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   Rules For A Nympho 
 
   Humiliation Pain Slut
 
    
 
   #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 objects/toys are available in order to keep herself sexually aroused and ready.
 
   
#2 A NHPS must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture at anytime, for anyone, for any reason.
 
   #3 A NHPS is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits.
 
   
#4 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.
 
   #5 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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   Foreword By Mistress Kari
 
    
 
   Dear Readers,
 
    
 
   I met Breanne in sixth grade.  She was this scrawny thing, terribly short, with mousy brown hair, and enough freckles to scare a cosmetician.  Her teeth were crooked and she wore braces.  For me, as a recent transplant to Texas from Los Angeles, California, I was rather taken aback by the country friendliness she showed me at school.  I lived in a nearby subdivision development, one of many popping up west of Houston.  She lived on her parent’s farm.  That first morning when the small bus picked us up, she immediately came over, introduced herself, and we became fast friends.
 
    
 
   We have been good for each other.  Through Breanne I lost some of the haughty arrogance and cliquishness that seems inherent in Californians, while I gave Breanne a smattering of culture.  I remember quite clearly her discomfort at eating dinner one evening at my parent’s home and asking why there were two forks at her plate.  On the other hand, my attempt to ride a horse was not the most brilliant performance of my life.
 
    
 
   When my parents separated and later divorced, Breanne was there for me, and in more ways than one.  While I appeared strong on the outside, in truth it was a show, and it was Breanne who kept my spirits high.  She held my hand and walked through the tempest with me.
 
    
 
   I distinctly remember how both of us began exploring our sexuality.  For Breanne it was a taboo subject, while I had known about my mother’s possession of a vibrator and lubricant gel for year.  After my father moved away, the discovery of his collection of pornographic bondage/discipline tapes left in the closet was another step in both mine and Breanne’s sexual education. I remember fondly those summer months, with Breanne and I sitting in my room, watching tape after tape, both of us covered with blankets to hide the gentle and inevitable masturbatory explorations.  Breanne would be staring at the screen, shaking slightly, her mouth slightly open, eyes slightly unfocused until she would shiver and stifle her groan of release.  I could smell her sex.  
 
    
 
   And while Breanne watched the video, I watched Breanne.  Finally, right before we started our junior year of high school, with my mother out for the night, I invited Breanne to my house for another sleep over, presented her with two of our favorite tapes, and asked her to choose one for us to act out.  You should have seen her eyes.  While I had seen her naked before, it was always as friends, dressing for the pool or gym class.  But that evening Breanne took off her clothes in an entirely new way and I knew that things had forever changed for us.  I tied her to the coffee table and proceeded to change her life.
 
    
 
   The next four years were a blur for me.  Breanne yielded more and more to me and I struggled to keep up with her sexual needs.  She was the perfect submissive, always protesting the latest task, yet giving in after only minimal threats.  She is still like that. Don’t let her objections fool you.  In almost all accounts, Breanne wants it.  She needs it.  
 
    
 
   I’ve been reading her “Tales” for some time now and I can tell you that I am proud of her.  Not as a writer, though obviously she has a talent for that as well.  No, I am proud of her because she has grown so much, done so much, with responsibilities that would have overwhelmed other women.  She rarely will concede the point, but one of the defining attributes of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, as she so calls herself, is strength.  Strength to endure, to get up in the morning, to follow those rules, to force herself time and time again to attach a clamp, or straddle something painful… she is absolutely amazing.
 
    
 
   In the summer between our junior and senior years of college, Breanne and I went our separate ways as dominant and submissive.  We were and still are best friends, but I could tell that Breanne was having difficulty with my need for order and cleanliness while I was having trouble with Breanne’s increasing interest in cybersex.  In addition, while both being bi-sexual, we agreed we preferred men.  As Breanne likes to say “it involves fewer straps.”  I think our differences were merely cosmetic however, because we have stayed in close contact and even continued our sexual relationship together.  I would collar Breanne again in a heartbeat were she to ask for it.
 
    
 
   This volume of “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” is not like the first two.  Breanne grows both in her sexuality as well as her writing.  Her stylized recounting of her experience is amazing, like reading historical fiction.  You know the event happened, how and why, but it is the dialog, the emotion, the expression, and the description that makes it all so real.  Breanne brings so much to her tale.  There is humor, fear, love, hate, and of course pleasure and pain.  
 
    
 
   I wish you could know her as I do; a living breathing person with soft flesh, incredible beauty both in and out, and strength of will that is breathtaking.  I wish you could know the intricate pleasure of bringing a leather sap down between her legs, or of pinching her delicate nipples between your fingertips, of tasting her, holding her, and hurting her.  I suppose in the absence of the actual woman who is Breanne, there is only one way to get that sensation.
 
    
 
   You should read Breanne Erickson’s “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Mistress Kari
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: celebratingmyanniversary]Celebrating My Anniversary!
 
    
 
   01/05/10
 
    
 
   Can you believe how time flies?  Well almost a full year has passed and I’ll be celebrating my one year anniversary writing and doing crazy stuff for Michael Alexander Stories on January 15th.  How am I planning on making my anniversary a wild one?  Well, the week leading up to my anniversary will have a very special “softening up” assignment, just to get me in the mood, (or break me, which ever comes first) with posts every day, but we’re asking YOU, the READERS to vote on which two assignments I complete in order to celebrate my anniversary!
 
    
 
   Here are the contenders:
 
    
 
   1. Bound & Caned By Mistress Sara:  Breanne – you will come to my residence and present yourself at my door naked, wearing only your collar, wrist and ankle cuffs.  You MUST be barefoot.  Once inside you will be stuffed with a vibrator, a butterfly vibrator will be attached to your clit, and a set of vibrating anal beads will be inserted into your rear.  You will then be tied face down, with your ankles and knees bound together.  For every orgasm you allow yourself to experience, the soles of your feet will receive ten strokes.  Your bottom will receive twenty, and your breasts will receive twenty five.  You will remain bound for a full four hours.
 
    
 
   2. Chained For A Walk By Master Mark: For your anniversary assignment, please dress in the following: a pair of black, open toed high heel shoes, a black miniskirt, no panties, any black blouse of your choice, and no bra.  For your compliance with NHPS Rule #1, please insert your vibroballs.  For this assignment you will need a knife and your Japanese Clover Clamps.  You will dress completely.  You will then take the knife and slice two small slits in the blouse, an inch or two below the spot where your nipples are pressed to the shirt.  Following the cuts, you will insert the clamps through the slits, leaving the chain connecting them dangling outside of the shirt.  You will then attach the clamps to your nipples as tightly as possible.  You will proceed to the mall.  Once inside, you will turn the vibroballs to their maximum setting.  You will walk the mall until you have experienced three orgasms.  After your third orgasm, you will approach a stranger and ask for their assistance to remove the clover clamps.  You may offer sexual services for this assistance. 
 
    
 
   3. Doghouse By Mistress Ellen: You will contact the Dog Kennel and Training Service Mistress Kari recently took you too.  You will arrange for a full day of extreme obedience training, along with a breeding session with five different canines.  You will not speak during the entire time you are at the kennel.  
 
    
 
   4. Barter By Master Brandon:  Breanne – you will wear a tee shirt, shorts, and flip flops, no panties or bra.  You are granted a temporary exemption from NHPS Rule #1 during the beginning of this assignment.  You will drive at least ten miles and then park your car in the parking lot of a grocery store.  You will take only the following with you:
 
   1.        Your identification.
 
   2.       Your cell phone
 
   3.       Condoms
 
   No Money Under Any Circumstances.
 
    
 
   You are to lock your keys IN YOUR CAR.  Once you have the correct items on your person, you are to accomplish all of the following goals by bartering sexual services.   You may NOT barter with store owners or employees.  You must approach people who will PAY for the items you need.  You must also barter for transportation services.  You may only barter for the completion of one action with each person.  Thus one person can drive you to a new location, but a second person must be approached in order for you to complete the required goal at said location.  Complete the goals in the following order:
 
    
 
   1.        You must follow NHPS Rule #1 immediately.  You will approach someone and negotiate the purchase of a suitable item to stuff in your pussy.  This goal MUST be done first.  I recommend picking up something at the grocery store.
 
   2.       You need to replace the item in your pussy with a suitable hands free sex toy.  This will require you to obtain transportation to a novelty toy shop.  (Unless you are very lucky and within a half mile of said shop.) 
 
   3.       You will replace your tee shirt with a new top.  Either a see thru shirt or a halter top of some sort will be acceptable.
 
   4.      You need to eat lunch.  
 
   5.       You will replace your shorts with a new mini skirt – as short as possible.  It should match your shirt.
 
   6.       You will need three clothespins.  After they are purchased attach them to your nipples and clit.  Leave them on for at least one hour.  
 
   7.       You will need a pair of matching high heels to replace your flip flops.
 
   8.      You need ten visible red welts on your ass.
 
   9.       You need a drink from a local coffee shop.
 
   10.    You need a carrot up your ass.  Leave it in for fifteen minutes.
 
   11.     You need to eat dinner.
 
   12.    You need someone to either call and pay for a locksmith, or to break into your truck for you.
 
    
 
   I recommend being frugal on your offers for sexual bartering, otherwise you will spend an inordinate amount of time fucking people.  Remember, moving from location to location will require transportation and you must barter for that as well.  Each ride counts as a separate purchase.  Good luck!
 
    
 
    
 
   5.  Riding The Horse By Mistress Kari – Bre.  Your assignment, should you come to me, will be both painful and difficult.  You will arrive as usual, naked on my doorstep.  You will then be placed upon the wooden horse for an extended length of time, with your nipples clamped, and your feet weighted, until I feel you have suffered sufficiently.  You will be removed from the torment, and allowed time to recover.  During this period I will amuse myself with various penetrative torments upon your person.  You will then be remounted on the wooden horse.  You will continue this pattern until you have spent at least six hours on the wooden horse over the course of the day.  
 
    
 
   6.  Geriatric Service By Master Benedictine: You will proceed to your local senior center wearing a sexy maid’s uniform, preferably a little French Maid outfit.  You will bring a complete cleaning kit including cleaner and rags, plus your Rotating Venus Penis, your cuffs and collar, and your leather sap.  You will approach one of the senior citizens leaving the facility and offer to clean their house for free, and do it naked.  You will introduce yourself as the “Naked Cleaner Breanne”.  Continue this until you are “hired”.  Either ride with or follow behind your new “client” to their residence. 
 
    
 
   Once you arrive you will strip naked and explain that if they are unsatisfied with your performance, they may punish you.  Lay out your toys and give them your leather sap. Ask them if they would like you to wear any of them.  Satisfy their request, then clean any room they ask you to.  During your cleaning session you are to offer a blowjob, as well as ask them to give you twenty swats to either your pussy or your ass.  After you have satisfied them, ask them if they can refer you to another elderly person who might need their residence cleaned.  If you get a referral, immediately proceed to that residence and repeat the second half of this assignment. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sevendaysofsluttines]Seven Days of Sluttiness: Celebration
 
    
 
   01/07/11
 
    
 
   In eight days I’ll be celebrating my one year anniversary writing (not to mention doing crazy stuff) for Michael Alexander Stories and it’s been a lot of fun.  I hope you’ve enjoyed reading about my adventures, at least as much as I enjoyed DOING them!  On January 15th, I’ll be doing one of the official Anniversary Assignments, which YOU get to vote on!  .
 
    
 
   But voting on the assignments isn’t the only thing going on this week.  Some of you may be wondering why one of my more prolific online doms didn’t submit an Anniversary Assignment.  Well the reason Master Barrett didn’t bother, was because he was busy constructing something to “soften” me up, prior to my Anniversary Assignment.  This means non-stop torment for me for the next eight days, so you should be happy.  So what does Master Barrett have planned for me?  Well, it’s a bit complicated, so follow along.  I’ll let Master Barrett explain what happens tomorrow.
 
    
 
   Breanne – 
 
    
 
                 Ok, first let’s establish the ground rules for the Seven Days of Sluttiness.  
 
    
 
   1.        All of your sexual activity is to be done with complete strangers.  No asking friends or acquaintances to help you out.
 
   2.       You can NOT go to any bars or adult toy stores, hoping to get your assignments accomplished.
 
   3.       You are only allowed to orgasm if you are within 5 feet of a stranger and be fully visible to them (so no hiding in your truck!)  As you cum, you are to say out loud (not whisper or shout) “Oh my God I’m cumming.”
 
   4.      Whenever you aren’t performing one of the tasks for the Seven Days of Sluttiness, you are to have either your Rotating Venus Penis (RVP), vibroballs, g spot vibrator, or full chastity belt (with both anal and vaginal probes) in your pussy.  You must have the toy set to the highest setting (or settings) when alone or out in public by yourself, except while driving.
 
   5.       Every task needs a new stranger, so if you offer to suck a guy’s cock to meet one of the requirements, he can’t also be the one to spank you.
 
   6.       For the duration of the Seven Days of Sluttiness you are to wear your bondage collar and your stripper shoes.  You may not wear panties or a bra for the entire week.
 
    
 
   Now let’s talk consequences.  You shouldn’t break rules number 1 or 2 unless you do so deliberately.  So if you do you will report to Mike at the Hardware Store and have him nail your tits to something wooden and have his entire staff fuck you up the ass.  The rule I do expect you to violate is Rule #3.  When you fail this one you are lube up your string of vibrating anal beads with Stinging O cream, put them in your ass, and turn them up to their highest setting.  To get them out you will need to ASK someone to remove them for you.  You are not allowed to do it yourself.  Now due to your general lack of restraint, it is likely you will orgasm again before you have them removed.  If you follow Rule #3 during the orgasm, there are no repercussions.  If not, you will put a pair of binder clamps on your nipples, with the same removal instructions as the anal beads.  A second orgasm outside of Rule #3 will result in your large alligator clamp being attached to your clit, with the same removal instructions as the anal beads and the binder clamps.  So it is in your best interest to be a little conservative with your orgasms.  As with your tasks, different strangers need to remove your punishment toys.
 
    
 
   Day 1: On the First Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
    
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing your little schoolgirl outfit and nipple clamps (with chain) as well as your vibroballs.
 
    
 
   Day 2: On the Second Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
    
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy)              
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing your red blouse and black skirt, and your blue rubber bands around both breasts.  You can only secure one button on your blouse.  Today’s toy will be the RVP.
 
    
 
   Day 3: On the Third Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
    
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy)              
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing your tube top and elastic mini. After each task you will swap these, top to bottom.  Today’s toy will be the vibroballs.
 
    
 
   Day 4: On the Fourth Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to: 
 
    
 
            Suck four cocks
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy)              
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing one of Kari’s Slutty T-shirts, your daisy duke shorts, and your G-Spot Vibrator.
 
    
 
   Day 5: On the Fifth Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to: 
 
    
 
            Endure fifty swats on your pussy with your leather sap. (This can be spread out across the day with multiple strangers)
 
            Suck four cocks
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy)              
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing your black latex top, your black Skort, and black thigh high stockings.  You will wear your vibroballs.  
 
    
 
   Day 6: On the Sixth Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
    
 
            Screw six different guys.
 
            Endure fifty swats on your pussy with your leather sap. (This can be spread out across the day with multiple strangers)
 
            Suck four cocks
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy)              
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing your black slit dress, and your RVP.  
 
    
 
   Day 7: On the Seventh Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
    
 
            Endure seventy snaps to your feet with a rubber band. (This can be spread out across the day with multiple strangers)
 
            Screw six different guys.
 
            Endure fifty swats on your pussy with your leather sap. (This can be spread out across the day with multiple strangers)
 
            Suck four cocks
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy)              
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing your ankle and wrist cuffs, Japanese Clover clamps, your Duster, and your RVP.  
 
