzzing on my pussy.  
 
    “While I have your attention,” Master Brandon continued. “Let’s discuss what happens after this.” 
 
    I nodded my head, just a tad bit breathless. “Okay,” I said, not really paying attention. 
 
    “After this hour-long session, you will be allowed a thirty minute break, then you will need to complete another hour stimulation.” 
 
    My brain, despite the distraction of the sweetness between my legs, caught that. 
 
    “Another one?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, another one. And the timing is critical. Thirty minutes only between sessions. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Thirty minutes,” I moaned, closing my eyes.  
 
    “How does your clit feel?” 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” I hummed. 
 
    “Are you close to cumming?”  
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “So quickly,” he said, almost to himself. “How interesting.” 
 
    The next ten minutes seemed to go very quickly. With increasing need, my body tensed and undulated, stretched out on the bed. I heard the creak of my metal bedframe as I pulled on the bungee cords holding my legs open. My hands were securely bound and under the circumstances, it would have taken some serious concentration to get my hands free.  
 
    I sucked in a breath. “Oh my God,” I whispered, though I figure God was watching with about as much interest as Master Brandon. 
 
    “About to cum?” 
 
    I nodded frantically. “Yes! Oh yes!” I groaned.  
 
    “Good for me. Bad for you,” he chuckled.  
 
    I didn’t respond to that, mostly because a variety of sensations were combining to overwhelm me. Being bound is always a turn on, the way my movement is restricted, the way I’m not really in control of what is happening to my body. The stretch in my thighs was especially important because my body loves being pulled open, exposed, and vulnerable, unable to close and protect myself from you know… someone with a paddle, or a whip, smacking my sex. Then there was that little itch in the back of my head, telling me that someone was watching the whole damn thing.  
 
    And yeah, there was a freaking vibrator strapped to my pussy.  
 
    I arched my back, toes curling as I clenched my jaw. Orgasm for me is sort of like climbing a mountain. I start off at the bottom and trudge laboriously up the slope, clawing my way along. Eventually I approach a huge bluff with a yawning abyss. The cliffs of orgasm. 
 
    Depending on how fast I’m going along the trail, I have several options. If I’m edging, the idea is not to jump or leap off into orgasmic ecstasy to float downward, but to come to a stop at the very edge, teetering on the precipice as my body ripples with energy. If I’m good, I stop there panting, looking into the darkness as it looks back. 
 
    Or I fall. 
 
    In this instance, with the vibrator on my clit dancing merrily, bound open, my naked body on display, I didn’t even try to slow down. I ran pell-mell straight for the crevasse, jumped with all my might, and cried out in utter rapture as my body shuddered and the orgasm rushed through me.  
 
    Oh God yes… 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Nine minutes,” Master Brandon commented. “That was quite the show.” I lay stretched out, still dazed, still quivering as the adrenaline petered out and I was left in the blissful euphoria to which I’m addicted. I didn’t bother to respond. I just breathed, a stupid grin on my face. This did not last long because I felt something cutting through the pleasure. It was the vibrations, still set to high, rumbling over my clit. I lifted my head and looked down my body, through my bare breasts. Without thinking, I tried to bring my hands down, my body already telling my fingers to turn off the butterfly. But then the metal clips caught in the headboard and my arms came to an abrupt halt. 
 
    “Oh,” I blurted out. My right hip thrust upward as I twisted my lower half, my body trying to push the vibrator off my clit, but it was strapped on. My hips began this mad little dance, a herky jerk of muscle twitches and thrusts that were lewd, provocative, and would have resulted in my immediate fucking had I been naked on a beach in a crowd of guys.  Of course, being alone, on my own bed, tied spread eagled (kinda) just meant that I had to suffer through it. 
 
    “How does it feel?” Asked Master Brandon. 
 
    Tension ran through me. “Intense,” I replied, still pulling on my bonds. I thought about trying to release my hands but knew that would be frowned upon. “It tingles. And not in a nice way.” 
 
    “That’s good,” he replied. “Because you’re a pain slut and I want to hurt you in this manner. Try to lay still.” 
 
    I tried. It was hard and it got harder. Much, much harder. 
 
    But not just because it hurt. Because I suddenly felt aroused again. Which was all sorts of fucked up. 
 
    “Um,” I said hesitantly. “What happens if I cum again?”  
 
    “Your clit becomes even more sensitive.” 
 
    “Oh,” I replied. “Right.” I took a deep breath and realized that I was already halfway up the freaking mountain. I was going to cum again, and soon. The vibrations seemed to intensify, though I knew the motor wasn’t getting any more power, or increasing speed, or anything. It was all about how my poor clit was taking the brunt. I could feel my nerves becoming frayed, overloading from the constant onslaught of sexual stimulation. It felt raw and grating, all while at the same time I felt my pussy tightening with need, squeezing and convulsing as desperation seemed to simmer and then boil in my veins.  
 
    It didn’t take long to get there. 
 
    I think I was on the wrong side of the half-hour mark when I gritted my teeth and arched my back. My hips thrust violently upward and I cried out as my toes curled, orgasm number two ricocheting through my loins like a ping pong ball in a washing machine. I felt a fresh surge of wetness as my pussy squirted more cum against the underside of the butterfly vibrator. I felt myself shuddering as my body tried to figure out what to do with the extra adrenaline and I groaned as the vibrations seemed very intense. 
 
    But damn, I felt good. For a minute at least. 
 
    “That one was quite pretty,” Master Brandon commented. 
 
    It took me a moment to respond, mostly because I was still somewhat dazed from the sexual euphoria of orgasm. “What was?” I finally asked, the slight edge of the vibrations cutting through my fogged mind. 
 
    “Your rapture,” he said brightly. 
 
    “Rapture,” I breathed. That was a good word for it.  
 
    “Now you only have to endure another twenty-eight minutes of vibration. Do you think you’ll cum again? And how does your clit feel?” 
 
    I licked my lips, my arms pulling downward on the cuffs. Somewhere in the depths of my head, I knew that I could have freed myself, but I pretended otherwise. I was stuck there, bound open, legs outstretched.  
 
    “It feels… it feels…” I managed to say. I blinked. How did it feel? I wasn’t even sure I could describe it properly. At least not in situ. “Tingly. Sensitive. Aching,” I answered. It was tough to describe the sensation. Like someone rubbing the bottom of my feet just a little too fast. Or scraping a fork across the skin of my forearm. It didn’t hurt, but it felt just a tad bit caustic.  
 
    “So, while you’re suffering, let’s talk about the next session.” 
 
    I stared up at the ceiling as my pussy tightened, which caused my hips to shift and my lower half to thrust upward. The butterfly shifted, not that it made a lick of difference to the tremors being subjected to my clitoris. “The next session,” I repeated roughly. 
 
    “Yes. The next session. I’m thinking you should do it out in the barn, wearing your jeans. Perhaps with your belt padlocked shut so that you can’t get your pants off.” 
 
    I gulped and my hips rolled as my body tried to dislodge the vibrator. Again. I was pretty much completely ignoring what Master Brandon was telling me. I had a much more pressing issue. As in, it was pressing against my clit. “Um…” I said, really starting to understand just what kind of torment I was being subjected to. “How much longer?”  
 
    “Twenty-six minutes,” Master Brandon replied. “I’m guess your clit feels quite tender now, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh,” I said softly. “Oh fuck.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    My horse, whose name is Star, was only mildly surprised when I stepped into her stall with my curry brush. This in itself was not surprising. I lavish attention on my horse, but undoubtedly, she thought I was off my rocker when I came with my shirt open, breasts bared, with the tips of both breasts tightly caught in the wooden grip of a pair of clothespins. The pegs wiggled as I moved, sending a flurry of exquisite sensations straight down to my pussy. Which then got swallowed up hole by the earthquake centered right between my legs. 
 
    The butterfly vibrator had been on for about fifteen minutes, crushed tightly between the crotch of my blue jeans and my clit, and the vibrations of the toy were certainly having an effect. The thirty-minute break I’d been afforded between the first and second sessions had been life-saving, or maybe I should say “clit-saving,” because after orgasm number three, my pussy had felt like maybe I’d pushed myself a little too far.  
 
    Admittedly, I’d been surprised too. The caustic, stinging sensation that had seemed to envelop my clitoris had created some very strange responses in me. Sure, it was tingly and it stung. But I’d found myself responding with the same kind of masochistic idiocy that I do when I get a canker sore. I tongue it until it hurts so much it feels good.  
 
    Try doing that with your clitoris.  
 
    I took a deep breath, running the brush down Star’s back. Even the simple act of currying my horse seemed to be deceptively sexual. Every movement of my arm caused my breasts to move, which made the clothespins jiggle. That sent little surges of delicious pain down through my body, to where my clit was being agitated with incessant fur.  
 