    
 
   Lastly Breanne, if you fail any portion of a day’s task (for example, if you only manage to screw five guys instead of six) the entire task gets added on to the next day’s list. So if you only managed 5 out of the required 6 fucks, then all 6 get added to the next day’s to do list for a total of 12.
 
    
 
   Please make sure to keep track of the number of orgasms you provide to your “clients”.  I would also like to know the number of orgasms you experience each day.
 
   
Second and this one is just a personal bet between you and me.  If you fail any single task, you are to write "BARRETT BEAT ME" in nice big letters with a permanent marker across your tits and stomach. 
 
    
 
   Have fun.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sevendaysofsluttines1]Seven Days of Sluttiness: Day 1
 
    
 
   01/08/11
 
    
 
   Friday morning dawned bright and clear with a promise of seventy degree weather.  I was looking forward to it actually.  My pussy was wet and I was ready to go.  I had slept with my vibro balls in of course, so the very first thing I did was turn them up… to high.  That in and of itself was difficult to handle since I usually can’t deal with the vibroballs on that high of a setting for very long.  I had masturbated the night before, quite extensively, to build up my endurance, but as usual, a full night’s sleep rendered me back to my natural state of constant horniness and sexual need.
 
    
 
   I made arrangements with my family to be pretty much gone this week.  Sure, I still had to sleep here, not to mention take care of morning chores, but they knew I’d be gone before they got up, and so for that very first day I didn’t bother dressing in my usual outfit, but instead put on the one that Master Barrett had requested.  First came the red and black plaid skirt, which barely covered my ass.  The remote to the vibroballs was tucked nicely into the waistband and then I pulled my toy box and white blouse from the closet.  I had a choice of nipple clamps and I decided to be a little more daring than usual and I grabbed the black rubber tipped duck billed clamps.  By the time I put them on, I was getting pretty close to the metaphorical “edge” of the orgasmic cliff, and I slipped into the white blouse, buttoning it up all the way.  The thin material did nothing to hide the outline of my bare breasts, complete with nipple clamps and dark connecting chain.  Then I grabbed the bag I packed the night before and padded downstairs.
 
    
 
   I wore my work boots to do the chores.  Come on… there is no way to do them in high heels, especially the stripper shoes Master Barrett wanted me to wear.   I’d slip, break an ankle, and then all of you would be very disappointed in me.  As it was, I froze my ass off as I was doing my chores.  I even put on my duster but cold air kept blowing up my skirt and chilling my bottom.  I hurried through my chores, until about half way through when my pussy couldn’t take it any longer.  I fell backward against a stall railing and put my hand in my mouth as I cried out in bliss. The orgasm was intense, wonderful, and very wet.  But I shuddered anyway, knowing that I had to endure a lot more.  I halted my chores and got my bag.
 
    
 
   My vibrating anal beads are not my favorite toy.  In fact, I’d get rid of them if it were up to me. But it isn’t, so I haven’t.  I also grabbed the small bottle of Stinging O, an oil that serves the same purpose as IcyHot, except without all of the poisonous side affects that come from internal use.  Carefully, I applied a light coat of the Stinging O to my anal beads and then bent over a hay bale, slowly pushing one bead at a time into my instantly stinging, tingling, and then warming asshole.  Of course, through this whole process, my pussy was still being vibrated which, while not as demanding as before, was still feeling the slow build up to another orgasm.  When my rear end was stuffed, I turned the vibrating anal beads up to high, tried to ignore the two major earthquakes currently shaking my entire internal landscape, and stuck the remote in my waistband next to the vibroballs controls. I put my duster back on, lowered my skirt, and finished my chores, though admittedly like a drunken sailor as I swooned in washes of pleasure from my loins.
 
    
 
   I got to the truck just in time.  With a sigh I turned both sex toys off and sat in stillness for a blissful second.  I took off my work boots, tossed them behind the seat, and then slipped into my four inch platform pumps: my stripper shoes, as Master Barrett likes to call them.  Then I turned the key in the ignition and headed off to my day’s tasks.
 
    
 
   While Master Barrett’s Seven Days of Sluttiness is one of those massive orgasm filled assignments that boggle the mind, the first day’s requirements were pretty simple.  Wearing my little school girl outfit, I was to go out and find someone to fist me.  Of course, that morning, I had absolutely no idea where I was going to go or how I was going to get someone, anyone, to agree to stick their hand up my twat.
 
    
 
   Have you ever been fisted?  Well, it’s a unique feeling. Like sex for girls, it’s not something you guys can really understand.  First of all, being fisted is a bit uncomfortable for a woman unless you do it all the time.  The pussy is just not designed to take something the size of a tree limb.  That said there is a certain amount of “elasticity” in the female sex organ, so it’s at least doable.  I’ve been fisted a number of times, and while it isn’t high on my list of great sexual experiences, at least they haven’t been negative ones.  To be honest, I usually come when I’m fisted too, but it’s a brutal way to be fucked.  Plus there are a lot of techniques and concerns that come with fisting, which means you have to be selective about your partner.  You certainly don’t want the Hulk trying to shove his hands into your body.  You want to find someone with thin hands, narrow bones, and some strength and stamina.
 
    
 
   Which, at six forty in the morning, while sitting in a Ford pickup, seemed rather impossible to find.  My nipples were aching a little, both from the cold and the clamps and I headed into town.  I started passing other cars and trucks as I left the undeveloped and farmed country south of town and traffic picked up significantly as I approached the freeway.  I still wasn’t sure what I wanted to do, but as I turned on to the major road it suddenly occurred to me that I knew EXACTLY where I could go to get not only a fisting, but the privacy necessary for me to get it done!
 
    
 
   I made a U-turn and headed west, rather than east, which had me facing AWAY from Houston.  In seconds, traffic eased up even further and I managed to make good time as I proceeded down the freeway.  Technically, its only about two and a half miles down the road, but my destination is far enough outside the Greater Houston area that while busy, it wasn’t cram packed with people.
 
    
 
   But it was full of one thing: trucks.
 
    
 
   I’ve done assignments at this place before.  I think two. I’ve done so many assignments I sometimes forget who and where and even what I’ve fucked over the course of the last year.  I remember bartering for a ride, complete with blowjobs, and riding naked here, while Becca followed along in her car, making sure I was safe.  In fact, Becca was standing by and I called her to let her know where I was and what I was doing.  It was just a little after seven in the morning when I pulled up into the parking lot.
 
    
 
   Technically, since I was no longer driving it meant that I needed to turn both the vibrating anal beads and the vibroballs back up to their maximum settings.  This reignited the flames between my legs rather nicely and it was really hard not to put my hand down there between my legs.  I actually found myself lifting my skirt several times and stroking my thighs, moving my fingers higher up until I was actually touching my pussy. Each time I got close to cumming, I took a deep breath, put my hands on the steering wheel, and tried to concentrate.
 
    
 
   I was looking for a truck driver with a full sleeper cab, and one who looked like he was going east, rather than west, so I kept an eye on the road too.  Twenty minutes in I still hadn’t seen the right driver and I was so close to cumming I couldn’t stand it.  Since there would be another punishment if I wasn’t surrounded by people, I got out of my truck, leaving my duster in the warm cab, and hurried my freezing ass over to the station.
 
    
 
   The looks I got when I opened the door and stepped in were almost comical, but then, so was I.  I flushed crimson and sort of moved toward the back as everyone took in my costume.  Sure, I filled it out well, but I was balancing on heels that only looked appropriate for wear in a strip club, dressed in an outfit that only looked proper in a strip club, with a clearly visible set of nipple clamps hanging from tits under my shirt.  I heard the laughter clearly.
 
    
 
   Which made me even wetter.  I took about four steps and felt the oncoming orgasm hit me like a freight train.  I wobbled a little closer to the drink dispenser, where several people were either filling their cups or staring at me.  I bit my lip as the orgasm started, sending waves of agonizing pleasure through me and I came, standing there, in the middle of the station, while being stared at.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God, I’m cumming” I announced as required, eyes closing as I tried to deal with the public orgasm.  I reached out and took hold of one of the shelves as my body swayed dangerously.
 
    
 
   Then it was over.  I had shuddered and swooned through the orgasm and now I was only dripping, down one leg of course, but I was in control again.  Sort of.  I still wasn’t allowed to turn down either the vibroballs or the anal beads, but at least I had avoided having to replace the nipple clamps I was wearing with binder clips.  Those hurt quite a bit more.
 
    
 
   Still the center of attention, I moved toward the ladies room with the intention of washing my face (and getting out from under all those stares) when one of the men stepped right up to me.
 
    
 
   “Hi.  I’m Bob.”
 
    
 
   I gave him a smile. “Breanne.”
 
    
 
   He looked around for a moment and then looked back at me.  “You available for some fun?” he asked, his voice low.
 
    
 
   Oh my God. He thought I was a hooker!  My mind raced for a moment.  I looked down at his hands.  They were pretty big, but not too large.  I licked my lips, our eyes meeting and I nodded.  I needed to land this one before I orgasmed again.  I stepped closer and I put my mouth at his ear.
 
    
 
   “Promise to fist me, as well as fuck me, and you can have me for free.”
 
    
 
   I moved back and his eyes widened in surprise.  He suddenly grinned.  He held up the bottle of soda and the breakfast muffin he was holding.  “Want something to eat or drink?”  
 
    
 
   I shook my head.
 
    
 
   I waited for him, walking next to him as we approached the register.  I guess it was about a minute later when he looked at me quizzically.
 
    
 
   “What’s that buzzing noise?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   I flushed again, but told him “I’ve got a pair of vibroballs in my pussy and vibrating anal beads in my bottom.”  I tried to say it quietly, but the guy behind us, who was busy eye-fucking me to death, certainly heard.  Things were getting very uncomfortable for me.  Bob gave me one of those looks that was a combination of disbelief and “that’s fucking awesome.”  
 
    
 
   “You’re really into this, aren’t you?” he asked.  I nodded.
 
    
 
   Finally the ordeal was over.  He purchased his food and amidst a chorus of both disapproving and jealous glances, we headed out into the lot.  His truck was a giant 18 wheeler, complete with sleeper cab and we climbed up into the still warm tractor.  It was relatively neat, which still surprises me, since I’ve always thought truckers were not really the most organized of me, but it turns out they are.  They THINK a lot.  Bob himself wasn’t ugly either. His hair was a little long, and he had a bit of a paunch, but he was clean and relatively muscular, which was what I needed at the moment.
 
    
 
   I didn’t bother sitting down in the passenger seat and instead made my way into the sleeping compartment.  Here at least there was a bit of “lived in” sense, since there were still a few clothes hanging about, and I spotted a collection of porn magazines under the bed.  I climbed to the back of the sleeper and I heard a whistle behind me. I stopped and looked back.  My skirt, which barely covered my ass when I was standing up, had exposed most of my rear end, along with my shaved and bare pussy.  Obviously, wires led from both holes up to my waistband and the humming of the toys was very very loud.
 
    
 
   “Lady, you got one sweet ass,” Bob told me. 
 
    I twisted, lying down on his bed, my legs spread open.  “Do you want to fuck me first, or fist me?”
 
    
 
   “You really want me to put my hand inside your cunt?” he asked.  I nodded.  “It’s your pussy. I’ll give it a fisting you’ll never forget!”  
 
    
 
   I reached down and pulled the vibroballs out.  It took me a moment to get them turned off. I left the anal beads on.   Then with a toss, I dumped the vibroballs on the floor and got in position.
 
    
 
   This will probably be the only time over the next week that I describe this in detail, mostly because I don’t want to bore you.  But it started with Bob running a few fingers through my slit. I was soaked, so it wasn’t like I was a dry virgin who was terrified of her first fisting.  It took only moments for my juices to slick his fingers up and he began working a second, then a third into my hole.  Slowly he stretched me and I loved the sensation of his fingers curling inside me, stroking the walls of my pussy. He twisted his arm a little bit, pushing here and there until he was able to get hour fingers in.  This is the key moment.  He began pumping his arm against my slit, four fingers slightly curled together, forming a flesh phallus that drove deeply into my cunt.  Then he slipped his thumb into the little hole formed by his fingers, bending his palm.  Slowly he worked it in, still thrusting regularly.  It felt incredible and the vibrations from the anal beads only got me more excited.
 
    
 
   Finally he was able to get his thumb in and he began pushing. I tired to relax, opening up, letting him shove his hand into me.  It took several minutes and lots of steady pressure but eventually there was this release as the widest part of his hand passed my opening and then my pussy lips sealed themselves around his wrist.  
 
    
 
   Having someone’s entire hand up inside you is an amazing sensation.  Too bad guys never get to experience it from our side.   First of all, you feel fuller than you ever had before, but it moves, because most guys like to clench their fists inside you, or even wiggle their fingers.  It’s intense.  And then if they start pumping too, well… it doesn’t take long for things to reach their climax.  Or for me to reach mine.
 
    
 
   I exploded.  Hard.  I was clenching his sheets in my fists, my legs splayed wide apart and my entire body rocking with these hammer like shoves as Bob worked me.  After I had my orgasmic screaming fit he tugged his hand free (which wasn’t that easy, even with all the lubrication) and stuck his fingers into my mouth.  I did my best to slurp up the excess juices, but there was too much and he ended up wiping it on my blouse.  The thin material turned transparent in spots, not that the shirt was doing a good job hiding anything in the first place, but…
 
    
 
   I was still dazed when cock landed on my face.  I blinked and Bob was naked from the waist down and he was tapping his thick heavy dick on my cheek.  Without much in the way of conscious thought I turned sideways and began sucking on him.  He didn’t taste all that good, but I’m a good NHPS and don’t complain.  It didn’t take him long before he pulled himself out, put a condom on, and then rammed his cock into my pussy.
 
    
 
   I felt the thrusts, but they were child’s play next to the fisting I had just gotten and I barely registered the penetration.  Evidently Bob thought the same thing because a moment later I was literally lifted and rolled over.  Before I could object, he pulled the vibrating anal beads out of my ass and replaced them with his cock.  I could hear them buzzing on the floor.  
 
    
 
   Bob came in about five minutes and I just took it like a champ.  It didn’t require much.  Some moans from me, a few “yeah, fuck me hard!” comments, and then he was filling that condom with cream and I was able to roll over.  
 
    
 
   The rest of my time in the cab was rather boring. I asked him to reinsert both the vibroballs and the anal beads, and then I turned them back up to maximum the moment they were in.  That surprised him.  Then I thanked him, kissed him, and headed back to my truck.  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t even eight o’clock.
 
    
 
   Of course, I still had a few major problems though.  The first was my attire. I could hardly go home right away.   Part of the assignment was for me to DRESS the part.  And while I could get away with going home after lunch, maybe, there was no way Master Barrett would approve of me finding someone to remove the beads and then heading back to the house.  Even if I kept the vibroballs in and on he would have a conniption.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to do.  So I called Kari.  She told me to head for her office, which was fine by me because that meant I could turn off the vibrators.  The drive took almost a full hour because of traffic and I pulled up into the plush office park Kari has her digs.  It’s all lush jungle landscaping, dark woods, and reflective mirrored glass.  Feeling more than a little self-conscious, I got out of my truck, turned on both sets of vibrators, and started in to the building.
 
    
 
   Thank God I didn’t pass anyone.  The sound of the vibrators were clearly audible and I was already embarrassed by my attire.  I opened Kari’s office door and looked around the gorgeously decorated waiting room.  In less than twenty seconds Kari, dressed in an immaculate white business suit, stepped into the room.  Her eyes took one look at me, turned around, and left without a word.  I followed.
 