    Master Brandon had been very pleased with my performance during the first session, especially after the third orgasm had left me near tears, wracked with spasms, while my loins jerked and juked with the desperate need to get away from the vibrations. I was near tears by the time we hit the hour mark and I was so frantic to get loose and turn off the damn butterfly vibrator that I’d actually had trouble freeing my hands, thus giving my poor clit almost a minute’s worth of extra torment. 
 
    Master Brandon had loved it.  
 
    “Show me your clit,” he’d demanded as I sagged on the side of the bed, the butterfly not only turned off but pulled away from my still tingling sex. I’d moved back toward the computer, spread my legs and showed him the flushed, pink folds and the slightly swollen tip of my nub.  
 
    “It’s a decent start,” he said amiably. “But your punishment for cumming the first time will be to have another hour-long session. As I said, you can do it in your barn. Jeans on. That said, your punishment for the second orgasm will be to wear a clothespin on your right tit for that hour, while the punishment for the third orgasm will to be a similar torment on your left breast.” 
 
    Which is how I ended up bare chested, clamped, brushing my horse. 
 
    “It hurts, you know,” I said to Star, running the brush along her neck. “My nipples are throbbing and my clit is sore.” My hips were twitching and I could feel my pussy tightening and loosening in these waves as my lower half tried to cope with the stimulation. “But it’s confusing too, because there is part of me that likes it,” I added softly, confessing to my four-legged-companion. “I don’t want it. And I want it.” I bit my lip. “Why does being hurt like this turn me on?” 
 
    Star nickered and pushed against me a little. Maybe she was detecting my stress. Maybe she just loved me. Or maybe she understood the fucked-up way my head and body worked.  
 
    “It’s hard,” I said, trying to concentrate on what I was doing, instead of what was being done to me. “I have this longing to unbutton my jeans and turn it off,” I explained to the horse. “Of course, I can’t do that, can I?” 
 
    And I couldn’t, because I’d slipped a small, luggage padlock through both the buckle and one of the holes. To get it off, I’d need to go back into the house, all the way upstairs, and into my bedroom. Which, in hindsight, was a fucking stupid thing to do.  
 
    Star nickered again and I moved down toward her flank. I could feel the tension and pressure building, and not in a slow, steady manner. It seemed to sputter and spurt, moving me in quick thrusts up the side of the mountain. The pinching of my nipples didn’t help and when Star moved toward me at one point, forcing the clothespins upward and twisting my nipples hard, the sensation didn’t just result in a sharp little squeal. It pressed the “accelerate” button.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered, closing my eyes and putting my forehead against my horse’s side. “I can’t take it!” I told her.  
 
    She whinnied again and as my slight frame began to shudder, I clung to her as my nervous system was overloaded for the fourth time that morning. Waves of acute and rather cutting pleasure seemed to slice through me, starting between the legs, shooting up to the tips of my crushed breasts, and then back down to the depths of my sex. I knew this was bad. I knew that I had to resist. But there was just no way to stop my body from reacting. I gave in and grabbed hold of my horse, trembling as the orgasm rushed through me. 
 
    Well. Fuck.  
 
    As I sagged, the sexual euphoria I tend to experience during climax turned my brains to jelly. I felt good. Ragged, but good, and my hand went down to my crotch, instinctively trying to do what I always do – turn off the vibrations.  
 
    Well, not this time. For a moment my fingernails skittered over the denim and it took my brain almost a minute to figure out my pants were in the way. By that time, my fingers were already tugging at my belt, only to find the leather padlocked to my buckle. As my brain began saying “ah, ah, ah,” in Denis Nedry’s voice, my hand went to the zipper, tugging it down. And that’s why I’d worn the really tight jeans. Because even with the crotch open, I still couldn’t reach the fucking butterfly. 
 
    And that’s when the vibrations began to really cut into me.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned, whimpering as I dropped the curry brush and backed out of the stable. Both hands were pressed to my groin and I struggled to get a finger down through the fly. I’d put a pair of panties on over the butterfly and they did exactly what the dumber half of me had figured. The cotton prevented me from getting to the off switch. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I whimpered. My back hit one of the roof posts and I struggled with my pants, all while my brain started to shout “stop! You’re supposed to be suffering.” The message finally got through as I fell over into the straw, panting hard, my clit feeling as if someone were holding a scrub brush, busily scraping at my pussy. I rolled back and forth and finally just jammed both hands down between my legs. 
 
    The pressure… helped. And it made things worse. I know. Confusing right? Trust me, my body and brain were both at odds. The sensation coming up from my clit was both painful and arousing and by pressing down hard on the butterfly, right through my jeans, I both muted and changed the vibrations shaking that little nub of nerves. It was like poking a canker sore with your tongue. It hurts… but it’s a good hurt.  
 
    “No,” I panted. “No. You can’t!”  
 
    But why couldn’t I? I was already fucked. Master Brandon had made it clear that even one orgasm meant another round. Another hour of non-stop vibration meant to turn my clitoris into the epicenter of a cataclysmic event, all on its own. Another orgasm during this session wouldn’t change that. It would only change what happened to my breasts. 
 
    Which made me think about my nipples. Both of them were still crushed tightly between the wooden pincers of the clothespins. I could feel the throbbing, the pain of it, seeping deep into my breasts, circling around my sternum, and then shooting down to my pussy. I couldn’t help it. I pressed harder on the butterfly and let out a high-pitched whine of desperation. 
 
    Desperate to stop. Desperate to cum.  
 
    “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I hissed, twisting as I squirmed around on my makeshift bed, my booted heels thumping on the ground. Master Brandon had been so explicit while I’d been getting dressed. 
 
    “Now if you cum during this next session,” he had said, “you’ll need to come back up here and get a pair of tight, white short shorts, a halter top, and your sandals.” 
 
    I tugged the jeans up over my ass and looked over at the computer. “You do know it’s like fifty degrees here right now?”  
 
    He chuckled. “Of course. You will take the outfit with you to the mall. Go in, find a bathroom and change clothes.” 
 
    I settled the jeans in place. “Into the shorts and halter top?”  
 
    “Precisely. And don’t forget to start up the butterfly. A full hour. And don’t cum, or there will be another session after that one.” 
 
    I swallowed and zipped up the fly. “What happens if I accidentally cum?” I asked. 
 
    And Master Brandon laughed.  
 
    Now, on the floor of the barn, it was too late. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth, muffling my cries as my body jerked and twisted on the floor. I couldn’t stop it. The second orgasm of the session, the fifth of the day, seemed to shatter upon my frame, leaving me senseless.  
 
    Until the vibrations on my clit tore through my sexual euphoria. I wiped a tear from my eye as I sat up, jaw clenched, my pussy almost burning.  
 
    “Oh God,” I whispered. “What do I do?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I looked downward as I took a deep breath. The pink painted tips of my toes were showing in the high heeled sandals I was wearing, and my bare legs seemed very white. I hadn’t had much sun in the last two or three months and I’m naturally pale with the exception of my arms, which had adopted a sort of permanent farmer’s tan. The halter top I was wearing made the contrast between my browned forearms and the rest of me even more acute and I was actually more embarrassed by the changes in coloration than the fact that my halter top was too small and too tight. The fact that my breasts barely fit and were practically bulging out the sides and top seemed somewhat inconsequential under the circumstances.  
 
    The shorts were nice though. Sort of. At least they weren’t see through. The fit perfectly, almost as if they had been painted on my lower half, but still had enough leeway to fit the butterfly vibrator sitting atop my slit. I flipped the tiny black button on the vibe and let out a choked groan as it started up.  
 
    My clitoris immediately responded to round three of “desensitization” by letting me know it was acutely and terribly sensitized. After my adventure in the barn, I’d barely managed to get back up to my bedroom without a ruckus, scrambling for the key to unlock my belt. I was so sore by that time and I collapsed backward onto the bed the second the damn thing was off, panting horribly.  
 
    That had been about an hour ago and now I was at the mall, ensconced in the handicap stall of a public restroom, and the vibrator felt like it was it was trying to rub a hole through my clit.  
 
    “Oh crap,” I muttered, already aware that the next hour was going to be brutal. The only good news was that I wasn’t anywhere near as aroused as I’d been during the second session. Then I’d suffered through another three orgasms, earning not just another round of vibrational torment, but punishment as well. 
 
    Which meant Julie.  
 
    I licked my lips, gathered up my bag with my previous outfit, and stepped out into the bathroom. No one was in there so I took a moment to look at myself in the mirror. Honestly, the outfit wasn’t bad. It was something a typical girl my age might be wearing, at least in the middle of the summer. My midriff was exposed, my boobs threatening to pop out at a moment’s notice, and my legs and toes bare. The canvas bag I was carrying had my boots, jeans, and shirt, along with a few other specific items that I wasn’t happy about, though Master Brandon had been specific about the punishment for cumming. 
 
    I closed my eyes for a moment. The redhead girl in the mirror followed suit. Or at least I hoped she did. I had to concentrate on not cumming. That was the key. Don’t cum. At all. If I could avoid another orgasm, I wouldn’t have to suffer another round. I opened my eyes and walked out of the bathroom. The buzzing between my legs was a little harder to detect in the hubbub of the mall itself, but I felt it, almost like a burn, as if a caustic acid was gently eating away at my clitoris. 
 
    I turned left and headed down the concourse, already resisting the urge to press down on the butterfly vibrator. My hips twitched in odd directions as I walked and my pussy was constantly tightening, grasping at nothing. It made my steps hesitant and awkward. By the time I got to Julie’s shop five minutes later, my tender nub was tingling in protest. 
 
    Julie was with a customer. 
 
    “Hi Breanne,” she said brightly. “You can head into the back,” she told me. I nodded and walked past the register in the middle of the store and moved toward the rear. A door led to the storage room and I opened it, slipping inside. 
 
    The backroom of Julie’s store was mostly shelving units cluttered with boxes. Stock was evidently a big part of Julie’s job as manager. A small wooden desk with a computer sat just to the left of the door and I glanced back through the square window to see her finishing up with the customer. Julie was laughing, her green and blue hair swinging and to me she looked sort of like an iceberg ready to tip over. She waved goodbye and then turned the back with a smoldering look of hunger in her eyes. I took an involuntary step backward and swallowed. 
 
    Uh oh. 
 
    The door opened and Julie stepped in. She is a thin woman and there isn’t much meat on her, but she’s intensely beautiful and I always have this desire to just melt in her arms. She glanced at my outfit with a grin. 
 
    “Nice halter top. Lose it,” she said. 
 
    I pulled the shirt up over my head, baring my breasts. The material had barely cleared my hair when I felt her hands on my bosom, squeezing and kneading, her fingers finding my nipples and giving them a series of tweaks that became increasingly harder. I gasped and laced my fingers behind my head. Part of me was grateful for the attention, because it distracted me from the buzzing over my pussy, but it also excited me, and that wasn’t good. 
 
    “Please,” I begged. “Please don’t make me cum?” 
 
    “Make you cum?” Julie teased. She kept one hand on my left breast but bent down and suckled my right nipple into her mouth. Her tongue swirled in a wet dance around the tip and I gasped, my pussy clenching in fresh need.  
 
    “Julie!” I gasped, quivering. She let go, but only after biting down with her teeth and stretching my tit out.  
 
    “How does your clit feel? Still buzzing?”  
 
    I nodded. I’d called her before heading out and told her what needed to happen, so she knew about the assignment. 
 
    “Well, give me a moment to say hello, and then we’ll see about the punishment for the second orgasm.” 
 
    I grimaced. “You mean my fifth. And sixth.” 
 
    She laughed. “Yeah, both of them. I’m surprised you haven’t cum yet this session.” 
 
    I gulped. “The butterfly vibe has only been only for eight or nine minutes.” 
 
    Julie lifted her hand, stared hard at my right breast, and then slapped it hard. 
 
    “Owww!” I yelped. My body half twisted to the right, turning with the blow. But that just gave Julie’s other hand a perfect target and she slapped my left tit back the other way. It wasn’t soft blows either. She was trying to hurt me. And succeeding. I gritted my teeth, eyes closing as she delivered almost a dozen strokes to each breast, leaving me panting heavily, my pussy clenched tight as the pain coming from my breasts finally muted the burning of my clit. Julie continued to slap my bosom back and forth until finally a thin cry escaped my lips and there were tears in my eyes. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she whispered softly. “Hi.” Then she leaned forward and kissed my nipples. I shuddered and she licked at the tips. “Yummy.” I struggled to suck in a breath as she pulled back and then held out her hand. “Coldhot cream,” she ordered. 
 
    I took my hands away from the back of my neck. Master Brandon had said nothing about getting my breasts smacked by Julie as part of my punishment for cumming, but I doubt he would have objected. The plus side was that with my boobs smarting, my clit seemed to be less sensitive. I bent over, rustled around in my bag, and came out with the tube of white cream. I handed it to my younger dominatrix and she uncapped it with a grin. 
 
    “So,” she said in a conversational tone. “This is the punishment for the second orgasm. I’m curious. What happens to you if you cum twice while walking the mall?” She squeezed a huge dollop out onto my right nipple and with her forefinger, began coating my entire areola and tip. Holy fuck it felt cold! I shuddered. 
 
    “I don’t know yet,” I said weakly as my nipple fought my clit for the right to call itself the “most stimulated” point on Breanne’s body. Already the tip was hard as a rock, sticking straight out and after having been crushed in a clothespin for an hour, was practically as tender as my clit. I glanced down. A white circle overlay the pink one and I winced as the tingling seemed to get more intense. Julie calmly put another huge goop on my left nipple and rubbed it around.  
 
    “There we go!” She said calmly, wiping her finger off on my upper thigh, almost getting it on the crotch of my shorts. I looked down. 
 
    “Julie, I can’t put the halter top back on with this much cream on my breasts,” I protested. “It will soak through!”  
 
    She gave me this little disappointed look. “Oh. Really? Well, gosh. I’m sorry.” She picked up my halter top and held it out to me. “You can wipe it off with this,” she said. I glared at her.  
 
    “Or…” her hand dipped into my bag and pulled out the other item I was dreading. “I can rub this around in it before I put it in your ass.” She lifted the steel butt plug up and brought it dangerously close to my tits. I gasped and pulled away. 
 
    “No!” I blurted out. The last thing I needed was my ass on fire. “No thank you,” I amended, trying to be polite. I grabbed my shirt and pulled it on over my head. I tried not to smear the cream and settled the cotton halter over my breasts. Sure enough, in seconds my nipples were burning and I could see the material darkening as the cream seeped into the threads.  
 
    “Oh,” Julie said in disappointment. “Too bad. Unbutton your shorts and pull them down.” 
 
    I took a deep breath, realizing that the physical pressures were adding up and it wasn’t going to take much to push me over the edge. My nipples had started to burn and the front of the halter top had started to darken with moisture. It felt like flames were lapping at my breasts. I unbuttoned the shorts and the noise of the butterfly increased dramatically as I pushed the white cotton down over my bottom.  
 
    “Turn around and bend over the desk.”  
 
    I closed my eyes as I turned and bent over and I felt my breasts rest on the wooden top. Julie’s hand came down on my bottom and for a moment I thought she was going to spank me. Her nails slid over my buttock and it tickled, but not enough to distract from the chemically created bonfires crackling at along my bust, or the still buzzing bee pollinating my flower. What got my attention was the cold smooth steel of the butt plug as she teased my crack. 
 
    “Spread your legs.” 
 
    “Julie,” I said roughly, almost in a panic. “There’s some oil in a bottle in my bag and…” 
 
    “Hush,” she said, putting her free hand on the back of my neck and pushing downward. “Just spread your legs.” 
 
    I widened my stance. Evidently that wasn’t enough for her. She kicked at my ankles and I gasped as I opened up even more. My breasts were mashed against the top of her desk and I felt the edge push into my stomach. The plug in her hand slid downward and I couldn’t help it. I whimpered as my butthole puckered. She teased the opening and I sucked in a breath, bracing myself. It would hurt going in, especially dry like that, but… 
 
    Then the plug dipped even more, across my exposed perineum, only to plunge hard and fast into my pussy, thrusting in under the butterfly vibrator. There was a brief rattle as the base met the bug and as my entire body thrummed with sudden sexual heat, Julie pulled the thick plug out of my slit and jammed it back in. 
 
    Oh. My. Fucking. God.  
 
    She did it again. And then again. 
 
    The engine that drove my libido roared as Julie metaphorically mashed her foot down on the accelerator and that stupid, thick, stubby plug revved me up, doubling, even tripling the sexual pressure caused by the butterfly vibrator. For the first time all day something was in my pussy and oh hell yeah, that felt amazing. I stiffened, my sex tightening up around it as Julie continued to fuck me with the plug. In seconds I was moaning. Then my voice tightened up as I approached the pinnacle. I closed my eyes, my brow furrowing as my body prepared to jump, the edge within view. Fucking orgasm.  
 
    And Julie pulled the plug out again and I literally spread myself open even more, my body relaxed and accepting, ready for her to jam it deep into my vagina again. 
 
    The plug went into totally the wrong hole. 
 
    I squealed like a stuck pig as the thick steel plug, thoroughly lubricated with my own girl goo, was unceremoniously and quite suddenly stuck up my ass. I tightened instantly but it was too late and Julie settled the hard pear in my bottom with a little crow of triumph. I jerked upright, both hands going to my bottom, but Julie thrust her arm out across my back and I was brought up short, even as I half turned, staring at her in pain and surprise. 
 