    
 
   She checked once to make sure I was following and then led me to the conference room. I have some happy memories here.  I gave Robert a blowjob here almost a full year before for an assignment, and then let him screw my brains out, without asking for permission from Kari first.  I got punished for that.  Hell, I’m STILL being punished for that.  I’ve already agreed to help “cater” Kari’s super bowl party.  But that will be another story.
 
    
 
   With my pussy and rear end buzzing away, Kari had me sit down at the table.  I dumped my bag on the chair next to me and sat down.  To my surprise, she produced a long piece of rope and I let her tie my hands and feet to the arms and legs of the chair.  In moments I was secured.  
 
    
 
   “Are you close to cumming again?” she asked politely, eyeing me.  I nodded.  It wasn’t going to happen in the next ten minutes, but I could tell it wouldn’t be much longer than that.
 
    
 
   “And you already have the anal beads in and on?” she asked again.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Kari,” I replied meekly.  She began digging in my bagjjjjjjjjjjjjjgggfggffggfgeeeeeeftttfffffffffffffffffffffff4664544666666666666444reeeeetyrtfrtttgyttyg8ft6rteyrttrttrtrtrtttrtrtrtrrrrrttuuuutttuuvvvvvvvvvvvvvcvvcvvvvvvvc and pulled out the binder clamps.  Then she unbuttoned my blouse.  Some people would have removed the clamps on my nipples by opening both tightened pincers.  Kari just grabbed the chain between and pulled hard.  I yelped, my breasts tingling, hurt rushing up through my globes as my pussy contracted hard around the vibroballs.  Even my ass clenched.
 
    
 
   Then Kari held up the binder clamps. “Since you’re close anyway, let’s just put these on now, shall we?”  
 
    
 
   I kept my mouth shut.
 
    
 
   With a flick of her finger she snapped my nipple and then quickly let the small binder clamp bite down and crush my delicate nub.  I cried out, a quick yelp and moan even as she was preparing the other breast.  There was another flick and then I felt something cruel and inhuman bite down on me. My nipples started to throb.  My pussy burned.  I looked up at Kari who grinned down at me.
 
    
 
   And then left.
 
    
 
   For two hours.
 
    
 
   I can’t even begin to tell you how awful those two hours were.  When she came back right before lunch I was sitting in a puddle of my own juices and I felt as if I had been wrung out.  Sure, I’ve dealt with non-stop vibrations before, and I was tied down too, but I was a wreck then as well.  My nipples had gone numb and all I could think of was “thank God I’m not wearing the butterfly!”  Fortunately, Master Barrett had not required the butterfly during ANY of the week’s assignments.  It sits right on top of my clit and just forces me to have clitoral orgasms over and over.  In those two hours I had five orgasms.  
 
    
 
   Kari told me it was time for lunch and let me up.  I rose to my feet and Kari helped me button my shirt back up.  The binder clamps stayed on of course, which made my chest look ridiculous.  The black clamps were clearly visible and made very odd looking outlines at the front of my shirt.
 
    
 
   Fortunately, my skirt wasn’t soaked like the chair.  This was undoubtedly due to the fact that my skirt was too short to be that far under my bottom when I sat down.  I didn’t feel guilty about ruining Kari’s chair either.  She got what she deserved.  She put me there.  She left me there.  She can pay the cleaning bill too.
 
    
 
   I stumbled my way out of Kari’s office, with her at my elbow making sure I didn’t fall.  My pussy was still contracting in rhythmic spasms around the vibroballs and my ass felt like I was sitting on a hand mixer and not allowed to get off.  Kari put me in her car and we drove to Kari’s favorite restaurant.
 
    
 
   I probably shouldn’t name the place, just to avoid issues.  It’s one of the best Mediterranean restaurants in Houston.  The gyros are incredible.  It’s expensive, but it’s worth it.  To be honest, I only go with Kari.  She can afford the bill.  I’m more of a cheap date kinda girl.  Three bucks for a steak fajita torta with guacamole is more in line with my checkbook.  Kari walked in like she owned the place and took me to the very back of the restaurant and sat me down.  I was scarlet.  The walk from the front door to the back of the restaurant had been even more humiliating than I had expected.  If you ate at this particular restaurant, chances were that you were well off.  I was the epitome of sexual sleaze and I felt ridiculous in my little slut schoolgirl outfit.  Worse, Kari sat me down so that I was looking out at all the people still staring at me.  I lowered my eyes and tried to ignore it.  
 
    
 
   My pussy was burning and I was quickly approaching another orgasm.  The place was packed too.  There were other diners within a few feet of us and I could sense the quick glances I was getting.  Everyone was trying to see me, and I could sense their disgust, hunger, and even jealousy.  Our waiter dropped by, a nice boy in a white shirt, black pants, apron, and a black tie and Kari ordered for us.  As he scurried off to get our drinks, I bit down on my lip, trying to keep from having another orgasm.
 
    
 
   “You look a little peaked,” Kari said, eyes bright at my discomfort.  She lives for this kind of thing.  “Need to cum?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, not trusting my mouth to respond.  
 
    
 
   “Well don’t let me stop you.”  She smiled evilly.  
 
    
 
   Our waiter returned and Kari began outlining what we wanted. I always ordered the same thing, so it wasn’t really necessary to speak.
 
    
 
   “There is one more thing, however,” Kari said, putting one hand on the cute waiter’s arm.  “My friend here,” she nodded at me, “is in a bit of a bind.  I put a pair of clamps on her tits earlier and they hurt quite a bit.  Would you mind removing them for her?”
 
    
 
   I didn’t see his expression because I was intensely studying the napkin holder.  
 
    
 
   I heard his voice though.  “You mean…?”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed, her sweet bell like chuckle of mischievous delight.  “Yes.  Just reach down into her shirt and pinch them off, would you?”  There was another laugh.  “She doesn’t bite.”
 
    
 
   I heard his voice again.  “Miss?” he asked, clearly speaking to me.  I looked up, tears filling my eyes.  This was just too much.
 
    
 
   My voice cracked and I had to clear it.  “Please sir?  Take off the clamps?  They hurt.” I asked, knowing it was what Kari wanted to hear.  
 
    
 
   He looked around the restaurant.  Everyone was pretending not to watch.  He glanced back at me and I lifted one hand to my blouse and pulled the collar out.  Since there were only three buttons on the shirt in the first place, and it didn’t exactly cover my entire upper torso, he got an immediate look down my shirt.  
 
    
 
   With a darting glance around, he quickly reached in, grabbed hold of the binder clip on my right nipple and pinched it open.
 
    
 
   Pain exploded in my breast as the blood rushed back into the crushed nub.  I gasped out loud, my hands flat on the table and I pitched forward, only just barely keeping myself from breaking my nose on the napkin holder.  I trembled and ground my teeth together to keep from screaming.  It seriously alarmed the waiter, who was now the center of attention.  I know because the noise level in the restaurant had suddenly gone down.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, I can’t!” he said.  I didn’t see him walk away. I was too busy with what was now happening between my legs.  
 
    
 
   “Oh God. I’m cumming!” I said out loud, my voice cracking with emotion.  
 
    
 
   The next two minutes were lost to me as I let out a quiet whimper and just endured the rush.  I could feel the juices seeping out of me, my pussy lost in a series of convulsions that tried to squeeze the vibroballs out of existence.  My ass was locked in a tight clench around the anal beads, and one breast throbbed with agony while the other one was still aching in the death grip of a binder clamp.
 
    
 
   The next thing I heard was “is there a problem?  Oh… Ms. Kari.” 
 
    
 
   Geeze.  Does she know everyone?”
 
    
 
   “Hello, Carlos.  How are you doing?”  
 
    
 
   I looked up to see a Hispanic man wearing a similar outfit as the waiter, except without the apron.  He was clearly management.  
 
    
 
   “I’m fine, thank you.”  He looked over at me, and then smiled.  “It’s good to see you again miss.”  He was talking to me!
 
    
 
   Now THAT startled me.  I blushed again, finally coming out of my orgasm stupor.  I gave him a confused look because that’s how I felt.  “Um, I don’t remember…”  He held up his hand.
 
    
 
   “It’s not surprising.  You were tied up at the time.  Just hanging around.”  He grinned then looked back at Ms. Kari.  “Did you order?”
 
    
 
   Kari nodded while I tried to puzzle out what “Carlos” had just told me.  He looked vaguely familiar, but I was pretty sure I hadn’t fucked him.
 
    
 
   What?  You think that I like to take pictures of every guy I screw?  Do you have any clue how MANY pictures that would be? I could fill several photo albums with snapshots if I did that.  I stopped counting years ago.  I’ve been gangbanged at frat houses, screwed random people off the street, walked into shops and had sex in back rooms.  How the hell am I supposed to remember who I’ve screwed anyway?  Bite me.  This is what you wanted.  A girl who just does it, right?
 
    
 
   “Yes, we ordered, but your waiter had difficulty with one of my requests.”
 
    
 
   Carlos’ eyebrow went up.  “And what request was that?” he inquired.
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a pointed glance.  “Breanne was wearing an accessory that I asked him to remove.  He only got one off.”
 
    
 
   I still had a binder clamp on my left breast, outlined against the white cotton of my shirt and Carlos looked at it.  He sighed and nodded.  “I suppose it was inevitable.”  He turned toward Kari.  “If I assist with this, will you promise to keep things low key from here on in.”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled.  “As much as I can.  If you’d like, I’ll have her walk naked through your kitchen.”  I flinched, mortified.
 
    
 
   Carlos shook his head.  “No thank you.  While I would enjoy it, I’m not sure my staff would be as understanding.”  He turned toward me and lifted his hand.  “Breanne?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, leaning forward.  He dipped his fingers into my décolletage quickly and this time I was a little better prepared for the excruciating pain I felt as the blood surged back into my compacted nipple.  I hissed a little, fingers tightening on the edge of the table and I swayed back and forth in my chair.  Every muscle in my body clenched and I concentrated on my breathing.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Carlos,” Kari said politely.
 
    
 
   “My pleasure, Miss Kari.”  Then he walked off.
 
    
 
   Lunch arrived about ten minutes later and proceeded a little more smoothly.  The other diners got sort of adjusted to me and returned to their lunches, while all of the men in the place continued to cast little daring glances at me.  My lunch plate of gyros were incredible and Kari’s penne rustica with grilled shrimp smelled heavenly.  All in all, it was a great meal, except for the wet spot on the chair beneath me, the still buzzing vibroballs and anal beads, not to mention the constant attention I was receiving.
 
    
 
   After we had finished eating, Kari paid the bill, leaving a humungous tip of course.  Our waiter had reappeared with a few apologies and had been very attentive, probably due to Carlos’ stern words.  I was once again led through the crowd, the very center of the universe for a few moments, and then was safely ensconced back in Kari’s convertible.  
 
    
 
   The weather had warmed up and Kari put the top down.  I got chilled by the wind as we drove, but the sun was bright and warm and if I hunkered down behind the windshield I was able to stay mostly out of the slipstream.  As we pulled into the parking lot of Kari’s office, she turned to me.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to come in and stay a while longer?” she asked.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened in alarm.  I knew what she would do.  I’d end up back in the conference room, tied to a chair.  She would put the binder clamps back on.  I shook my head.  
 
    
 
   “I’m going to go find someone to remove the anal beads and then head for home.”
 
    
 
   Kari grinned.  “Before we left I checked the poll on Michael’s Blog.” She smirked a little.  “My assignment is tied with your Master Brandon’s.”  
 
    
 
   I shrugged.  “I’m sure you will look forward to torturing me.” 
 
    
 
   This time Kari shrugged.  “Well, I admit sometimes I miss you.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “Really?”
 
    
 
   She nodded.  “Yeah.  Really.”  She came around to me and quickly wrapped her arms around me. I felt her warmth, her touch, and her love.  Kari was my first lover, my first mistress, my first torturer, my first friend, and still is the best friend I’ve ever had.  I love her very much.  I felt tears coming.
 
    
 
   She pulled away for a moment.  “Stay safe, okay?”  
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Yes, Mistress.” I replied.  It was a bit of a joke.  Even when I was her sub, she never made me call her mistress.  Just her name had been enough.  She smiled at me.  Then she kissed me.  A real kiss. A wet kiss.  A long kiss.  I felt her put something in my hand.  Then she broke contact, winked, and went into her office complex.  I looked down at what I was holding; two black binder clamps.
 
    
 
   I got in my truck and began driving, which was something of a relief since I got to turn off the vibrators buzzing in my rear and pussy.  I drove slow, on the side roads rather than the freeway, taking Westheimer all the way back down to Highway 6 before getting on to I-10 and heading back toward my side of town.  It took an hour and a half to get near home, but the peace of mind (and pussy) was worth it.  
 
    
 
   I still had one problem though: the vibrating anal beads.  I needed to get them out. That meant finding someone willing to pull a full set of eight plastic spheres out of my ass.  So I did what any nympho humiliation pain slut would do under circumstances like that.
 
    
 
   I stopped at the mall.  
 
    
 
   Of course, the moment I stopped the car I had to turn the vibroballs in my pussy, not to mention the anal beads, back to their full intensity vibrations.  Almost instantly my pussy gushed and I started that internal muscular dance of contraction and relaxation that I go through when being stimulated like this.  I headed into the mall, a different one than my usual spots to go, and began walking around.
 
    
 
   I had never done an assignment at this particular mall, mostly because it was pretty small.  This time however it was exactly what I needed. I made my way into one of the department stores and set my sights on the men’s section.  I didn’t hurry, though I wanted too.  Walking with a pair of vibroballs buzzing in your pussy, rolling around, sets me off.  The eyes glued to my ass, not to mention the quiet snickers behind me were all the stimulation I needed.  As it was I didn’t make it before I had to turn toward one of the small shops, go in, get within five feet of the clerk (a little Asian woman) and announce in an emotional, obviously tense voice “Oh God! I’m cumming!”
 
    
 
   I trembled a bit as the orgasm washed through me, a veritable wave of endorphins and pleasure streaming up through me.  I had one hand on a glass shelving unit and then the little Asian woman was coming around her counter, waving her hand at me.
 
    
 
   “What is it you do?  You disgust.  Get out!”
 
    
 
   Wow.  Welcome to America.
 
    
 
   I gave her what I hope was an apologetic look and decided not to lift my skirt and ask her to remove the vibrating anal beads.  Instead I just left.  Before she called mall security.  I managed to make it to the department store I was heading for and wound my way into the men’s department.  It only took me a moment to locate a clerk, a nice looking gentlemen who was about my age, clean cut, and ready to sell me something.
 
    
 
   I approached him and as expected, when he saw me, his jaw fell open.  I gave him one of my million watt please fuck me stupid smiles and made a beeline for him.
 
    
 
   “Hi! I’m Breanne,” I said conversationally.
 
    
 
   “John.  What can I do for you?”  His tone was professional, but I got the sense that there was a bit more to the offer than just finding a new suit for my boyfriend.  
 
    
 
   I leaned forward; making sure that my shirt fell away from my breasts and giving him a relatively clear view of my belly button, THROUGH my shirt.  Oh, sure my breasts were in the way, but there was this clear spot BETWEEN them for him to see my belly button.  “Actually, John, there IS something you can do for me,” I said a bit breathlessly.  When manipulating men, it helps to play the part they expect.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got a set of vibrating beads up my ass and they’re driving me crazy.  Would you mind removing them?” I asked.  
 
    
 
   Silence.  Then, “really?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Sure.  When do you want…” his voice trailed off.
 
    
 
   “Right now.” I replied.  He glanced around.  His department was empty.  He looked back at me, suddenly at a loss.
 
    
 
   I sighed.  “How about the changing room?”
 
    
 
   “Uh… sure.”
 