    “That fucking hurt!” I blurted out, near tears. My hands cupped my bottom and I whimpered.  
 
    “I think,” she said wickedly. “That’s the point.” She removed her arm and I straightened all the way up, bringing my feet together. Then the buzzing against my clit seemed to reassert itself and I clenched my jaw as my hands moved down to the front of my body. 
 
    “Oh no,” Julie said, grabbing my wrists. “That stays on.” 
 
    I was panting. “Julie,” I whined. “It stings!”  
 
    “Good,” she replied, pushing my hands over to my sides and then yanking up my shorts. I gasped as the material pushed on the butterfly, making it rub against my clit even more.  
 
    “Are you close to cumming?” She asked as she buttoned up the waist. 
 
    I nodded, not even sure I could talk properly. I took stock, trying to sort out all of the various sensations. I was horribly aroused now, thanks to the fucking she’d just given me, and my ass hurt. My nipples were on fire and my clit was reporting a sensation somewhere between getting rubbed with an electric toothbrush and having hot wax dripped on it. Julie zipped up my shorts and straightened up. 
 
    “There. I think you’re ready for the walk,” Julie said in satisfaction, watching as my hips began rolling, my lower half overwhelmed. “I wonder how far you’ll get before you cum.”  
 
    I let out panicked groan.  
 
    Julie’s eyes narrowed. Then she turned and pushed back through the door out into the store. For a moment, I thought she’d heard a customer come in, but then she came back with a red ribbon. She held it up, knelt down in front of me, and began pushing it through the tiny hole of the zipper. Then she looped it up and through the buttonhole.  
 
    “That won’t keep me from opening my shorts,” I gasped, the pressures of her hand not helping one bit. 
 
    “That’s not the point,” she said simply. “You have a tendency to cheat. So, this will keep you honest.” She looked up at me. “There is now way you can get into your shorts without breaking that ribbon. If you come back here and that ribbon is gone, or damaged, I’m going to strip you naked, sit you down in that chair with your legs up on the arms, remove the butterfly vibrator from your pussy, and then use this plastic ruler to beat your little clit into paste.” She held up the plastic ruler, just to show me. My eyes widened and I gulped as I nodded. “Good,” she said with that same wicked smile. “This is what I call a win/win scenario, because honestly… I would love it if you messed with the ribbon.”  
 
    She backed up and looked at me. I was a mess. My mascara had run a little, my halter top looked like I’d spilled grease or oil on a table and then leaned over to dip the tips of my breasts in it. A bright red ribbon drew attention to my tight, white shorts, and my whole outfit was inappropriate for the weather and the season. Add to that the ripples and spasms rocking my entire frame and I sort of looked like the poster child for epileptic seizures. I gave Julie a desperate look. 
 
    “I don’t want to do this,” I whispered. 
 
    She smiled. “I know you don’t. That’s what makes it such a turn on. For both of us. You know how you get when you’re humiliated.” 
 
    I swallowed. She wasn’t wrong. She put an arm around me and guided me out of the backroom. Each step was hard and the closer we got to the front of the store, the more she was having to push me. 
 
    “Think of it,” she whispered into my ear. “Walking along, your clit tingling and burning and throbbing, your nipples all hot and tight, your ass clenched around the plug as people stare at you. And then…” she made a popping noise with her mouth. “Boom. You explode, soaking the crotch of those white shorts so everyone can see the purple butterfly sitting on your cunt.” She chuckled as she pushed me out into the mall. “Can you imagine?”  
 
    I could. Oh my God, I could so imagine that. I shuddered.  
 
    “Start walking princess,” Julie said smugly. “I hope you cum, several time.”  
 
    I turned and put one foot in front of the other, my knuckle in my mouth, trying not to cry out. Or cum. 
 
    “Don’t play with the ribbon!” 
 
    I shuffled forward and made it just three more minutes before I exploded. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The orgasm itself had been intense, drawn out, and caustic, leaving me to flounder helplessly forward. The spasms wracking my body drew some immediate and alarmed attention and I saved myself even more humiliation by darting into a store. My clit felt like someone had taken an orbital sander to it and the resulting mix of abrasive rubbing and orgasm inducing vibrations turned me into a blubbering mess as girl goo seeped out from around the butterfly vibrator, turning the crotch of my shorts into a translucent mess. 
 
    Then, with my pussy already tightening again as the vibrations continued to flow into my clit, I put one foot in front of the other, stepped back out into the mall, and continued my agonizing journey.  
 
    Julie had been right. The utter humiliation of my “walk of shame” down the main corridor added an entirely new ingredient to the sensations I was enduring. And yes… enduring is the right word. It’s almost impossible to describe the opposing aspects of the stimulation, except in the most explicit of terms.  
 
    It was agony and ecstasy. 
 
    The tightly little bundle of nerves centered in the tiny nub of my clit had been subjected to intense vibration for a good portion of the morning. I could tell that I was reaching a point where any kind of pleasure that might have come from such direct sexual stimulation was instantly warped into something more acidic as my frayed nerves failed to cope with the onslaught. Add in the humiliation of walking the mall with my shirt showing the wet marks of the coldhot cream, my nipples still burning, my ass stretched wide open with the plug, as well as the buzzing of the butterfly vibrator, and I’m shocked I was even able to shamble forward.  
 
    There was another component of my torment as well, and it was something I really hadn’t considered while still back at Julie’s little junk jewelry store. It was the mental game going on in my head, both logically and emotionally. And that fucked up mix was going to freaking town as my brain tried to cope with the physical distress being inflicted upon my curvy frame.  
 
    Logistically, I knew that I had to keep the butterfly vibrator on for a full hour, and that turning it off before the accepted time would essentially be me claiming a medical out. I also knew that just by cumming once I’d condemned myself to an additional hour of direct, vibrational torment, which I had no fucking clue how I was going to handle. The ribbon Julie had tied between my zipper and shorts button kept me honest, and the only plan I could come up with was to hurry through the mall, completing the lap as fast as possible. 
 
    Now that wouldn’t let me off the hook. I’d still have to keep the butterfly on, but maybe I could find a quiet, private place to suffer. Maybe a changing booth?  
 
    Emotionally, I wasn’t doing so good. There were two very separate parts of my psyche and they were in full conflict. One half of me was horrified by what was going. The little mousy Breanne, dressed in blue jeans and a flannel shirt, was repelled by my outfit, embarrassed by the near-see-thru quality of my shorts, and thought the various agonies being applied to my nipples, bottom, and pussy were abominable. On the other side, the crimson-colored girl wearing the blank bondage cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and not much more, thought everything was going really, really well and that little bitch was encouraging me to have another orgasm. Maybe two.  
 
    So, you can see how I vacillated.  
 
    I stumbled along, not really thinking, only reacting as the stimulation kept going, buzzing along between my legs. Stores passed me on my left and I saw the food court. I actively considered taking the short cut, but I’d been caught the last time I did that and I shook my head, hurrying along, intent on making the entire circuit.  
 
    I was about half-way around the mall from Julie’s store when I suddenly began to focus on the idea of calling for a medical out. Surely seven clitoral orgasms would be deemed sufficient for stimulating my clit and how much could I conceivably take? I winced, clenching my teeth as the vibrations in my shorts continued to slice through me, like nails on a chalkboard, or razorblades against bare skin. I found myself taking short, ragged breaths as I walked and my pussy was quivering violently, trying to find ways to cope with the onslaught of stimulation.  
 
    What would be the consequences of a medical out? I kept walking as I thought about, tension running down my throat from my clenched teeth. My pussy wouldn’t stop clenching and my ass was beginning to ache around the plug.  
 
    “Well, first of all,” I said aloud to myself, assuredly sounding just a little frantic and frayed. “Master Brandon wouldn’t be happy.”  
 
    And he wouldn’t. But he’d accept it. And then he’d turn it around and use my failure as an opportunity to inflict an even more intense and difficult torment on my aching body. A week of butt plugs? Orgasm denial? Who knew what diabolical reaction he would have? 
 
    Then my imagination moved over to Julie. What would she say? She’d be disappointed in me of course but understanding. And then she’d notice the ribbon had been broken. Would she wait until my clit wasn’t quite so tender, so sore? Or would that be the perfect moment to take her whippy, plastic ruler and beat my pussy hard?  
 
    “Are you alright miss?” 
 
    I blinked looking up. A nice-looking young man at one of the kiosks was staring at me in concern and I could only imagine what he thought. I was hunched over, my hips churning as I struggled to move forward. That’s when I realized that I actually was tugging on the ribbon, pulling. I let it go in shock and then looked up. 
 
    “What?” I gasped. “Oh. Yes. Fine. I’m yes. Fine. Thank you,” I managed to blurt out, hurrying up a set of steps into the next “neighborhood.”  The last thing I needed was someone delaying me. I kept moving, struggling to control myself, but it wasn’t easy. I glanced around, just a little surprised to find myself further along than I’d thought. I’d actually passed the food court again. I glanced at my watch. Twenty-two minutes left of vibration.  
 
    My hips had begun their death dance as my loins decided that fucking the vibrator was absolutely the right thing to do, and the resulting stride was a mix of erotic art and lewd provocation. I started getting some decidedly interested looks as I tried to move along, taking the turn that would lead me back toward Julie’s store.  
 
    I couldn’t tell if I was cold or hot, or wet or dry, or clenching my teeth in utter agony, or braced for another cumming orgasm. I stumbled forward, just desperate to get away from the eyes and increasingly large number of people who seemed to be staring at me. The sawing pain coming up from my clit increased and I jammed a hand between my thighs again, pressing and twisting, pushing on the vibrator as it buzzed horribly against my clitoris. Finally, I spotted Julie’s storefront and I practically sprinted for it, ducking in with a mewl of anguish. 
 
    Julie was waiting for me. She pointed to the backroom and I hurried into the back, feeling her come in behind me. 
 
    “Sit in the chair,” she ordered.  
 
    I dropped down, chest heaving. “I’m almost… almost…” 
 
    She laughed, pulling out a roll of duct tape. “I know. Put your hands on the armrests.” 
 
    I did and watched in alarm as she pulled out six inches and wrapped the gray adhesive strip around my wrist and the armrest. Together. She did three loops, binding my hand in place. “Now the other.”  
 
    I looked up at her in a panic.  
 
    “Breanne, I know you want to turn it off,” she whispered. “Let me help you.” 
 
    I nodded frantically and then closed my eyes as she secured my other wrist. I sat there, breathing, my body trembling violently as my pussy seemed to scream, unsure if it was hurting or swirling with hot need. The butterfly vibrator suddenly became the center of my universe and I gritted my teeth. 
 
    “Are you about to cum again?” Julie asked curiously.  
 
    I shook my head. “I’m so sensitive! It burns.” My words came out in a whine.  
 
    Julie moved in front of me and bent over. Gently, she lifted my right leg, pulling it outward and draping it over my arm, which was still taped to the arm rest. I groaned, closing my eyes. But then I heard the rip of the duct tape and when I looked up Julie was taping my leg to my arm. 
 
    “Wait,” I panted. “Wait… what?” 
 
    “Hush,” Julie said, tearing off a smaller piece. This one went across my mouth and my eyes widened in panic. I couldn’t move, especially with only one leg free, and then Julie grabbed my other ankle, pulling upward, spreading me open. 
 
    Buzzing.  
 
    I pulled on the duct tape but there was nothing I could do and I sat there quivering in the chair, sitting in Julie’s backroom, the grating intensity of the vibrator still shaking my clit. I mewled behind the tape gag and Julie stepped back, a smug and self-satisfied look on her face. 
 
    “You understand, don’t you?” She said softly. “I mean, I have expected it. The funny thing is that I don’t think you cheated. You must have tugged on it or something, which is why it’s all stretched. But it’s not broken, so I don’t think you turned the vibrator off.” 
 
    And suddenly it dawned on me. I glanced down to the front of my shorts and the ribbon she’d tied there hung loosely, stretched and pulled and misshapen. My eyes widened as she grabbed hold of it, yanking and it broke easily, the knot getting stuck in the eye of the zipper. Julie pulled it down and I swear I heard the sound of the vibrator get louder.  
 
    I shook my head, trying to plead my case. I hadn’t! I didn’t cheat! I didn’t stop it! But Julie was focused on the button of my shorts. She unsnapped it and the material loosened. I thrust up, yanking hard on the duct tape, but nothing short of a knife was going to free me from that chair and the noise coming from my covered mouth was insufficient to even penetrate into the store.  
 
    Julie slid a finger beneath one of the Velcro straps holding the vibrator on me. She didn’t turn it off. She just undid the strap. I gasped as the pressure on my clit changed and the top of the butterfly loosened. She moved her hand and the other side came free. Then she reached down and pushed, the butterfly dipping down deeper into my flower, until my swollen, bright pink clit was showing.  
 
    And I gasped as the vibrations… moved.  
 
    I can’t even describe the utter relief as my clit reacted to the lack of stimuli. I let out a choked sob, the respite so welcome, so needed. I closed my eyes, shuddering as my pussy clenched, my labia getting the vibrations. Julie slid behind me and I felt her hands on my breasts. Suddenly she grabbed my halter top, yanking it up, exposing both nipples. 
 
    The coldhot cream had stopped burning halfway through my walk and except for the scent of menthol still lingering around my bosom, was completely gone. I suspect most of it was absorbed into my skin. Some evaporated, and some had diffused into the material of the shirt. Julie didn’t seem to care and her hands came to my breasts again, this time with her fingers playing with my nipples. I gasped, quivering as the soft touches sent a fresh set of shivers down through me. 
 
    “Are you ready?” She asked softly, kissing me on top of the head. 
 
    I tried to ask, “ready for what?” but with my mouth still gagged, it came out as a meaningless mumble. She reached across behind my shoulders and I froze as her fingers grabbed the plastic ruler.  
 
    I panicked. I shrieked. I yanked so hard on the duct tape I stretched it. But I couldn’t free myself. She stood behind me, her left hand plumping up my breast, distending my nipple, teasing it with the ruler held in her right hand, until I settled again, whimpering and shaking.  
 
    “Sssshhhhh,” Julie said, and she started to tap my breast. “Calm down.” The taps became harder. Faster. Then they started to sting. I yelped and my feet kicked. Julie laughed and switched tits, beating my other nipple. It burned, throbbing in her hands. 
 
    “Now for the special bit,” she whispered. I stared in horror as the orange plastic ruler hovered over my pussy for an agonizingly long moment. 
 
    And then it fell. 
 
      
 
     ***  
 
      
 
    “So, let me get this straight,” Master Brandon asked. I was sitting naked at my desk. You did the full hour, but then let Julie duct tape you to a chair, with your legs spread, and she beat your clitoris with a ruler?” 
 
    I nodded, biting my lip. 
 
    He gave me a suspicious look and then shrugged. “So? If you’re asking for a reprieve, the answer is no. Turn the butterfly vibrator on. If you don’t cum, no more sessions.” 
 
    I blinked the tears from my eyes, but my hand went down to my lap. I wasn’t wearing the shorts anymore, or anything for that matter. I flipped the little switch and winced as the vibrations started back up, buzzing against my clitoris.  
 
    “Now, did you cum a second or third time during the session?” He asked. I shook my head. 
 
    “It was hurting too much,” I told him honestly. “I just couldn’t.”  
 
    Master Brandon smiled, looking at me through the computer. “Breanne. Did you cum while Julie was beating your clit?” 
 
    My eyes widened and my mouth dropped. How… how had he… I closed my mouth and swallowed, glancing away. 
 
    “You did, didn’t you?” He said with a grin. “You little fucking cum slut. You literally came when she was beating your sensitive little clit.”  
 
    I almost fell apart right then. “I’m sorry! She knew what to do to me! She had me tied up! I couldn’t stop her!” 
 
    “Well,” Master Brandon said simply. “You’ll have to be punished for that. Let’s see. What would be the best for this session? Clamps on your nipples? Something thick and horrible up your ass?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes sir,” I agreed. “Please hurt me.” 
 
    Master Brandon laughed. “Oh, you’ll hurt. But the punishment this session won’t be what does it.” 
 
    “What?” I asked in confusion, my clit already tingling, aching, burning. 
 
    “Vibroballs. Put them in your pussy. On high,” he ordered. 
 
    My mouth fell. Again. “But… but…” I stammered. “But I’ll cum!”  
 
    He grinned. “Exactly. Another session after this one. Think what it will do to your clit. Because that’s what this is all about Breanne. It’s about abusing your clitoris over and over until finally you’re so sensitive and so sore and so tender and so delicate… that you aren’t.” 
 
    I sat there, defeated. Buzzing. Trembling. And then… then I reached for my vibroballs.  
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    Confession: I don’t think I’m getting better at tolerating extreme, direct, forced vibrations on my clit. But be honest. That’s the way you want me, isn’t it? 
 
    Outside my window, the darkness was thick and inky and only the small desk lamp next to my computer was on. It served the purpose of illuminating me and I checked my image in the webcam as I sat nervously, waiting. My eyes slid over the collection of objects arranged nearby, an eclectic list provided by Master Brandon, which understandably was concerning. 
 
    I’d put a towel down on the seat of my chair before I’d assembled everything I’d been told would be needed and as I fidgeted, I could feel the rough terry cloth against my bare bottom. I wiggled my toes and looked down at the butterfly vibrator. I wasn’t sure if I was ready to wear it again. Not after the previous day. My clit was still swollen, still bright pink, and incredibly tender to the touch. 
 