    
 
   I strolled toward the men’s changing room and walked in like I owned the place.  Actually I was glad I had just cum, since John was a bit of a hunk.  He followed me in a moment later and I shut the door to my own little personal sex stall behind him.
 
    
 
   With a grin on my face I turned around and bent over, flipping the little red plaid skirt up around my waist.  The little plastic pull circle was sticking out of my ass, along with the wire to the remote and I felt John’s fingers touching me.  He got a hold of the beads and started pulling.
 
    
 
   I have to admit, as much as I don’t really like the beads, I enjoy having them extracted from my rear end.  It feels… good in an odd way.  I can’t really describe the sensation.  It’s like.. um… well.  Fuck it.  It just feels good, but in a weird way.
 
    
 
   I pulled the remote from my belt as the last bead popped out of my rear end and I quickly turned them off.  John stood there like an idiot holding up the beads, trying to decide what to do with them.  I dropped the remote and grabbed my purse.  A baby wipe and a plastic baggie took care of the beads and I tucked it all away.  
 
    
 
   “Thank you!” I said with a grin, turning back toward him. 
 
    
 
   “Uh.  Is that it?” he asked, clearly disappointed.
 
    
 
   I shook my head and lowered my voice so that it came out dark, sultry, and very very hungry.  “No.  It isn’t.”
 
    
 
   Frankly, I hope John didn’t get fired. I kept him in the dressing room for about twenty minutes while I gave him a rather aggressive blowjob followed by a quick but energetic fuck.  It felt good to have cock in me again and while I didn’t cum, it was still much much better than the vibroballs buzzing away.
 
    
 
   After we were done I stuck the vibroballs back up inside me, turned them on full, kissed John goodbye, and headed back to my truck.  I didn’t make it of course.  After getting screwed like that, combined with the non-stop buzzing, I felt the next orgasm coming like a freight train. I reeled toward one of the kiosks and braced myself while pretending to look at the product, some sort of soap.
 
    
 
   “Hello, would you like to try a free sample?” I was asked by a young looking guy with dark hair.  I opened my mouth to reply, but the only thing I could say at that moment was “Oh my God. I’m cumming.”  And then I did.  I just stood there, shaking, letting the waves of pleasure rush through me.  It was intense.  When I blinked and focused again, I realized that there were like five or six people all standing around, watching me.  I flushed crimson, took the free sample, and hurried away.
 
    
 
   Back in my truck I considered my options.  To be honest, I had completed the necessary requirements to make Master Barrett happy.  I was also tired and a little worn out.  So I headed for home.  I pulled up in front of the barn, quickly disappeared into with my bag, and emerged in denim shorts, a baggy tee shirt, and flip flops.  
 
    
 
   But inside me, buried deep, were my vibroballs.
 
    
 
   And they were on.  At least… for a while.
 
    
 
   Hope you enjoyed Day 1 of my Seven Days of Sluttiness!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sevendaysofsluttines2]Seven Days of Sluttiness: Day 2
 
    
 
   01/09/11
 
    
 
   Just as I was finishing up yesterday's post, I felt the oncoming surge of another orgasm.  My body was pretty much at the edge already.  My nipples were throbbing, still stuck in the binder clamps, and the anal beads were vibrating away in my rear end.  It was driving me crazy and I sat there in front of the screen, gripping the desk as I shuddered to a climax.  I had been granted a sort of "clemency" during my writing by Michael.  I had been allowed to turn the vibroballs down to low, but he told me that if I came, I still had to follow Master Barrett's punishment schedule.  It took around four hours to write the entire post and about half way through I had my first orgasm.  That had resulted in the quick lubrication of my anal beads with Stinging O, a rather distracting irritant.  Then, about three quarters of the way through I had a SECOND orgasm, and that resulted in my putting on the binder clamps.  Oh God did they hurt!  So let me tell you, writing was a bitch yesterday.

At around nine in the evening I knew I needed to get the anal beads and the binder clamps off me, and since I had NOT been granted a way to remove them myself, I ended up sneaking out of the house after my parents had gone to bed.  I roared off in the truck, my bag beside me.  Of course my first stop was the side of the road.  I hurried out in front of the truck, stripped out of the denim skirt and sweat shirt I was wearing, left the binder clamps and vibro balls on and in, and pulled out the little school girl outfit.  Red plaid and white blouse went on over my naked and bare skin and I slipped my feet out of the flip flops and into my stripper shoes.

Then I went driving.  

It was a quick outing.  I just went up to the gas station.  I pulled up under the florescent lights, got out of the truck, and headed in.  There was only one car in the lot and that guy was by the beer section, deciding whether to go with less filling or great taste.  I sauntered right up to him, smiled, and asked him if he could do me a favor.

His eyes popped out of his skull, rolled across the floor, and then slammed back into his head with an audible click.  I decided to help that shock value by unbuttoning my shirt.  Both breasts, bare and naked, with the exception of the biting binder clamps, flashed before his eyes. I cupped them, gave him my sad little puppy dog look, and begged him to take off the clamps for me.

He lifted his hands, and then paused. "I don't know.  They kinda look good like that."

Bastard.  So I offered him a blow job to remove them.  He agreed and we went out to his car.  I climbed in with him and directed him to pull over into a darkened spot and quickly got down to business.  It was fast, but I did a good job and I swallowed every drop as he spurted up into my mouth.  A little might have dribbled down my chin, but I licked and sucked and even cleaned him up pretty good before presenting my tits to him.  I admit I screamed out loud when he took the clamps off. It hurt.  The blood rushed back into my crushed nipples and I just knelt there on the passenger seat shuddering.  It was agony.  When I had recovered, he asked to take me home, but I told him I had some other things to do, gave him my business card (he he) and buttoned up my shirt.  Then I went back into the gas station.  

The clerk had been watching me the whole time I had been in with Mr. Beer, so when I came back in, clearly free of the binder clamps, but with a shirt that was now mostly unbuttoned, he eye-fucked me rather intensely.  I sauntered on up, gave him a smile, and told him I'd give him a blowjob if he did me a little favor.

"No free gas!" he said.

I rolled my eyes.  "I don't want gas! I want you to take these beads out of my ass!" I turned around and lifted my skirt.  I'm sure he could see what I was talking about.  

His eyes flashed and he smiled.  "Okay Dokey."  

The little Indian guy and I went into the back room and I presented my rear end for a second time.  I felt his fingers touching me, then pulling on the little rubber ring at the base of the series of spheres embedded in my ass.  Each bead coming out felt incredible.  Can't describe it. Just liked it.  Then, when I was empty, I turned around, but he was already getting his cock out. I did my second blowjob of the evening and got a nice spurt of cream across my face when he jerked at the last moment and decided to spray me.  I had cum on my breasts, my shirt, and across my cheek.  But I smiled like a good little nympho humiliation pain slut and licked it all up as best I could.

Then I went home.  I showered.  I went to bed.

The next morning when I got up, the very first thing I did was to remove the silent vibroballs from my pussy and replace them with my RVP.  For those of you who are clueless, that stands for Rotating Venus Penis, a monstrous toy that has a four inch cock that vibrates AND rotates, along with little bumps for my clit and anus.  Let's just say that it’s my worst nightmare when it comes to NOT cumming.

Then I checked my email.  Master Barrett was disappointed that I hadn't actually POSTED yet, even though Michael told me not to post until Saturday.  In any event I got ordered to complete a sharp set of nipple twists, posted on the blog, and fired off an email to Master Barrett.  Then I went outside to get my chores done.  About half way through, despite mucking out a stall and thinking very non-sexual thoughts, the churning stirring vibrating toy in my pussy finally pushed me over the edge and I came while holding a bucket of feed and pushing my pussy up against a fence railing.  As soon as I was done, I headed back into the barn, grabbed my bag, extracted the anal beads and the Stinging O, and got myself lubed up, stuffed, and vibrated.  My ass burned as the RVP continued its path of mass rotation and vibration and I barely managed to finish my chores and get back inside before I came again. 

I went upstairs, turned everything down low, just in time too, and signed on.  Master Barrett was online and quickly informed me that I had fucked up.

"What?" I asked, clearly oblivious.

He reminded me I had been ordered to wear the bondage collar as well as put an alligator clamp on my clit if I had more than three unauthorized orgasms.  He asked me if I knew what the consequences were.  I shuddered. I knew.  My pussy knew it.  My ass knew it. I shook in my seat.

"I'll have to have two fistings today sir?"

"That's right."

By screwing up like that I had voided the entire day's work.  Never mind the orgasms, or the public humiliation at the restaurant. Never mind the fact that I had been tied up and unable to even move!  Never mind any of that!  I almost cried.

I had a few things to do that morning so I headed downstairs before my parents were up. I had promised to sort the dirty laundry that morning and since I wasn't writing, or on the computer, and was totally alone, it meant that I had to turn up both the RVP and the anal beads to the maximum settings.  The fire between my legs roared to life and I hadn't even managed one basket before I was gasping and shaking and holding on to the dining room table in orgasmic bliss.  I barely managed to stay quiet!  Wouldn't that have been interesting?  My parents coming downstairs and asking me what the hell was going on?  I was dressed in denim shorts, the toy remotes in my pocket, wires disappearing into the waistband, while a rather large long sleeve sweatshirt covered my bare breasts.  After I came, I lifted up my shirt, pulled the binder clamps out of my bag, and tried to gently attach them to my nipples.

Heh heh... gently attach.  Yeah. Right.

Pain shot up from my tits and went straight down to my pulsing pussy.  I tried to sort more laundry, but to be honest, I wasn't making much headway.  My third orgasm of the morning resulted in me collapsing on the couch in spasms as my sopping slit made it very clear that continued vibration and rotation was going to result with me on the floor as a quivering blubbering mass of female gelatin.  After I had settled down and recovered slightly, my shaking hand reached for the alligator clamp.  I unbuttoned my shorts.  I wasn't wearing panties and the crotch was pretty damp.  I pulled the RVP out slightly, enough to expose my clit, and I held the alligator over that nerve packed bundle in something akin to fear.  Finally I summoned up enough courage to pinch the thing open and let it close on my most tender, most sensitive part.  

I didn't bother with the rest of the laundry.  I grabbed my bag, stumbled outside, and went straight to my truck.  I managed to mitigate some of the most terrible distraction by turning off the vibrator and spin functions of the RVP, but I was still feeling the powerful torment of the alligator clamp on my clit, not to mention the binder clamps on my nipples.  Pain is a powerful motivator and I threw the truck into gear and sped off down the gravel driveway.  When I got to the main road I turned toward town.  My clit felt as if someone was shoving nails through it.  It eclipsed the pain in my breasts and I was openly whimpering.  I had only driven a mile when a sudden thought occurred to me.  I wasn't dressed properly!  I slammed on the brakes, and slid to a stop on the side of the road.  Unfortunately, I wasn't on my own little Farm to Market Road any longer, but a more frequently driven one.  It was chilly out and I shucked out of my duster in about a second.  I moved to the front of the truck with my bag, grabbed my sweatshirt, and pulled it over my head.  It was about forty degrees out and even clamped, my nipples hardened.  Goosebumps erupted all over me and I struggled to get into my red blouse.  Before I buttoned it up though, I grabbed the two blue rubber bands Master Barrett was requiring me to wear.  I stretched them wide and snapped them over my breasts.  They tightened around each base, plumping both heavy globes into tight upright spheres.  They ached and it made the binder clamps oh so much more painful.  My fingers trembled from both cold and torture that I was suddenly glad I was only allowed to secure one button, because there was no way I was going to be able to manage two.  

Then I popped my shorts open, shoved them down, and pulled my black skirt out.  Before I had a chance to put them on, a car whizzed past and I saw the brake lights come on. I ignored them and pulled the skirt up over my ass.  My clit was in agony as the metal toothed jaw chewed on me.  The car continued on without stopping.  I sighed. Lastly, I pulled out the fuck me shoes and slipped my freezing toes into them.  I shoved my regular clothes into the bag and jumped back into the still warm cab of my truck.  The last thing I did was pull out the leather bondage collar and buckle it around my neck.   I took off and drove.  It took every bit of my concentration to keep from wrecking my truck.  Thank God the RVP and the anal beads were off.  I was at the point where I was looking for anyone, but the first place I began encountering cars was the mall.  I pulled into the lot and spotted a car driving on the outer road and I followed it.  Since it was around eight in the morning, it was still too early for the mall to be open, but I was pretty sure that plenty of employees were getting there, so I struggled to keep myself under control as I followed the car.  When it parked, I pulled into a spot a few spaces down and quickly checked on things.  It was a guy, in black clothes, clearly an employee of SOMETHING.  He must have been nineteen years old or so and as he started to walk past my truck, I popped the door, leaned out, the chill air sending freezing blasts up my loose shirt, and said "hey."

He stopped and looked at me.  Then his eyes widened in shock.  I guess it's not every day you see a girl with her blouse barely closed, with incredible prominent tits visible to the naked eye.  I crooked a finger and motioned him toward me.  I had slid sideways in my seat and I spread my legs, pulling up my skirt as I did so.  

"Please! Please take the clamp off my clit!" I begged.  His shocked expression was delightful, but at the time all I could think about was how much my clit was hurting.  He reached down, pinched it open and I let out a cry of release.  Would you believe I came?  My brain short circuited and I said out loud.  "Oh GOD I'M CUMMING!"  

I was out of it for a moment and he just stood there, looking down at me.  I guess he was still shocked.  I know I was now feeling pretty good.  I slowly sat up and took the alligator clamp from him.  Then I put it in my bag.  

"Thanks for helping me out," I said politely, my chest still heaving from the exertion of orgasm

"Uh sure." He still looked shocked.

"When do you have to be at work?" I asked

"Eight thirty" he replied, still in a daze.  I smiled.  I grabbed my bag and keys, locked the truck, and took his arm.

"Let's go."

I led him into the mall, hanging on to him for warmth and support.  As we walked I reached toward the hem of my skirt and turned both the RVP and the beads up to full.  I about fell when my pussy reacted to the spinning vibrator stuck up four inches deep, but I managed to grit my teeth and bear it.  I asked my new friend where he worked and he told me, so I headed toward a bathroom near the food court and pulled him into the men's restroom. The place was empty, but I had expected that and I pulled him into the handicap stall.  I unbuttoned my shirt and let him see the binder clamps on my tits.  Then I went to my knees while his fingers tugged and pulled and I got his cock out.  Another quality blowjob followed, but he obviously wanted something more, because right before he was going to cum he pulled out, lifted me up, and then positioned me standing up, bent over the toilet.  He flipped my skirt over my ass and then said "holy shit!"

The buzzing had been clearly audible from the moment we had stepped into the bathroom, but the volume went up as my skirt was raised.  I wiggled my ass and then he was trying to figure out how to remove the RVP.  I handed him a condom while I ripped one of the Velcro straps off, then another, and then the RVP slowly slipped out of my pussy.  It was still spinning and vibrating, but that didn't stop my new friend from shoving his cock into me.  I groaned as we rocked together and I fought off the urge to have another orgasm.  He made about twenty thrusts and then he shot off his load.  I shuddered as he came, but managed to hold off.  

WE disengaged and I turned around and pulled off his condom.  Then I sucked him some more.  He liked it.  But then I stood up, wiped his cum from my lips and told him he was about to be late for work.  His response made me laugh.  "Fuck it. For this I'll be late!"   But I buttoned my shirt back up (all of one button) and helped him get his soft cock back into his pants.  Then I reinserted the RVP and made sure that it was still set at maximum. Let me tell you, putting the RVP in when its SPINNING is pretty awesome.  It felt great and almost made me cum.  As it was, the walk to the guy's work was almost enough to have me cumming again.  In fact, after I dropped him off and walked further down the mall, I had to walk BACK to the food court at a hurry because that was where the people were.  I made it just in time and stopped in front of a not yet open fast food joint, complete with teenyboppers preparing for the day's rush, when I started to cum again.  Once more I announced in a sort of sing voice, "Oh God, I'm cumming," I said to no one in particular, but within the required five feet.  The girl at the counter gave me this disgusted look and I flushed crimson and moved away.  The guy in the back was gawking at me.  

I started walking.  The place was still mostly deserted, with the occasional set of mall walkers zipping past me as I stumbled in sexual frustration from store front to store front.  Mostly I was looking for an opportunity.  My clit was sore, not only from the alligator clamp that had been on it, but from the constant vibrations that were being transmitted along the base of the RVP.  I can endure an awful lot of direct stimulation, but to be honest, even I get to a point where over-stimulation is a pretty serious result.  My nerves were starting to fry as my clit began to report sensations other than pleasure to my brain.

I'm sure I was a sight to see.  Shoulder length red haired, rather willowy girl, walking the mall in four inch clear soled platform stripper shoes, complete with a plastic see through strap, which accentuated a pair of legs that disappeared into a short black mini skirt that while not quite skin tight, certainly was shorter than convention allowed.  The eyes then went upward to where a large swath of bare skin showed across the belly, surrounded by the open (or rather unbuttoned) sides of a red silk blouse.  Of course only one button, strategically closed, concealed two large rather rounded protruding breasts, along with odd pumps and profiles at the tips.  Cap this off with the two inch thick black leather bondage collar that sported embedded metal loops, perfect for cuffing wrists and other things too, and there really wasn't a reason NOT to stare at me.  I belonged in a fucking circus.

AT around nine fifteen I was huddled in a small alcove across from a particular jewelry store.  I had no idea if Julie was working that day, but she usually did on Saturdays.  The only problem was the place was still closed.  I stood there waiting, quietly trying to endure the non-stop buzzing between my legs.  Already once I had been forced to step forward and hurry toward an elderly couple, walking behind them quickly until I was able to announce "Oh God, I'm cumming!"  The look I had gotten from that granny was like knives cutting at me.

It wasn't Julie who found me first, but one of the security guards.  He was a bit portly, but not terribly so, and he looked pretty smart in his white uniform and silly hat.  He approached me, examining my outfit and filing it away in his brain rather nicely.  

"Morning.  Can I help you miss?" he asked me politely.  I had cum not ten minutes before and my clit was in that middle state between ouch and oooh, so I was able to answer with something approaching normalcy.  I nodded toward the jewelry store.

"Just waiting for the store to open," I said with a soft smile.

He turned and looked and then nodded.  Then he paused a moment, looking at me intensely.  I knew what was coming.

"What's the buzzing noise?" he queried.

I decided to be truthful.  "I've got a vibrator in my pussy and a set of beads in my ass." I said, trying to make it sound nonchalant, like I do it every day, which I do.

He masked his surprise well.  "Feel good?"  

I nodded.  "Yeah, except I wish someone would take the clamps off my nipples."  I gave him a speculative glance.  "Would you care to help me out?" I asked.  I grabbed hold of my blouse and lifted it up enough to expose both binder clamped breasts.

"Is this some sort of sex prank or stunt?" he asked, looking at my bared chest.

I thought about it for a moment. "More of the first, less of the later."  His eyes were still glued to my breasts.

"Do those hurt?" he asked. I nodded.

Then he reached up and pinched both binder clips open. I gasped and flinched, my hands coming down and my shirt covering my top again. Pain flooded through me and I actually folded slightly and fell against the wall.  Tears flooded my eyes and a few even trickled down my cheek as I wrapped my arms across my bosom and just tried to survive it.

“Hey! You okay?" the security guy asked, bending over.  No.  No I wasn't okay.  I was dressed in stripper high heels, a too short black skirt, a red silk blouse with only one button secured and a two inch thick bondage collar, all of which screamed SLUT.  I had a four inch dildo shoved up my pussy that was not only spinning at about a hundred rotations per minute but also vibrating.  My ass was stuffed with eight black latex covered beads, each one with a tiny motor inside that was ALSO making the whole snake like thing vibrate.  My nipples had just spent the last hour and a half crushed in the grips of two metal clamps.  My clit was sore from a combination of the little rubber tipped knob on the end of the RVP base as well as the metal toothed alligator clamp that had been chewing on me for over twenty minutes.  I had endured five orgasms in the space of three hours.  I was also about to embark on a quest to have two different guys shove their entire fists into my pussy, not to mention find two guys who would be willing to strip naked in the same room and double ram me.  In short, I was NOT okay.  

But I nodded anyway.  Slowly I ignored the increasingly irritating sensation on my clit and stood up.  I stayed against the wall, trying to martial my energy, most of which was going toward ignoring what was going on between my legs.  The security officer handed me the binder clamps and I dropped them into my bag.  

"Breanne?" a voice called.

I looked up.  Julie was standing about ten feet away, looking rather surprised.  

The security guard looked at Julie and then me.  "Ya'll friends?"  Julie pursed her lips and nodded.  "Yeah.  Thanks. I'll take it from here," she said smartly.

She walked right by the security officer, grabbed my arm and pulled me upright.  Together we went over to the jewelry store.  She unlocked the gate, pushed me inside and closed the gate behind us.  It was still dark inside with the exception of a few night lights and she pushed me toward the back room.  I managed to get the doorknob twisted before she pushed me through the door and then I was in the stockroom of the little jewelry retailer.  There was a tiny bathroom, a small desk area with a computer, and shelves upon shelves of boxes filled with merchandise.  There was also a small safe and chair.  The moment I stepped into the room I turned, only to barely withstand Julie's assault.  She flung herself upon me, arms wrapping around my body as our lips met.  It was a hungry kiss, a warm kiss, a wet kiss, and then her hands were on my breasts and her mouth was kissing my nipples.  I moaned, partly in residual pain, but also in sexual bliss, especially when she started nibbling, sucking, and then biting me.  While she was devouring each breast in turn her right hand went down to my crotch and found the RVP.  

"What's this?" she asked.  Then "oooohhh."  There was another pause as she found the remote tucked in my waist band and then she swore.  "Damn.  It's on high already."  She pulled back a bit, then turned around to the computer and typed for a moment while I just stood there, my breasts hanging out, suffering.  Then she turned back around, looked at me for a moment, and hit me.  Hard.  Across the breasts.   I let out a bit of a squeal as she smacked me.   Several blows landed and I knew better than to avoid them.  She used me as a punching bag for a little bit, pummeling my breasts and then she spun me around, pushed me over the chair, and lifted my skirt.

"Ohh.. Anal beads!" she said.  Then she began spanking me.  In moments my ass was about as tender as my clit was and I was about sixty seconds from orgasming again.  I begged her to stop.  

"Why should I stop, bitch?" she asked me, her finger entwined in my hair.  I could barely get the words out.

"Cause if I cum without being near a stranger I'll have to put the clamps back on my nipples."  I said, the words halting.  Julie stared at me for a moment.  

"What clamps?" she asked.

I reached over to my bag and began rummaging around in it and finally extracted the two binder clamps.  I handed them to Julie who examined them with interest. I stood there, shivering and she glanced back at me.

"Did I say you could stand straight up?  Get back in position, slut."  

I did so, trembling.  Then she tossed the clamps down on the desk underneath my nose.  "So those go on your tits if you cum huh?"

I nodded.  "Yes Mistress Julie," I whispered, my hands on the desk, the chair back pressed into my stomach.  I was gritting my teeth, my pussy tight around the RVP phallus.

I want to point out for just a second, that the RVP is probably the most devilish device ever devised to torment a NHPS.  Seriously, if you clamp down on a vibrator with all your strength, you can sort of get a grip on what's going on down there and put off, momentarily, the sensations streaming through your pussy.  However, when you clamp down on the RVP, there is no chance in hell you're going to stop it from spinning. It also has a bunch of little bumps and ridges that feel incredible as the thing spins.  So when you tighten down, sure you mitigate some of the vibration, but you INTENSIFY the spinning!  It means there is absolutely nothing you can do but just stay as relaxed as possible and let the damn thing fuck you anyway it wants.  

Julie stepped up close to me, her mouth near my ear.  I felt her tongue on my neck and then she whispered.  "That's where clamps are supposed to go."  Then she began spanking me.  

I started counting.  I've been spanked before by Julie and if you don't count, the spanks don't either.  So I called out the number of each stroke as she swatted my rear end.  And let me explain something here too.  Julie doesn’t just spank you.  She BEATS you.  If she was swinging with anything other than her open hand I would have had deep terrible bruises and as it was I still got a couple.  The heat was terrible and in moments my ass was jerking around and I felt the swelling build up inside me.  I cried out, thrust my hips forward and then felt the explosion power through me.   I yelled, shaking like mad and then Julie was twisting me around by my breasts. I got pushed up against the wall and then her mouth was on my nipple again, going back and forth between the two as the RVP continued its maddening dance inside me.
 
    
 
   Julie ordered me to put my hands behind my head and I did, closing my eyes as her sweet mouth sucked on me.  It ached, but it was wonderful all the same.  She spent at least two or three minutes on each breast and then finally pulled her face away from my bare bosom and grabbed hold of the two binder clamps again.
 
    
 
   I whimpered, my bottom lip trembling. I didn’t want them on again.  They hurt.  Sure they were small, but they were tight too and they crushed my nipples tighter than any of my other clamps except my alligators.  But my tears didn’t impress Julie because she just went right on a head and snapped both binder clamps on my breasts without a moment’s hesitation.  I made a loud keening sound and shook like a lone leaf in the wind.
 
    
 
   “Stay here. I’ve got to get the store ready to open.”
 
    
 
   So I stood there, my red silk blouse hanging open, standing in the four inch platform fuck me shoes, while an unfeeling motorized tormentor spun around inside me.  By this time the vibrating anal beads were only a minor addition. I barely felt them.  All of my focus was torn between my burning aching breasts, my stinging hot ass, and my pussy.  Five, then ten minutes passed and I heard the front gate sliding open and Julie returned to the back room and flipped on all the breakers.  Then she ordered me to put my clothing in order and come out into the main store area.  I did as ordered, buttoning my shirt (yeah… as if one button counts) and smoothed down my skirt as best I could.  I went out into the store and found Julie behind the counter, texting someone on her phone.
 
    
 
   She glanced at me for a second, and then nodded toward a chair that sat next to the counter.  “Sit,” she ordered.  It was a directors type chair, raised up, and I half climbed up into it, very aware that I was perched up on a pair of stupidly designed shoes, and in a position that were I too open my legs even a fraction, everyone passing by would be able to see the pink rectangular shape of the RVP base peeking out from between my thighs.  I tried to keep quiet, but the buzzing of my vibrators was still rather loud.  After a moment, Julie turned to me and told me to turn both the RVP and anal beads to low.  I figured this was one of those “times” where it “wasn’t possible” to keep the vibrators on their highest settings and so gave myself just a tad bit of relief.  It was a welcome respite let me tell you, and even though both were still on, having them down low was like pouring cool water on your head during a hot Texas Summer day.  You’re still hot, but damn it feels good. 
 
    
 
   I sat there for about thirty minutes, my nipples throbbing as Julie did a few things for the store, then sent or received another text message.  I was starting to get a little bored when suddenly she lifted her phone and took a picture of me.  I was too startled to object, but when I started to slide down from my chair she glared at me and asked me where I was going.
 
    
 
   “I thought I’d bothered you enough,” I replied, a little terrified of her response.
 
    
 
   “Get your ass back in that chair or the vibes go back to full and I’ll put the alligator on clit for fun instead of an orgasm.”
 
    
 
   That was my first clue that Julie was on board.  I wasn’t positive that she had read the Seven Days of Sluttiness Assignment, but now I was sure of it.  Of course, I think she also rifled through my bag.  In any event, I sat back down and kept quiet.  Around eleven o’clock a teenager of about the same age as Julie sauntered into the store.  He was preppy and looked familiar, especially after he greeted Julie with a fist bump and then a kiss.  He leered at me and then greeted me by name. 
 
    
 
   “Lookin hot, Breanne.”  His greeting was enthusiastic and made me feel a little better about my attire.  My problem was I still couldn’t place him.  Julie solved that for me, sensing my  lack of recognition.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, you remember JT?  You met him at the club I took you too last time?”
 
    
 
   Oh.  Oh YEAH!  Except JT’s hair had been blue that night, and in a Mohawk, and he had been dressed in a weird mix of Star Wars (old) and Tron costumes.  Hey… the pot smoke was thick that night and I got a little light headed.  So sue me.  I greeted JT with a nod a polite smile.
 
    
 
   Julie gave me a thumbs up and then turned to JT.  “You got it all arranged?”
 
    
 
   He nodded.  “Totally.  We’re set.”
 
    
 
   Julie grinned.  “Cool.  Have her back here by 12:30, okay?”
 
    
 
   UH… what?  I blinked, not really understanding what was going on.  JT produced a dog leash and before I could even protest (if I had been ALLOWED to protest) it was connected to my bondage collar on one of the metal rings and I was literally pulled out of the chair and out the store front without even a goodbye from Julie.
 
    
 
   I stumbled along behind JT as we hurriedly walked toward the entrance.  He pulled me up so that I was walking along beside him.
 
    
 
   “You need to look more willing, Breanne.  I don’t want someone thinking I’m kidnapping you.  Smile, or when we get out to the car I’ll make it so you won’t smile for the rest of the day.”
 
    
 
   I smiled.  Hard.  My million watt smile even.  I was the most willingest person ever to walk next to JT.  We exited outside through a regular mall door and got to the curb just as a blue Toyota Camry pulled up to the curb.  JT opened the backseat door and I was helped/pushed/forced/levered in to the back of the car.  Inside I found that I was now one of five. To my left was another young man, slightly younger, whose name I discovered a bit later was Jake.  The car was being driven by Lucas.  Soren was a brown haired kid with about three days of beard on him and was sitting shotgun.  I slid over to sit right next to Jake as JT got in the car next to me.
 
    
 
   The only thing that made me feel comfortable about the whole thing was that Julie knew who I was with and that she would have personally castrated every single one of those guys had anything happened to me.  However, I was still feeling a bit rushed with events.  Next thing I knew JT was grabbing my right leg and pulling my knee upward and out.  Jake followed suit and in moments my skirt had ridden up to my waist and my RVP was completely exposed.
 
    
 
   Yep.  That’s all they got to see.
 
    
 
   Until they unstrapped it and pulled it out.
 
    
 
   For the second time that morning I felt empty, but not for long.  JT tossed the RVP to the floor as his fingers went down to my pussy.  Jake fumbled with the remote and managed to get the thing turned off.  Then he found the other remote, the one that went to the anal beads, and he slid the dial up to maximum.  I groaned.  Jake was doing some serious rubbing on my clit and pussy and I was soaked.  He kept working more and more of his fingers in and finally I began to wonder if he intended to fist me right there in the back seat of the car.  
 
    
 
   Instead we pulled up to a rather nice house in one of the old suburban areas north of my town.  JT pulled his fingers out of my pussy, made me suck them clean, and then helped me out of the car.  Soren pulled out a set of keys and opened the front door and I was led into a rather nice looking home that was pretty clean and organized.  From the way Soren walked around, I realized that he must live there and the other boys deferred to him.  I was taken into the living room and then told to strip.
 