    The private message alert popped up on my screen and I hurriedly clicked the accept icon. A moment later I could see Master Brandon’s smiling face. 
 
    “Good evening sir,” I said politely. I knew he could see my face, my bare shoulders, and all the way down to the bare tips of my breasts. 
 
    “Master,” he corrected. I licked my lips nervously.  
 
    “Master,” I repeated apologetically. I wasn’t trying to be disobedient. I was trying to be polite and careful. But come on… I was distracted! 
 
    “For that failure of decorum, you will put a clothespin on your right nipple.” 
 
    I almost snarled, but I picked up the clothespin, pinched it open, and then let it bite down on my right tit. Almost immediately I felt the pain shoot through my breast and I concentrated on breathing, waiting for the numbness to kick in.  
 
    “Very nice. I’m glad to see that you were able to get on this evening. Are you ready to play our little game?” Master Brandon asked.  
 
    “Yes sir,” I said quickly, obediently, maybe even a bit eagerly now.  
 
    He sighed. “Master, Bre. Master. Put the other clothespin on.” 
 
    I couldn’t help smiling. Just a little. “Yes Master,” I replied, more obediently this time. The second clothespin went on my left breast and I groaned as the pain shot through me and went straight down to my tingling clitoris. 
 
    “How does your clit feel?” He asked curiously.  
 
    “Sore,” I replied. “And delicate. Like even touching it with my finger makes it ache.” I gestured downward. “And right now, it’s making my pussy flutter.” I lifted my hand and made a fist, then wiggled the fingers fast. “It’s going to start hurting soon. I can tell.” 
 
    Master Brandon smiled. “Well, with expectations like that, how can I fail to disappoint you? Let’s begin by standing up and showing me that supposedly delicate nub.” 
 
    I stood up, the tiny screen showing my camera’s view giving me an indication of what Master Brandon was seeing. I pushed forward and watched as my clit came into focus. I put my hands down on either side and pulled my labia outward, giving him an even better glimpse. Sure enough, the extended little nub was quite a bit larger than usual and an even darker pink than normal.  
 
    “Excellent,” he said a moment later after humming in approval. “Now, I’d like you to put your butterfly vibrator on over your clit. This will be a similar, one hour session. Like the ones you did two days ago.” 
 
    I gulped as he said that. To be fair, I’d expected that too, and at least with it happening late at night there would be only one session. And I’d been given recovery time since the multi-orgasmic, violently buzzing catastrophe the other day. While Julie’s ruler had been brutalizing my clit, I’d had a second orgasm, or the eighth of the day, and when I’d informed Master Brandon later that afternoon, it had resulted in another agonizing session, with vibroballs in me. That sort of sexual stimulation had counteracted the extreme sensitivity of my clit and the mix of pain and pleasure had pushed me into orgasm number nine.  
 
    And another session. 
 
    That last one had been all I could endure and I called a medical out about three quarters of the way through, sobbing as I rolled around on the floor of the barn. Master Brandon had been understanding. At least to a point and he gave me an opportunity to recover. The punishment for the out though, had been a late-night rendezvous and an agreement to play his little game. 
 
    I stood, picking up the purple plastic toy. Four straps dangled from the double set of wings and it took me only a moment to secure the Velcro strips around my waist and thighs. I looked up at the camera and I could see the pleased look on Master Brandon’s face. 
 
    “Very good. Turn it on. Full power.” 
 
    I bit my lip. I hadn’t had anything vibrating against my clit for almost two full days. Still, I was nervous. I closed my eyes, reached down, and flipped the small black switch upward. Instantly the motor inside the plastic bug spun up to speed, the offset weight causing an immediate shimmy. This wavering oscillation translated out of the motor into the housing, causing the entire butterfly to shake intensely. The fact that the smooth, rounded underside of the bug was sitting directly on top of my own personal flower, and the bulbed head of the butterfly was tightly strapped against my clitoris, allowed every single tremor to stream directly into my already supercharged, sexualized nervous system. 
 
    I let out a tight groan as my pussy clenched down and my knees came together. It didn’t hurt, at least not yet. But it was clear that my clitoris had not yet recovered from the previous torments. Not by a long shot. I swallowed, trying to get a grip on the stimulation as my pussy surged with wetness. The pinching of the clothespins on my nipples didn’t help. 
 
    “Now for this game, I want you to be aware of the stakes,” Master Brandon said. “For the next hour, I am going to punish you for the medical out you took the other day. This will be painful. Your goal should be to avoid orgasm.” 
 
    I licked my lips. “Orgasm,” I repeated. That was going to be hard because I was already ready to cum. I mean, I wasn’t right at the metaphorical cliff about to jump, but my blood was simmering, if not boiling.  
 
    “Indeed. If you manage to hold off, then tomorrow, when you wear the butterfly vibrator, you will only need to turn it on for fifteen minutes out of every hour.” 
 
    I blinked and gasped. “What?” I blubbered. 
 
    Master Brandon smiled. “You heard me. You will wear the butterfly all day and at the top of each hour you will endure fifteen minutes of high-powered stimulation. The goal here is to desensitize your clit.”  
 
    “I don’t think its working,” I said, somewhat sullenly. “Wait. What happens if I do cum?” 
 
    Master Brandon’s smile got even deeper. “You will endure the vibrations every other fifteen minutes. Thirty minutes out of every hour you will suffer.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “So, no cumming,” I said roughly. “Got it.” 
 
    “Very good. Now, for the first part of your punishment, you will insert the Core Driller Dildo into your cunt.” 
 
    My eyes flickered over to the black rubber monstrosity sitting on the desk. It was a foot long and shaped like one of NASA’s rocket ships. Seriously, paint it white and slap a blue circle bisected by a red swish and you could sell it in Cape Canaveral’s gift shops. It had a graduated thickness that started at “oh my” and ended at “oh fuck.” I picked it up and started to sit down in the chair, spreading my legs, when Master Brandon interrupted.  
 
    “Not like that,” he said simply. I froze, halfway down. “You will need to straddle the chair with your legs to either side. Wide open.” 
 
    I blinked. “The armrests are in the way,” I told him.  
 
    He grinned. “Simply thread your legs through them, my dear.” 
 
    I gaped at him. For a moment it didn’t computer, but then I nodded and rose back up. I looked down at the chair. It was more suitable for an office than the bedroom of a south Texas tramp, but I knew what he was asking for. I practically climbed up into the chair and pushed my bare foot through the armrest on the right. I slid myself downward and in that direction, my other leg folded up beneath me, then I twisted, pushing my toes through the left arm rest. I groaned as I was forced into the splits, sitting awkwardly in the chair. 
 
    My brief foray into gymnastics had caused the clothespins on my nipples to wiggle impressively and the vibrating butterfly was still shaking pell-mell against my clit. I settled down, the stretch in my thighs tangible and realized that Master Brandon could now see my pussy perfectly.  
 
    “Now the dildo. Rise up. Set it in place. Then sink down on it fully.”  
 
    I picked up the dildo. “Fully?” 
 
    “Yes, fully Breanne. I want you to sheath the entire length in your cunt. One thrust. You will dramatically impale yourself for my entertainment. And you will do it steadily. No stops. I don’t care if it hurts.” 
 
    “But sir!” I protested. “It’s twelve inches long!”  
 
    “And that is relevant how?” He asked. “And you called me sir, instead of Master. Get another clothespin and put it next to the peg on your right nipple.” 
 
    I gritted my teeth in frustration. Then I reached for the clothespin. It went on next to the other one, just to the side of my nipple. Ouch. 
 
    I took a breath as I grabbed the dildo again. I had to stretch out my toes to be able to touch the floor and I lifted myself up, creating a space between the chair seat and my pussy. Maneuvering the overside synthetic cock into position wasn’t easy. There just wasn’t enough room and I had to push almost the entire first “stage” of the rocket shaped object into my pussy. I jammed it down against the seat as the tops of my thighs pressed hard against the undersides of the looped plastic armrests. The edge of the dildo pushed up against the bottom of the butterfly and I could feel the vibrations going into the thick rubber and up into me. 
 
    Oh my God. 
 
    “Now,” Master Brandon urged. “Do it. Just drop down. Impale yourself for my pleasure.” 
 
    I licked my lips, struggled to control my breathing, and then lowered myself as quickly as my overstuffed cunt could handle. 
 
    For those of you not blessed to have a vagina, there are a couple of minor things to note. First of all, a woman’s pussy isn’t just a wide gaping hole designed to fit any damn thing you want to slide into it. It is malleable. It conforms. There is limited available space as well, since a woman’s pelvis happens to be in the way at the back. That’s why when you watch porn videos with oversized cocks being jammed into tiny little skinny girls, no one ever goes down to the hilt. It’s because she can’t take it. Let that sink in for a moment there guys, when you’re desperately wishing you were larger. There is such a thing as too big when it comes to cock. And my Core Driller Dildo was on the dangerous end of that matrix.  
 
    A disconcerting discomfort washed through me as I forced myself to accept the gargantuan rod going up through me. Thank goodness I was soaked, otherwise the lack of lubrication on the dildo would have been rough to handle. I groaned deeply, moaning as I sank down, a flicker of pain flashing through my eyes. It must have been enough for Master Brandon because he nodded in appreciation as I looked up at him, wiggling my hips back and forth. I put a hand back down between my legs, grabbed the base, and then lifted up maybe six inches. I thrust myself back down and this time… oh yeah. That felt good. 
 
    And my clit continued to buzz under the butterfly.  
 
    “How do you feel?” Master Brandon inquired. 
 
    I took a moment to do a quick inventory. My clit was tingling, and not in the fun way. My pussy was soaked, stuffed, and stretched and I could feel the tip of the Core Driller Dildo against my cervix. My left nipple was throbbing, but not anywhere near as much as my right nipple, which had two clothespins on it. My thighs were aching from being stretched open and even my lower back was feeling a little tension thanks to the way I was sitting, with my loins thrust forward on display.  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said.  
 
    His eyebrow went up. “Fine? That’s disappointing. I had hoped you would feel tense, or sexually frustrated, or uncomfortable. Even an admission of pain would be preferential.”  
 
    I bit my lip. Oops.  
 
    “Very well, since you’re feeling fine, let’s continue your punishment. Do you have the coldhot cream available?” 
 
    I glanced down at the desk. For a moment I wondered what he would make me do if I told him no. “Yes sir. It’s right here.” I reached out and picked it up. 
 
    Master Brandon sighed. “You called me sir again. For that, please rise up as high as you can go and then impale yourself hard again.” 
 
    I blinked. Then I stretched my toes down, lifting myself up. My thighs protested, stretching and I felt the ripple go right up into my pussy, which was still being shaken, even as the thick dildo slid halfway out of me. I braced myself for a moment, until my legs started trembling, and then I dropped down.  
 
    Again. 
 
    The groan that escaped my lips was a tad bit too loud and I jammed a knuckle into my mouth to muffle any more sounds that might have come out, but even as my pussy protested the rapid insertion of the dildo, I also felt a remarkably familiar sensation seem to swirl inside me. Arousal. And not the steady, low thrum of need. No. This was the more acute version, the one that growled and roared and went after orgasm like it was a prey animal on the Serengeti. I gasped as my pussy began to flutter and clench and I went back up, rising onto the tips of my toes, just to give myself another thrust. 
 
    “Hold right there,” Master Brandon said, just before I let myself back down. I froze and looked at him on the computer screen. My toes stretched as I struggled to hold myself in place.  
 
    “Take the clothespins off your tits,” he ordered. 
 
    I blinked. What I really wanted to do was sink back down onto the dildo. I put down the tube of coldhot cream and quickly removed all three clothespins from my breasts. The restoration of circulation was quite intense and I whimpered as my nipples let me know in the simplest way possible. They hurt. 
 
    “Now you may impale yourself,” Master Brandon said. 
 
    I didn’t sink down this time. I pushed. I deliberately went quickly because that’s what my pussy wanted. The thick dildo slid into me, spreading me open and I went down until I was able to lift my toes up off the floor. 
 
    “Excellent,” Master Brandon complimented. “Now, unscrew the tube of cream. Squeeze out a dollop onto each clothespin, between the pincers.” 
 
    I swallowed at the thought, but I’m going to admit that I was just a little too far down the rabbit hole to resist. I nodded obediently and picked up the tube, unscrewed the cap, and then grabbed one of the wooden pegs.  
 
    “Right in here?” I asked, pinching it open. Master Brandon nodded. 
 
    “Yes. A good amount too,” he added. I squeezed, putting about a quarter teaspoon onto the clothespin and looked up for confirmation. “Excellent,” he affirmed. “Now put that on your right nipple.” 
 
    Oh boy. This was going to make for an interesting combination. I lifted the clothespin up, the white cream gunking up the tip. I positioned it over my right breast, which was only barely getting back to feeling normal, and let the wooden peg close. It bit down, crushing the nipple, even as the coldhot cream sort of squirted all around my areola and even started to run down the underside of my breast.  
 
    “Perfect,” said Master Brandon. “Do the other one now.”  
 
    Already, my nipple was freezing, the menthol in the cream causing my skin to tingle. I gasped and with shaking hands, prepped the second clothespin. I could see Master Brandon grinning as I raised it up and put it on. 
 
    “How does that feel?” He asked. 
 
    “Cold,” I admitted, just a tad bit breathlessly. I realized that I was sort of bouncing in my seat already, the combination of my pussy being stuffed, my legs forced open because of the armrests of the chair, and the intense vibrations of the butterfly vibrator all feeding my libido. The arousal was pouring through me. “But what about the pain?” You might ask. Well… that wasn’t helping at all. In the slightest. In fact, it was making my arousal stronger.  
 
    I grabbed my breasts, bunching them up and giving them a playful shake. Then I let out a whimper. 
 
    “The first one is starting to get hot!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Master Brandon laughed. “That’s the idea. Cooking your cute tits. Now do the last clothespin.” 
 
    I nodded amiably. “All right,” I replied. I squeezed out another glob of coldhot cream and then lifted the last clothespin up toward my right breast. 
 
    “No,” interrupted Master Brandon. “That one goes elsewhere.” 
 
    I paused, giving him a curious look. “Where?” I asked, confused. Or maybe just distracted. I was really bouncing now.” 
 
    “Your clit.” 
 
    I blinked. “My clit?” 
 
    “Yes. Your clit. Under the vibrator. From the top.” 
 
    I sat there, stunned. “But… but… the coldhot cream…” I managed to splutter. 
 
    “Yes? What about it?” 
 
    “It will… it will… burn.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the point?” He asked. 
 
    I licked my lips. “I’m not supposed to use it internally,” I replied. 
 
    “And you aren’t. It will coat your clit, though I suppose that it will undoubtedly melt a little and considering your position and the way you’re bouncing like a fucking tennis ball, it will seep down to coat your labia, which will set your entire pussy on fire. But that little dollop isn’t enough to cause a problem inside you.” 
 
    I gulped. I realized my hand was shaking. And not from the vibrations.  
 
    “Do it Bre. This is the punishment for asking for a medical out. I told you I was going to hurt your clit. And this is just the start. We’re only fifteen minutes into your hour.” He crossed his arms. “Frankly, I’m shocked you haven’t cum yet.” 
 
    My bottom lip trembled. “You told me not too!”  
 
    He laughed. “Yes, I advised you not to cum. But we both know you will.” He leaned forward. “And the more I hurt you, the more likely it is you’ll cum. Are your nipples burning yet?” 
 
    I nodded, suddenly realizing that this was exactly the case. My breasts felt like I’d dipped the tips in hot wax or simmering water. And adding that sensation to the clamping was just cruel.  
 
    “No more arguments. Bull the butterfly vibrator away from your clit, put the clamp on, and suffer.” 
 
    Trembling, I reached down with my left hand and pulled the butterfly vibrator outward. The base dug into my labia, not to mention the Core Driller Dildo, and I felt the vibrations in a very different manner. It exposed my clitoris, swollen and tender and already overwhelmed with sensation. I licked my lips, trying to think of some way out of this, but unable to find some sort of solution that didn’t include further punishment for disobeying a direct order. My hand seemed to move on its own and the open end of the clothespin was suddenly over my clit, coming in from the top. I saw the white cream graze my clitty and I knew I was already doomed. By accident. By design. By self-immolation. 
 
    I let the clothespin close. 
 
    “Now bounce,” Master Brandon ordered. 
 
    I pulled my hand away and the vibrating butterfly fell back into place, except now it wasn’t touching my clitoris directly. Instead, it was sending the shaking into the clothespin, which was locked on my clit, translating the tremors into my nub. I rose up on the dildo, sank back down and was in the process of going back up when I felt the tingle.  
 
    The cold tingle.  
 
    In retrospect, complying with Master Brandon’s order was probably stupid. Neither Kari nor Julie was happy with me when they found out, because obviously there was some danger. Granted, the tiny bit on the clothespin wasn’t enough to hurt me, but Julie mentioned looking for alternatives. Of course, at that particular moment, I was more focused on the fact that it felt like someone had literally placed an ice cube on my pussy. I gasped, finished the bounce that drove the Core Driller Dildo through my lower half, and then did it again. By this time my nipples had gone from cold to hot and were practically burning away. I continued to bounce, per orders, whimpering, which is when my clit began to burn. 
 