    
 
   They turned on some music and I knew I needed to dance.  Ballet is hard.  Erotic dance is easy.  Every girl can do erotic dance.  I lowered my eyelashes, started swaying back and forth, and moved my hips in that way guys love.  After about thirty seconds I reached up to my shirt, unbuttoned it, and then turned all the way around until my back was too them.  Then I slid the shirt off my shoulders.  I kept my hands across my breasts for a moment longer, and then bared them.  You should have seen the shocked expressions when they saw the binder clamps.  I was finally getting into the mood and with a grin I moved forward and suddenly knelt on Soren’s lap.  He was the only one sitting in an easy chair, with the other three on the couch.  I pushed my tits toward his face and he did exactly what I hoped he would do.
 
    
 
   He took them off.
 
    
 
   I hissed, arching my back and rubbing my breasts frantically as I tried to concentrate through the pain.  I let him squeeze me and then I fed him my breasts, trying to keep him interested.  The binder clips fell to the floor and after my breasts were nicely eaten, I got up and began removing my skirt.  
 
    
 
   I had to hold the remote the anal beads with one hand, which did limit me just a bit, but I thought I would have another opportunity to get something done.  This time I approached Lucas and bent over, my ass right in front of his face.  
 
    
 
   “Cock can’t go in there if I’m stuffed,” I said, wriggling my rear end.  He grinned and then pulled the beads out of my ass too.  I took them and laid them aside with the binder clips.  Then, in nothing but my collar and fuck me shoes, I continued to dance and sway, getting closer, letting them touch me here and there until finally I looked at JT and nodded.  
 
    
 
   “You ready to get fisted, slut?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   “Yes sir” I replied.  
 
    
 
   “Good, then lay down on the floor and spread your legs!”  
 
    
 
   I dropped to the carpet and rolled onto my back.  In moments the guys had swarmed off the couch and easy chair.  Hands covered me, pulling my arms out wide.  Then my legs were pulled taut and JT moved between my thighs looking for the entire world like a demented perverted gynecologist in training.
 
    
 
   There is an art to fisting that I suppose only experience teaches.  It took JT a little while to figure things out and frankly I wasn’t in much of a position to give him pointers.  After a minute or two, when they realized that not only was I not going to struggle, but that I WANTED to be fisted, Soren unbuckled his pants and put his cock in my mouth.  Not a moment after that Lucas had his cock in my right hand and I was a little occupied.  I could feel JT stroking my pussy and he managed to get four fingers in without that much trouble.  The thumb however was a bit of a push.  In a clear moment I managed to gasp out, “just shove it in!” but that came out like some sort of horny comment instead of advice and he continued to tantalize me but never seriously penetrate.  He ended up deciding his hand was too big and Jake took over.
 
    
 
   Jake, having had the benefit of seeing how JT did it, made things happen a bit quicker.  By this time, Soren had come and I was trying to swallow and breathe all at the same time.  Just as I got my wind back, Lucas put his cock in my mouth and I had to repeat the same skullfuck.  Back between my legs Jake was much more successful than JT had been and was thrusting into me like a possessed jackhammer.  It took him another minute and then his entire fist sank into my pussy and my petals latched on to his wrist and squeezed tightly.
 
    
 
   I jerked wildly as he began pumping his arm and opening and closing his fingers inside me.  It felt incredible.  So much better than the RVP.  I gasped as I skittered close to the edge of the cliff and then WHAM.  I exploded.  It was very very intense and I would have screamed out loud if my mouth hadn’t been stuffed with cock.  I sorta lay there for a while, my mind in its own little adrenaline and dopamine filled world, until Jake pulled his hand out of me.  Talk about a downer.  But by then JT had returned to the action.  I didn’t even realize it until it was practically done, but JT was naked from the waist down and had stuck his cock in my pussy.  I didn’t really mind, but it was sort of like putting a baseball in a basketball hoop.  You’ve got the right idea, but things just don’t fit properly.  I guess he figured it out though, because after about fifteen or twenty thrusts I felt myself flipped over.
 
    
 
   I’m getting used to taking it in the ass.  It happens so much in my life now.  Master Barrett seems to think that the appropriate way for a NHPS to live her life is to having something that vibrates or is very large rammed up her bottom.  Frankly, it used to bother me.  Now not so much.  I just have to take extra care to stay lubricated and well stretched.  So help me God though, if anyone tries to fist my rear end, I’ll shoot them.  
 
    
 
   JT proceeded to fuck me up the ass.  To be honest, his cock was so well lubricated with my own juices that it actually felt kind of good.  He straddled my hips as the other three just watched and I lifted my ass up a little.  We found a steady rhythm and then to my surprise, I came.
 
    
 
   With only a cock in my ass.  How’s that for strange?
 
    
 
   JT came right after me and he collapsed on my back.  He lay there for a moment, catching his breath and then rolled off me.  I was still stunned from my double orgasm to realize that Lucas was now taking his place.  Soon Lucas added his own cream to loads of juice I had seeping out of my rear.  Then Jake flipped me over and stuck his meaty prick into my pussy and I just lay there, slightly comatose, only partially aware of what was happening.  Evidently I made all the right noises in the right places though because I didn’t get slapped around or anything.  
 
    
 
   After everyone had cum (and one of us twice), JT broke out some marijuana and they passed it around.  I declined and when they tried to really push, some of my normal moxie came back and I made it VERY clear that I don’t mind being fucked, but that I wasn’t going to get stoked THAT way.  JT finally backed down when I threatened to tell Julie.  I was a mess anyway and I told JT that I wanted a shower.  Soren volunteered to show me where it was and I invited him to come in with me, since he had only gotten a blowjob from me.  With a grin he accepted and I spent a rather pleasant half hour getting every part of me washed.  We did it again standing up, but he had problems achieving climax that way and in the end we got out of the shower, dried off, and did it in his room on the bed, with me on top of him.  It was a little vanilla, but he came a second time and the whole thing was rather nice.  
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, I needed something more, so while I lay cuddling with Soren, I told him I needed help with one more thing.  He listened closely, expressed his astonishment, and then readily agreed.  We headed back into the living room and he watched as me, in my naked glory, confronted JT.
 
    
 
   “I need you to fist me,” I demanded.  The nineteen year old kid blinked in surprise.  
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   I bent down low, my breasts dangling underneath me.  I was a little taller than usual too, since I HAD put my shoes back on.  Teenage guys think women fuck with their shoes on, so I try to maintain the image.  It will permanently damage them, but not too much. It just gives another woman the privilege of puncturing their self-conceited images and notions. I grabbed hold of his shirt and pulled him to within an inch of my nose.
 
    
 
   “I want you to fist fuck me till I cum.” It came out in sort of a snarl.
 
    
 
   Soren played his part well.  “Lucas, Jake, grab her and put her on the dining room table. Come on, Jake.  Show the bitch how well you can punch!”  
 
    
 
   Lucas and Jake followed Soren’s suggestion readily enough, though Jake’s eyes were a little glassy. I admit, the room smelled like burnt rubber and they must have had a second or third joint.  Lucas grabbed my arm and Jake pushed on my back and I was literally dragged to the dining room.  I yelped slightly as Lucas scooped me up and unceremoniously dumped me on the dining room table.  The heave teak table was easily long enough for my entire body and Soren moved to the top to take my hands.  
 
    
 
   “Jake, Lucas, get her legs, pull her into the splits.”
 
    
 
   Ouch.  That wasn’t supposed to be part of the fun.  
 
    
 
   Then I felt JT’s hand between my legs.  I had rubbed myself a bit more after Soren had exploded, but he had used a condom so I wasn’t exactly drenched.  Plus my pussy was tired.  Maybe if I had been stuffed with the RVP… but I wasn’t.  So Jake had even less to work with.  Of course the position I was in started me up rather nicely, so it wasn’t THAT long before I was nicely wet.  Let me tell you, as a NHPS, there is nothing better than being laid out on a dining room table, held down spread eagled by three guys, while a fourth one attempts to ram his entire hand up your twat.
 
    
 
   To make a long and tedious story short – JT eventually managed it.  I came.  They let me up. I sucked another round of cocks and swallowed an awful lot of cum.  Then I got dressed, we stopped at a drive through to provide me with a little more to digest than a bucket’s worth of sperm, and then I was practically kicked out at the mall.  They didn’t even come in with me.  I was dropped off at the door.  Jerks.
 
    
 
   I sauntered into the mall, a little worse for wear, but mostly in high spirits.  The hated anal beads weren’t in my ass, my nipples were free of the binder clamps, and I had managed to avoid the alligator clamp completely.  Of course the mall was packed and I really hadn’t anticipated it.  It wasn’t long before I was feeling the embarrassment and since I had turned the RVP back up to its full settings for both vibration and rotation, by the time I was back at the jewelry store, I was pretty wet.  Not desperate.  Not ready to cum, but wet.
 
    
 
   The store was packed and Julie gave me a small nod in greeting as she helped a customer.  I waited about ten minutes, but then realized that she wasn’t going to get a break, so I walked past her, told her I’d call her, and left.  She nodded and waved.  The walk back to my truck was pretty intense, especially since I was the center of attention, but I managed to make it without cumming.  It was close though.  If I had kept the RVP on any longer I would have popped.
 
    
 
   I still had one more thing on the list to get accomplished: the double fuck, but I decided that I would do that in the evening time when my likelihood of finding two guys together, in the mood to double team me, would be higher.  So I went home.  I stopped by the side of the road again and quickly changed back into my denim shorts, the baggy sweatshirt, and flip flops and pulled up to the house.
 
    
 
   I greeted everyone, and then disappeared into my room to write.  Trust me, it took all afternoon.  I wrote until I got to the point where I headed back to the house (the paragraph above) and then I headed out again.
 
    
 
   Master Barrett had excluded bars from my list of available hunting grounds, but he hadn’t excluded restaurants, so that evening, around eight thirty, I made my way to my favorite wings place.  Granted, I wasn’t as happy with it since they got rid of the Caribbean Jerk sauce, but it still was pretty good.  I went in dressed once again in my red silk blouse, only barely buttoned, my short black skirt (almost decent but not quite), bondage collar, and the four inch platform fuck me shoes.  I took a spot in a booth a little out of the way, ordered a drink and some mushrooms and ranch sauce, and waited.
 
    
 
   This wasn’t as easy as you think.  My first problem was the RVP.  I had spent the last six hours or so with it either off or at its lowest setting and when I sat down and cranked it back up to full, I didn’t last longer than fifteen minutes before shuddering through an orgasm. I managed to avoid having to put the anal beads in thanks to the nice looking couple at the table next to me.  I admit, their glance of “oh my God!” was pretty funny when I said out loud, “Oh my God, I’m cumming!”
 
    
 
   I think hunting deer must be very similar, except deer hunters aren’t stuffed with sex toys.  I sat there for about an hour and a half.  First of all, I was looking for a pair of guys, rather young, but still affluent.  They needed to be dressed nicely, and they needed to be good friends, especially with what I planned to ask of them.  I even had a misfire.  The first two guys I approached, greeted, and asked if I could join them, politely rebuffed me and told me that they weren’t into that.  I asked them if they were gay.
 
    
 
   Oops.  Talk about pissing people off.  I flinched, frowned, apologized, and slinked back to my little booth feeling about an inch tall.  They left not long afterward.  But like hunting, you have to keep at it and eventually you will see a better target.  Another thirty minutes went by, another diet soda, and another orgasm.  Again, I announced my situation to the world. I got a couple of weird glances, but that was all.
 
    
 
   And then they came in.  Around twenty five years old, dressed in slacks and polos, one with a leather jacket, the other with a Texans windbreaker.  They were obviously good friends, ordered beer and wings, and sat chatting, rather than watching the television.  
 
    
 
   I waited until they were almost finished with their food before I approached.  Then I stepped up to them, turned nonchalantly, and said “Hi, guys!”
 
    
 
   They both stopped in mid-conversation and looked at me.  The guy with the black leather jacket looked at me, took in my outfit, and then smiled one of those smiles that tells a girl a man likes what he sees.  
 
    
 
   “Hi” He said right back at me, his tone clearly pleased.  I held out my hand.
 
    
 
   “I’m Breanne.”
 
    
 
   “Tim,” he replied, shaking my hand.  I turned toward Tim’s partner.  “This is Joey.”
 
    
 
   “Hi Joey,” I said, taking the Titan fan’s hand.  We shook.  I was about to pull my hand away when I felt a caress on my palm.  Geeze…
 
    
 
   “Care to join us?” Tim asked.  I nodded my ascent and shortly I had a beer in front of me and we were chatting it up.  Oh… we weren’t discussing anything serious, some sports, a little politics (yes yes I kept my own political opinions down to a minimum.  Besides, they were both pretty much like me.)  During the conversation, Tim was the most verbal, yet it was Joey whose foot was constantly rubbing my leg.  I’m not sure Tim ever knew that a rather complicated game of footsie was going on under the table while we talked.  After I had nursed my one beer and we were all feeling comfortable, I explained my predicament.
 
    
 
   “I guess you guys are wondering why I came up and introduced myself,” I told them.  “To be honest, I’m a little desperate and I was hoping the two of you would help me out.”
 
    
 
   Tim nodded.  “Sure!  Anything.”  Joey nodded his ascent.
 
    
 
   “Well, I was hoping the two of you guys would be willing to take me somewhere private and fuck my brains out.”
 
    
 
   Tim recovered first.  “Seriously?”  I nodded.
 
    
 
   He stiffened a bit.  “And how much is this going to cost?” I could hear the wariness in his voice.  I leaned forward a bit.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely nothing.  I’m not a prostitute.  I just want one thing from you guys.  That you both fuck me at the same time.  I want one of you in my pussy and the other in my ass.  After I get to do that one time, I’ll do whatever you want.  Blowjobs, regular sex… hell, if you want you can tie me up and whip me.” I said.
 
    
 
   Tim sat there for a moment and took another pull on his beer.  Joey was grinning like a madman.  They looked at each other for a moment and then Tim nodded.  His next question wasn’t for me.
 
    
 
   “Your place?” he asked Joey.
 
    
 
   “Sure.” 
 
    
 
   “Okay.”
 
 
   They paid their bill and we all left together. There was a bit of discussion about who I would ride with and it was finally decided that I would ride with Tim.  I didn’t have a problem with that, but I admit that riding with Joey would probably have been a lot more fun.  In any event, Tim and I got in his car and we followed Joey for about twenty minutes south until he pulled up into a nice apartment complex.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t rich or anything, but it was pretty clear Joey was pulling in forty or fifty grand a year.  The place was a little messy, and the poor guy actually tried to pick things up as we walked through it.  All three of us made our way to the bedroom where a nice queen sized bed filled the space nicely.  Joey ripped back the rumpled sheets and then both guys turned to look at me.
 
    
 
   I grinned and began stripping.  Even without music I’m good at stripping.  I swayed, I twirled, I pirouetted, I rubbed my body up against each of them.  I started taking off bits and pieces of their clothing too as I slowly shucked my clothes and the RVP (and that got their attention too!) By the time I was wearing nothing but my collar and shoes, I had them both down to boxers and socks.
 
    
 
   I grabbed both their hands, led them to the bed, and sat them both down together on the edge.  Then I went to my knees and began taking off their socks.  As soon as I had one foot bare I would press it to my breasts, rubbing my boobs against the sole.  They liked that.  Then, once their socks were off, I went to Joey first (he was on the left) and pulled him up and took his boxers down.  Then I sat him back on the bed while I did Tim.
 
    
 
   Then I did the weirdest alternating blowjob you’ve ever heard about.  I had one hand on each guys cock and began sucking on them back and forth. I’d dip down Joey’s length, come back up, and then switch to Tim.  This went on for about ten minutes and they were both hard as rocks.  I pulled two condoms from my bag, applied them both orally and then gave them both big smiles.
 
    
 
   “It’s sandwich time. Who’s on the bottom?” I asked.
 
    
 
   They looked at each other.  Fists came up and they did rock, paper, scissors.  Sheesh.  Tim won so he grinned and lay down on the bed.  While Tim did that, I grabbed a bottle of baby oil from my bag and quickly lubricated Joey’s condom clad rod.  Then I climbed up on top of Tim and lowered myself down.  His cock slid into my pussy. It felt great too.  We moved for a moment in rhythm and I groaned.  Then Joey climbed up onto the bed.  It took him a moment to get into position and I felt the tip of his shaft at my rear end.  I bent down low over Tim, my nipples grazing his chest as Joey grabbed my hips.
 
    
 
   Then I got speared.
 
    
 
   If you have never endured a double fucking, I have to tell you, if done right, it’s pretty amazing.  But I think only for the girl.  We all began moving and it took about twenty seconds for us to match our movements so I wasn’t being pushed and pulled at the same time.  As it was, there is something rather intensely awesome about two cocks thrusting into your body at the same time.  I moaned, loudly, shuddered a bit, said some encouraging things like “oh God yes!” and “fuck me please!” and “harder!” and “make it hurt!”
 
    
 
   And I came.  Simply put, it was a phenomenal orgasm.  I cried out, my back arching, my breasts swaying underneath me, Joey’s hands on my hips, and Tim’s hands on my still sore and tender tits.  I ground down on Tim as I let loose and then sort of became a wet noodle.
 
    
 
   That didn’t stop them.  I pretty much collapsed on top of Tim, but Joey came down with me, and while he didn’t put his weight on me, he stayed behind me, kneeling, pumping his cock into my ass.
 
    
 
   Poor Tim couldn’t do much more than push up against me and I think that was what ended the double fuck.  A few words passed between the two guys and Joey pulled out and I was rolled off and over and then Tim was on top of me, plunging his cock back into my pussy.
 
    
 
   I blinked, but roused enough to nod encouragingly.  Off to the side, Joey was taking off his condom and went to my bag where I had gotten them.  Tim grunted a bit, thrusting deeply into me and I closed my eyes with a groan as I felt a sudden surge of sexual energy.  
 
    
 
   “Tim,” Joey said.
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes and looked over.  Joey was standing there, a fresh condom on his cock, but he was holding my anal beads in one hand and the binder clamps in the other.
 
    
 
   “Dude, check this out,” Joey said, lifting my alligator clamp out of the bag too.  Tim looked down at me.
 
    
 
   “Like it kinky do you? Want it to hurt?”
 
    
 
   My heart thumped against my rib cage.  “Oh god yes.  Hurt me,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   Tim sat up, but remained inside me and Joey came over to the bed with the binder clamps.  I lifted my arms above my head and then cried out as I felt the crushing bite of the first one on my left nipple.  Pain flowed through me and then my right breast was in the same condition.  The pounding I was getting increased and Tim began tugging on the binder clamps, pulling them this way and that.  I whimpered and groaned, flinching and crying out as the pain radiated out from my breasts.
 
    
 
   Tim’s face screwed up tightly and then I saw his eyes unfocused.  I felt the usual tightening inside me, that moment where cock becomes super hard and then gives these little short pulses.  He was cumming.  
 
    
 
   He sort of collapsed on top of me.  Oh, not unconscious, but in obvious bliss.  We stayed like that for a moment, my nipples still in acute pain.  Then Joey tapped him on the shoulder.  Tim looked up, saw his friend standing there, and nodded.  As soon as Tim pulled out of me, Joey grinned down at my body.  
 
    
 
   “Get up on your knees,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   I complied, lifting my shoulders up then moving around until I was kneeling on the bed.  Joey pushed me down on to all fours and then I felt something against my ass.  For a second I thought it was cock, but then the familiar sensation of the anal beads being stuffed into my rear was recognizable.  I groaned as bead after bead went in.  Then Joey turned it on; to maximum.
 
    
 
   Joey pushed me slightly to the side of the bed and then lay down, echoing Tim’s earlier position.  “Straddle me” he said, and I swung one leg over his body and positioned myself to take his hard cock. I felt it rub through my pussy and then slip into me, and I wriggled my hips and squeezed him.  He groaned, then reached up, grabbed the binder clamps, and pulled me down to him.  Pain exploded in my breasts and I barely caught myself before I fell on top of him.  He continued to tug on my tits while our mouths met.
 
    
 
   We fucked for a few minutes.  My brain was no longer in much condition to say or do anything. I was a fuck doll, a toy to be used, and I loved it.  Joey was too cause he bounced around under me like a fish out of water.  I was getting close to another orgasm and he looked at Tim who was stroking his cock into hardness again.
 
    
 
   “Belt” was all Joey said.
 
    
 
   It didn’t even make sense.  At least not for ten or so seconds.  Then there was a hiss in the air and a line of fire across my ass.  I bucked, crying out loud as the new agony lanced through me.  Tim had seriously hit me too.  Joey kept a tight grip on the binder clips and I moved with a little more force.  Another stroke landed across both butt cheeks and I began thrusting my hips madly.  Four more strokes brought me to a screaming orgasm so powerful I actually jerked myself OUT of the binder clips.
 
    
 
   Boy that hurt.  But I didn’t even care.
 
    
 
   The rest of the evening was long because they tag teamed me.  As soon as Joey had cum, I was rolled onto my back and then Tim got on top of me.  It was pretty vanilla after that, mostly because I was just in a daze, a receptacle at that point.  By the time Tim came a second time, Joey was hard again from masturbating.  And on it went.  Finally they both couldn’t get it up any more.  I have no idea how many times they came either.  The anal beads were unceremoniously removed from my ass and Joey pulled me into the shower to get clean.  We didn’t even do any sex stuff in there.
 
    
 
   It was around ten before Tim dropped me off at my truck, and almost eleven before I got home.  I stayed up typing so I hope you will all forgive me if I start the third day of sluttiness a bit late tomorrow.  I plan on sleeping in.
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   It wasn't until four o'clock that I climbed into my truck and headed out into the wild blue yonder.  It was pretty damn cold and I was feeling it, even through my duster.  The thermometer wasn't getting much higher than forty five degrees and fell rather than go the other direction.  When I started off, I was wearing a warm pair of blue jeans, long sleeve shirt, and my boots.   But tucked into my bag was the outfit I would need for Day 3 of my Seven Days of Sluttiness.  As I drove away from the farm, I couldn't help thinking about what would be required of me today.  In fact, I kind of sang it out loud.
 
    
 
   Day 3: On the Third Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy) 
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing your tube top and elastic mini. After each task you will swap these, top to bottom. Today’s toy will be the vibroballs.
 
   After surviving two days of sluttiness I had a glimmer of what I was in for.  In all fairness, it wouldn't be that much different than what I got the previous day.  Granted, I'd only have to get fisted once instead of twice, but almost everything else matched.  The only thing I wasn't looking forward to were the three dozen bare bottom/bare breasted spanks, outside.  Earlier I had repacked my bag and was carrying just about everything I would need: condoms, my vibrating anal beads, my binder clamps, my alligator clamp, even the outfit I was going to wear.  Of course, I also added two more items to the mix.  The first was a set of 1/2 pound weights.  These were two large steel balls complete with a machine screw going through them.  The end of the screw didn't have threads and curved in a hook.  Obviously these were meant to be hung on the binder clips.  The other item was a leather sap.  It was nothing more than two pieces of leather, cut to form a handle and a two inch wide three inch long rectangular "paddle".  While I don't mind being spanked with an open hand, I thought it might be nice to offer the sap.  Besides,  on the fifth, sixth, and seventh days of sluttiness that sap would be getting a lot of use for another task that I was partially dreading and partially desperate for.
 
    
 
   I pulled the truck over to the side of the road, but the freezing blast of wind that rocked the entire truck made me rethink about WHERE I was going to change.  Instead of doing it outside, at the front of the truck, I elected to do it inside the truck.  Don't look at me like that.  I KNOW.  But seriously, do you want me to catch frostbite on my nipples?
 
    
 
   Don't answer that.
 
    
 
   I stripped naked of course, right down to the silent vibroballs resting quietly in my pussy and the still form of the clitoral butterfly stimulator resting against my clit.  The second toy, the butterfly, was a new addition.  Evidently, Master Barrett felt that I've been behaving in a "NON-NHPS" fashion occasionally and decided that the butterfly, under the same requirements as the vibroballs, would serve to remind me of my place.   So far that day I had only had them both on sporadically, not enough to induce an orgasm, but certainly enough to keep me in a heightened state of sexual arousal.  In other words, I was wet and wanting. 
 
    
 
   I pulled my new outfit from my bag and gently unfolded the two pieces of cloth.  Both were made from a stretchy elastic material, one white, the other a dangerous shade of dark navy blue.  Ostensibly the white one was a tube top that hugged my breasts and left my shoulders and midriff bare while the other was an elastic skirt that stretched across from my hips to just below my crotch.  To be honest, there wasn't a lot of material in either article of clothing.  I squirmed into the white tube top.  It didn't conform to my breasts, it squashed them, coating them, wrapping around them like a vacuum bag.  I did something similar with the skirt, pulling it up my bare legs and over the straps of the butterfly.  I wasn't exactly surprised to see the butterfly straps clearly outlined against the material.  Hell, if I had been wearing a THONG everyone would have known about it.  I replaced the work boots with my four inch platform fuck me shoes and then carefully buckled the two inch thick black leather bondage collar around my neck.  With my outfit in place I put the truck into gear and headed toward town.
 
    
 
   I decided to head toward a different mall, mostly because I didn't want to over do it at the Mills.  It wasn't going to be long before security knew me by name (not to mention panty size, bust size, and whether I shave my pubic hair or not)  Instead I drove east, heading toward Houston.  After my last little adventure at the Oaks, I decided I needed to visit that mall a little more often, since while small, it offered a rather nice and fresh area for me to get into trouble.  Since it was just down Highway 6, it was also close by. 
 
    
 
   I really didn't have a set plan while driving, in fact, I ended up taking a wrong turn and had to drive through a couple of side streets, with every intention of going back to the mall.  But as I was driving, making left hand turn after left hand turn, I saw a boy struggling with a huge instrument case, dressed rather inappropriately for the weather, walking down the street.  My heart felt a bit of pity for the guy and so I pulled up to the curb, rolled down the window, endured the snap of cold, and offered a ride.
 
    
 
   THIS SECTION HAS BEEN CENSURED BY MICHAEL ALEXANDER

During Breanne’s assignment, she was involved in an incident that was questionable in legality and does not meet the standards of Michael Alexander Stories for publishing. As a result it has been removed and deleted from our records. During the course of this incident she completed the requirement of getting fisted, both to my satisfaction and that of Master Barrett. The narrative continues below.
 
    
 
   I drove for about an hour, my brain going over and over what had just happened.  I was a little distracted.  Finally I got to the Woodlands and I found a quiet place to park.  I didn't want to do anything sexual but I couldn't just STOP, so while I sat in my car I slipped the vibroballs into my pussy and then got the butterfly stimulator in place.  I turned them on to high and tried to loose myself.
 
    
 
   It worked.  About fifteen minutes later I was reeling from the orgasm and rocking in my seat.  It felt incredible.  Still totally out of it and loving the intensity of sexual forgetfulness, I got out my anal beads, lubricated them with Stinging O, and twisted around in my seat.  I propped one leg up, slouched down and began pushing bead after bead in. The tingling of the cream was cool and slowly heated up and I cranked the vibrations to their maximum, even while still feeling both the vibroballs and the butterfly shaking like made against and inside me.  Shortly I was rocking in my seat, my hands between my legs, pushing the butterfly hard against my clit.  The buzzing down there was intense and probably a little insane too.  I felt like I was sitting on three motorcycles at once, all driving down a bumpy road.  The result orgasm squirted a decent amount of juice through the steering wheel, across the dashboard and down onto the floor of the cab.  I didn't stop there, even as I fished out the binder clamps.  Dusk had fallen and I didn't worry about being scene.  Sure, cars were driving by me, but I was parked out in the boonies and I was in shadow, behind tinted windows.  I literally yanked off my tube top, tossed it aside, and put on the binder clamps.  The crushing pain was awesome.  My brain began to shut down everything even remotely resembling thought, putting it all aside in order to concentrate on the sexual sensations flooding through me.  I pushed my skirt off too, kicking it onto the floor to soak up the droplets of juice I had squirted moments before.  Naked except for my shoes, bondage collar, and the butterfly harness around my loins, I kept one hand pushing and rubbing the butterfly vibrator against my clit while my other dipped back into my bag and caught a hold of my new weights. 
 
    
 
   I pulled them out and hooked them to the binder clamps.  Agony lanced up through my tits, but instead of going to my brain, it shot down to my pussy and I started having muscular convulsions, my sex contracting around the vibroballs in desperate abandon.  I still didn't stop.  I wanted it to go on and on.  If anyone had been there I would have offered myself up, presenting my breasts, my ass, my pussy for the most severe whipping they could dish out.  I wanted to hurt and to cum and to hurt some more.  And I made myself cum again.
 
    
 
   It took a while for me to rise out of the sodden mess I had made of myself. I was crying.  My pussy tingled.  My nipples hurt, a lot.  The vibrations were torturing me.  And I knew that I deserved it all.  I reached into the bag and withdrew the last item: the alligator clamp.  It was a huge one, much bigger than the two little metal toothed electrical clamps I use on my nipples.  It was easily four inches long, with a heavy rubber sheath.  The teeth were each at least two millimeters deep and while blunted, still quite pointy.  I knew I would never be able to wear it for long, but I also knew I deserved to wear it all night.  I pushed my butterfly out of the way, squeezed my clitoral hood until the little nub poked out, and then clamped myself.
 
    
 
   Oh god it hurt.
 
    
 
   I sat and shook in the truck them.  Mostly from pain, but also from the temperature.  The truck had been off for about twenty or thirty minutes and I was getting cold.  My trembling fingers searched for my clothes.  When I got a hold of my skirt, I had just enough presence of mind to slip it over my head and settle it, awkwardly, across my chest.  The tube top came next and I slipped my feet out of the fuck me shoes so that I could work it up my legs.  Moving hurt, a lot, so lifting my ass off the seat was an act of extreme sacrifice for me and I got the tube top around my hips. 
 
    
 
   I think I need to say for a moment, that this is not the first time I've had to do this.  Switch the skirt and top before.  This was a favorite little task Kari liked to inflict upon me.  Especially after making sure I wasn't wearing panties or a bra.  See, the skirt is a little longer than the shirt, and so it sits properly on my hips and covers me all the way down so that my pussy isn't exposed.  However, when I swap the tube top for the skirt, the tube top either has to ride BELOW my hips, thus risking a complete slip down to my ankles, or I have to have it ride ON my hips, thus exposing my pussy to anyone.  Worse, the tube top wasn't exactly the thickest material on the planet.  To be frank, in half decent lighting, not only would the black straps of the butterfly vibrator be visible, but so would the pink plastic butterfly shape, not to mention the large four inch alligator clamp that was chewing on my clit.  The skirt around my breasts worked a little better. The color made it much more difficult to spot the binder clamps, except for the strange shapes that topped each curve.  The skirt (now the top) almost came down to my belly button, much lower than the white tube top (now the skirt) and it just made for a rather odd look.  As if I were sort of unbalanced. 
 
    
 
   I stuck the remotes into the waist band of the white tube around my loins, trying to concentrate on what I was doing, rather than the buzzing, shaking, pinching, pleasure/agony that was threatening to overwhelm me again.  Instead I slipped my feet back into the fuck me shoes, grabbed my bag, opened the door of the truck, and got out.
 