    I’ll do my best to describe the sensation, but I don’t want to use the words “hot,” or “burning,” or “seared.” Because while that feeling was present, what it did to me was far worse. I brought my hand up to my mouth as I jerked and went up again, shuddering as the vibrations and the heat and the thickness and the pinching and… well… everything, suddenly coalesced into a perfect storm. Beads of perspiration appeared on my forehead and I found myself panting as my body contorted, hips twisting. Pain suddenly became a definitive aspect of what was happening and I whimpered, loudly, as my body reacted. I felt energized and I channeled that energy into the only thing I knew I could. 
 
    I bounced. Vigorously. 
 
    I’m not sure if Master Brandon was impressed at the response, or if he was just merely enjoying the sight of my nubile body riding a foot long, black rubber cock, with clothespins on my clit and nipples, all while having three of the most delicate points on my body clamped and burned. But as I got more frantic in my movements, not to mention sounds, he seemed more than willing to just let me go where I needed. Suddenly, just the up and down movements of me impaling myself on the Core Driller weren’t enough. I put a hand down on the butterfly and pressed. 
 
    Because, you know, I’m an idiot. 
 
    This totally idiotic action caused three things to happen. First, it caused the clothespin on my clit to press into the tender, sensitive, little nub, twisting it to the side. This hurt, but not in a bad way. It hurt in a good way and my arousal suddenly doubled in strength. My pussy locked down on the dildo, squeezing it hard. The second reaction to my movement was to intensify the vibrations. The added pressure caused more of them to go into my sex. I don’t handle that very well, at least not in the sense of “don’t cum,” so you can imagine what that did to my arousal levels too.  
 
    Thirdly, the action also caused some of the coldhot cream on my clit to squirt downward. I didn’t notice the cool tingling, but a moment later I felt the heat as my labia suddenly started to prickle, then burn. Under normal circumstances, this would have been horrible, since my folds are highly delicate and very susceptible to the sensation. I’ve tried to avoid getting coldhot cream on my pussy for this very reason. It’s awful.  
 
    Unless you’re insanely aroused and on the cusp of orgasm. 
 
    “Don’t do it, Bre. If you cum, you’ll suffer twice as much tomorrow. I guarantee it.”  
 
    My eyes focused on the screen, even as I twitched and quivered, gyrating. One hand was still down between my legs, the other in my mouth, trying to muffle the sounds coming out of me. There were groans, moans, and some rather high-pitched whines as my nervous system was overloaded. Master Brandon’s admonishment fell on rather deaf ears since I wasn’t really at a thinking point. All I knew was that I was on fire, inside and out, burning with need, though I suppose that an argument might be made that I was being chemically stimulated. Still, it had the same effect. I clenched my jaw as the pressures inside me came to a head and my pressure release valve let loose. 
 
    As an addict of a very specific type, I can tell you that not all hits are made equal. Me rubbing myself on the bed, spread open produces what I can only call a weak and pathetic attempt to quell the thumping need I normally feel. It’s why I submit to and crave all the humiliation, the pain, and frantic sexual activity. Those things enhance and amplify my orgasms so that the truly satisfy me. I want to be fucked so hard and so thoroughly that even simple thought becomes impossible and I’m left a shadow, sexual euphoria swirling through my veins. The induced explosion caused by Master Brandon’s torment was more than enough to satisfy my urge and as girl goo exploded out from around the Core Driller Dildo, I shuddered violently, my eyes rolling up into the back of my head, only to slump backward into the chair, twitching mindlessly.  
 
    “Wow,” Brandon muttered, clearly impressed. 
 
    It took me several minutes to calm down and put myself back together, though from Master Brandon’s perspective, I was just laying there in the chair. A ripple of spasms ran up and down my body, mostly just random shots of nerve impulses firing without directed thought. The chair kept my legs forced open, my pussy pushed forward and as my brain rebooted, it was the hot vibrations between my legs that kickstarted my cognitive functions and brought me blinking, back down to earth. 
 
    I grimaced, wincing as I put my hands down between my legs. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Asked Master Brandon. He didn’t look terribly concerned, more like interested and I figured he was being more polite than anything. 
 
    I groaned and sat up straight. Remember, I still had a foot of hard rubber jammed up my cunt. “The vibrations, and the coldhot cream,” I whimpered. I reached down and pulled the vibrator butterfly away from my pussy, exposing the clothespin. I pulled it off with a grimace and put it on the desk. On top of that, I kept the butterfly from touching my pussy.  
 
    Master Brandon frowned. “Breanne, that’s not appropriate. You need to let the butterfly touch your clit. You still have about twenty-five minutes worth of torment to endure.” 
 
    I gave him a slightly panicked look. “Master? Please?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No Breanne. The point is to overstimulate your clit. Now let go of the butterfly.” He then smiled softly. “You may remove the clothespins on your nipples if you’d like.” 
 
    My hand shook, but I let go of the butterfly vibrator. It snapped back against my clit and I almost yelped as the tremors seemed to cut through my clit. But Master Brandon had said I could remove the clothespins on my nipples, so I did that, gasping as the pain hit me. I set the pegs on the desk and began rubbing my breasts, trying to help the blood get to my crushed nipples. 
 
    “You look like you need to bounce again,” Master Brandon commented. I glanced at the screen. 
 
    “Master?”  
 
    He chuckled. “Your hips are twitching.” 
 
    I looked down. “My clit is really sensitive,” I whimpered.  
 
    “Good. That’s the point.” 
 
    “Then why are we calling it ‘desensitization’?” I asked, just a little testy. Though that might have been stress. And vibration. Also, I could feel my hips jerking again and I was sliding just an inch or so up and down the Core Driller Dildo. 
 
    Master Brandon laughed. “You’re so cute, Bre. We aren’t trying to desensitize you. We’re trying to accustom you to enduring even more sexual torture.” He paused. “Has Julie every licked your clit?” 
 
    I swallowed, still trying to cope with the butterfly’s jittering movement over my pussy. “Yes, though I’m not sure if she prefers using her tongue or a leather strap more.” 
 
    Master Brandon chuckled. “A woman after my own heart. I like that. Do you think she’d be willing to lick your clit tomorrow?” 
 
    I frowned. “With her tongue or with the leather strap?” 
 
    “Both,” he said amiably. 
 
    I sighed as my pussy tightened. The image of Julie with her face pressed down between my thighs, her tongue lapping at my clit did not help my situation. “I suppose,” I replied. “Why?” 
 
    “Your clit will already be subjected to the fifteen minutes on, fifteen minutes off vibrations because you exploded once. I think that Julie ought to be given an opportunity to lick your clit between the ‘on’ fifteen minutes because I think it will be a good punishment for cumming twice during this session.” 
 
    I blinked, confused. “But sir. I’ve only cum the once.” 
 
    Brandon laughed. “From the way you’re bouncing?” He shook his head. “You won’t make it.” 
 
    I froze, trying hard not to move, but then my pussy quivered. It clenched. It squeezed. Then my toes stretched and I couldn’t help it. I rose up. Then went back down. I whimpered as everything between my legs pushed me, telling me to do it again. And again. And again. 
 
    “See? It’s who you are Bre. You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut. You’re always wet. You’re always horny. You need to accept it. Embrace it. Go up all the way. On tiptoe.” 
 
    I sucked in a breath, even as I rose up. 
 
    “Now, drop back down. Do you feel it? The need? The pleasure? The desperation?” 
 
    I nodded, even as I slid myself back down the full length of the Core Driller Dildo. Oh God did I feel it! 
 
    “Are you ready?”  
 
    I dragged my attention back up to the screen. 
 
    “Ready? Ready for what?” 
 
    “For me to hurt you,” he replied. “Alligator clamps on your nipples and twenty snaps of a rubber band to each foot,” he added.  
 
    Inside me, the Core Driller seemed to move. Or maybe it was me. Up and down, clenching and shaking. My toes curled, brushing at the carpet of my bedroom as I wriggled. I’d just cum, exploding in a wet mess, soaking the towel on the chair and here I was, just ten minutes later, trembling with need. How could I be like this? What was wrong with me? 
 
    “I’m ready,” I said quietly. I looked up at the camera, knowing he’d see my eyes. “Sir.”  
 
    And Master Brandon laughed. “You little minx. It’s master, Bre. Master.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I smiled. 
 
    “You know what I’m going to do to you for that little disrespect, don’t you?” 
 
    I nodded. I arched my back, pushing my breasts forward, my hand already reaching for the alligator clamps. I lifted them to my breasts, pinching open the metal toothed jaws and setting them delicately on the dark pink tips. I whimpered as he watched, until the chain between the clamps hung from my breasts. 
 
    “Yes master,” I said. “You’re going to hurt my clit.” 
 
    Master Brandon grinned. “Damn right I am. And then?” 
 
    I started bouncing. Vigorously. Waves of sweet bliss combining with the agony at the tips of my breasts. 
 
    “I’m going to cum.” 
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