    
 
   I almost didn't make it to the mall entrance.  I stumbled a bit. Not because of the shoes, or a pot hole, but because I was getting close to another orgasm.  Worse, my pussy and clit were becoming highly sensitized from the vibrations, not to mention the butterfly stimulator buzzing against both clit AND alligator clamp.  It was the most intensely agonizing sexual torment I could possibly conceive of.  It was the cold that motivated me to get inside.
 
    
 
   The mall up there is another teeny bopper hang out with about a zillion kids with too much money.  They're parents are all rich and you can tell by the name brands everyone is wearing.  I grew up wearing jeans from Wal-Mart, and hey... they worked well.  Sure, I didn't have name brand shit, but I didn't need it.  Still don't.  Functionality is the name of the game.  I never cared for those kids anyway.   But stepping into the mall, I became an immediate attraction.  First of all, I know I looked ridiculous.  Any girl looking at me would know that I had put the shirt on as a skirt, and the skirt on my top.  This marked me as either stupid or drunk, since I seriously doubted anyone considered "ooh... maybe she's a nympho humiliation pain slut on an assignment!"  For me, the sudden wash of abject humiliation made me flush crimson and if it hadn't been for the hurt spearing up through my pussy, I'd have turned right around and marched out of there, face flaming in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   As it was though, I knew that I was only going to be able to handle the alligator clamp for a few more minutes before something bad happened, like me breaking down and taking it off myself.  It's one of those punishments that Master Barrett intended to motivate me to NOT break the rules.  I guess he never figured I'd WILLINGLY do it.  I walked away as best I could, which actually was a sort of strange looking waddle.  The alligator clamp was digging into my thigh if I took too big a step and everything hurt.  Of course, it was all buzzing too and I'm sure with that much horsepower racing inside me, I was clearly audible as well.  I turned into the first department store I could find.  My eyes flashed through the men's department and I approached the first guy I saw.  It turned out he was an employee, which suited me just fine, though he was a little old, maybe in his late fifties.  He looked like the kind of guy who men buy suits from.  He turned as I approached and gave me a surprised look as I stumbled up to him. 
 
    
 
   "Are you okay miss?" he asked, surveying my outfit and no doubt labeling me in the "mentally disturbed" or "wacked out" category.  I swallowed, trying to brace myself as another strong surge of pain/pleasure exploded through me and I realized that I was having "waves" of orgasms.  They weren't individual climaxes, but rather intense orgasmic swells that sent additional flows of endorphins and adrenaline through me.  I'm not sure what I said, but I'm pretty sure it was close to "please, you have to help me!  Take it off!"  I remember grabbing the white tube and tugging it up to show him the alligator clamp on my clit.
 
    
 
   I think he said something like "Good God!" or "Oh God!" or "My God!"  or maybe even "what the hell?" but he saw me quivering and immediately reached out and pinched the alligator clamp open, pulling it away from my clit.  I let out a rather hoarse cry as a much stronger wave of pain exploded through me and I grabbed hold of him, my pussy still exposed, tears filling my eyes as I shook. 
 
    
 
   "Thank you!" I said, probably whispered actually.  My pussy convulsed again and I straightened up.  Without the alligator clamp on my clit a little bit of intelligence came back to the forefront of my mind and I realized I needed to either find some people quick or find someone to take off the binder clamps.  I didn't bother explaining things to the elderly gentleman. I took the alligator clamp away from him, thanked him again, and quickly hurried out of the store.
 
    
 
   I probably made his day though, right?  Him and Tony.
 
    
 
   Back out in the mall I tried to stay near the walls, but I still had to pass people.  Once more I was bombarded by looks of disgust, ridicule, and yes a number of serious eye fucking. Actually, ninety nine percent of the guys who saw me eye fucked me.  I'd be willing to bet that most of them wished their girlfriends dressed like me too.  I made it about half way down the mall, almost to the next anchor store, when I felt the urge again.  This time I was ready and I ducked into a little alcove formed by a store front.  People were walking by me and I clenched my fists tightly and pressed my thighs together as the wave surged through me and crested.  My pussy convulsed and I couldn't control my hips as they rocked, spasmodically pumping through the orgasm.  As it hit me I said out loud and rather clearly. "Oh God, I'm cumming!"  
 
    
 
   I didn't bother to catalog the looks. My eyes were closed.  All I knew was that I had avoided having to reapply the alligator clamp to my clit.  Finally I blinked, gathered my wits, and crossed the store fronts of three more retail shops and went into another anchor store. 
 
    
 
   I like anchor stores.  They're rarely as busy, have a much better level of privacy, and kids don't usually hang out in there. On the negative side, they usually have some pretty serious security and a girl like me is not exactly what they look for in an ideal customer.  This time I got lucky when I perused the men's section.  There was a guy looking at polo shirts and he wasn't an employee.  I approached him obliquely, pretending to look at various clothing, when what I was really doing was trying to ignore the slow building irritation that was turning my clit and pussy into masses of quivering sore sensitive flesh.  But I was also watching to see if I got eye-fucked.  Sure enough, I soon had more attention than the clothes he was looking at. I turned and gave him one of my million watt please fuck me stupid smiles and swung around a rack until I was standing next to him.
 
    
 
   "Hi." I said.  Normally I'm bright and chipper, but I think I was a little more intense and less... friendly... than usual.  He smiled at me.  "Hi yourself." 
 
    
 
   "Wanna see something neat?" I asked.
 
    
 
   Totally unprepared, he grinned. "Sure."
 
    
 
   I pulled up the elastic on the navy blue cloth and exposed both breasts, both nipples red and half hidden by the binder clamps.
 
    
 
   "Holy shit!"
 
    
 
   I didn't bother to cover back up, trusting the rack of men's shirts to conceal my exposure.  "You've got a choice. You can take me outside and spank me in exchange for a blowjob, or you can take these two clamps off and we can go into a dressing room and I'll make you cum."
 
    
 
   Boy, you don't get an offer like that every day.  I knew he hadn't gotten an offer like that in some time because his response was rather vague.
 
    
 
   "Spank you?" he asked, his eyes locked on my crushed nipples.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  "Twenty strokes on my bare ass, my tits hanging out, with weights on the clamps." I said.  "I'll make it worth your time." I whispered. 
 
    
 
   "Just like that?  No money?"
 
    
 
   I shook my head, growing a bit more desperate.  "No money.  Just spank me or take the clamps off my tits.  Please?" I begged.
 
    
 
   He glanced around. "Put your shirt down," he ordered.  I did as he told me and then he took my hand.  I was led around through the department and then through another until we got to an outside exit.  In moments we were through the glass doors, walking north along the side walk.  The cold helped clear my head a little and I my partner wrapped one arm around me in an effort to keep the chill wind from freezing me to death.  We walked to the very edge of the sidewalk and then he stepped off, but instead of continuing into the parking lot, he swung me to the right and I found myself stumbling downward into a dark loading dock.  Two semi trailers were parked in the darkness and the wind was abated slightly by their bulk and the concealing wall.  We moved downward until we were in the deepest and most shadowed part.  He let go of me, swinging me forward and I caught myself against the semi trailer. 
 
    
 
   "Spanking time, slut" he said, his voice coming out a little harsher than before.   I shuddered for a second but then nodded.  I reached into my bag, grabbed the two weights I had tried on earlier and then pulled up the skirt that covered my breasts.  Both binder clips still dangled from my nipples, throbbing in time to not only my heart beat, but the terrible pulse beating between my legs.  I gently hooked the weights to my breasts and gasped as the dangling weight seemed to triple the amount of agony racing up from each tender tip.  I bent over and reached behind to my own bottom and tugged the white tube top covering my ass upward. 
 
    
 
   "What the hell is that?" he asked.  I felt a finger touch the little plastic ring of the base of the anal beads.
 
    
 
   "Vibrating anal beads sir.  And I've got vibroballs in my pussy."
 
    
 
   "What are you, some kind of sexual masochist?" he asked, still playing with the anal beads.  He didn't pull them out, but he tugged on them.
 
    
 
   "I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut, sir." I responded.
 
    
 
   "A what?"
 
    
 
   "A nympho humiliation pain slut."
 
    
 
   He cocked an eyebrow and looked at me.  "So you like it to hurt, huh?"
 
    
 
   I nodded, embarrassment creeping up to smack me in the face. 
 
    
 
   He shrugged. "Fine, bitch.  Bend over."
 
    
 
   I did so, putting my arms on the rear wheel of one of the trailers, and I was about to offer him the sap, when he hit my bottom so hard my entire body rocked forward and my forehead hit the side of the trailer. 
 
    
 
   I've been spanked about a zillion times before by a lot of different people.  This guy aced them all.  His first stroke was a butt blistering OMG blow that stung so bad that after hitting my head my hands immediately went to my ass as I squealed noisily.  It fucking hurt. 
 
    
 
   "Back in position, slut."
 
    
 
   Shaking, and not just from the cold or the vibrations, I slowly got back into position.  The only thing that went through my mind was "surely he won't hit me that hard again. He'll hurt his hand!"
 
    
 
   WHAM!.  It was like someone had taken a cattle prod and zapped me right in the butt.  I was a little better braced this time so my forehead didn't ricochet off the trailer, but I felt like someone had poured molten lava over my ass for fun.  I cried out, my hips doing this herky-jerky dance as the sting slowly faded to a burning heat.  Suddenly I wasn't really cold any more.  I felt his fingers on my head and I was pushed back down, bent over to receive the next stroke.  It came with the same intensity and brutality as the first two.  My hands clenched my bottom and I cried out as this overwhelming hurt blotted out the vibrators and even the nipple clamps and weights.  This time however his left hand kept me bent over and I felt my fingers being pried away from my ass.  I only had time to put them back down on the tire before he hit me again and I looked down, positive I was going to see the imprint of his hand bulging through my pussy. 
 
    
 
   I got my twenty spanks.  It took almost a full thirty minutes and I was frozen solid when we were done.  Except for my ass of course. It was on fire.  I was also sobbing, tears pouring down my cheeks and I bawled.  He held me of course, letting me cry into his shoulder as we slowly emerged from the pit and headed back into the department store I had found him in.  People looked at me, but they no longer saw a girl dressed like a whore and a slut, but a poor man's girlfriend or wife, overwhelmed with emotion.  If only they could have seen my ass. I'm STILL sitting on a pillow.  Thank God I don't wear eye shadow either.  He led me to the restrooms and pushed me into the "family" restroom.  The door locked behind us and then I was being spun around.  His hands were on my shoulders and he pushed me downward until I was on my knees.  Then he had his cock out and was smacking me in the face with it.
 
    
 
   I have no clue how I managed to give him his blowjob.  His cock was already hard and mostly all I did was lubricate it rather well before he lifted me up, bent me over the sink, and yanked the anal beads out of my ass.  They clattered to the floor, vibrating and rattling, but that didn't stop him from ramming his cock into me.  I was pressed against the sink, the porcelain digging into my waist.  Even in the fuck me shoes, I was having to stand on tiptoe as he fucked me.  One hand came around and started tugging on the binder clamps while the other hand stayed on my hip.  Then he was grunting, ramming his cock deeper into my loose ass.  He grabbed hold of the binder clamp on my left breast as he started to cum, and twisted it around so that it was almost vertical.  Pain shot up through me and I groaned, shaking. 
 
    
 
   And then I came!  I still can't believe it!  I came AGAIN with someone in my ass!  Geeze!  It's just not right!  I felt his cream squirting into me and then he yanked himself out, pulled me around by the nipple (more pain) and forced me down.  I barely had time to steady myself before he stuck his dirty cock in my mouth.
 
    
 
   I don't do scat stuff and Ass to Mouth is not my thing, but after the first ten seconds it wasn't so bad.  I was still disgusted of course, and will definitely put that on my hard limits list, but to be honest, I'm not sure I could have stopped him at that point.  Things were out of my control.  I realized that with a start even as I licked him clean.  Finally he stepped back, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
 
    
 
   "You have a soft mouth, slut.  Best I've ever had."  He pulled up his pants, stuffing his flaccid cock back into his briefs.  In seconds he was buttoned.  I on the other hand was a wreck.  My skirt (which had been my top) was around my waist in a single inch rolled line, the remote for the vibroballs was on the floor, my nipples were darkened, discolored, and obviously bruised, and my shirt was on the floor next to the anal beads.  He grabbed my bag which was lying on one of the counters and rifled through it.  He found my phone and then quickly made a call.  I heard another phone ring and he punched the end button on my phone and dropped it back into my bag.  Shit.  Then he patted me once on the ass, which hurt. 
 
    
 
   "I'll call you later this week.  Take you to dinner or something."  Then he unlocked the door and left.
 
    
 
   Bastard.  Why can't I tell when a guy is going to be a bastard?
 
    
 
   I took my time pulling myself together.  I put the navy blue skirt back where it belonged.  I washed the anal beads with soap and then re-lubricated them and worked them back in. That hurt a lot.  My rear end was so sore. I checked my ass in the mirror and it was red with blue spots on it.  I was pretty sure I could even see hand prints.  I even turned off the vibroballs and didn't turn the anal beads back on. I was too... tender, and not just physically, but emotionally and mentally as well.  I felt... dirty.
 
    
 
   I wanted to brush my teeth.
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes later I emerged from the family restroom mostly restored. I looked decent... well... as decent as I was going to get in that outfit.  Sure, you could now CLEARLY see the binder clips underneath my tube top, but the butterfly clitoral stimulator and my damaged rear end were now out of sight.  Some careful arm positioning even managed to keep the binder clamps from being too noticeable.  Right before I left I had turned the vibroballs, the butterfly, and the anal beads back up to their maximum settings and I was starting to feel the gentle nudge of pleasure again. My ass still felt hot, but the rest of me was starting to get back into gear.  Of course, my mind quickly flitted back to Tony and the afternoon's first conquest (if you can call it that) and I immediately went looking for more trouble.
 
    
 
   Part of me feels I deserved it.
 
    
 
   I formulated a plan.  First, I'd get the clamps, then the beads removed, then I'd head over to one of the restaurants across the parking lot and hunt for another pair of guys who wouldn't mind doubling up on me.  At that point I was a little leery of more anal sex, since my rear end still felt like I had been sat down for about twenty minutes on a hot plate, but I figured I deserved it.  The pain was good for me for what I did to Tony. 
 
    
 
   My god.  Do you think I psychologically scarred him for life?  What if he never touches a girl again every?  Oh geeze...
 
    
 
   Sorry.  Okay.  So I was in the mall, walking around, dressed in fuck me platform heels, blue skit, vibroballs, anal beads, and butterfly vibrator, a white tube top, binder clamps, and a black two inch thick leather bondage collar.  That's when I realized that something wasn't quite right.  All the stores were closing!  I blinked then resisted the urge to smack myself in the head.  The MALL closed at six!  Crap!  Everyone was bailing and I still hadn't gotten anything accomplished.  I passed by the watchful eyes of a curious security guard, but he didn't speak to me.  I slowly headed toward the entrance my truck was parked by. 
 
    
 
   I almost missed my chance.  For a few moments, the corridor was empty except for me.  The gate was half down and the place was dark, but there was a guy inside and he tossed a garbage bag out.  When he ducked under the half raised gate, I was standing right there, my shirt up, both breasts exposed.  He stood up straight, picked up the garbage bag, turned toward me, and fell backward into the gate in surprise.
 
    
 
   "Can you please take these off me?" I asked, using my most pitiful voice.
 
    
 
   I love wild eyes.  They're so funny.  He stared at my tits and the binder clamps and I pushed another button. "Please?  They really hurt."
 
    
 
   He blinked and snapped to and then said "Uh... sure." Or something like that.  He reached up, pinched both binder clamps open and pulled them off.
 
    
 
   
  
 

I grit my teeth and held my breath through the sudden agony.  You're probably getting bored by now hearing about how much it hurt to have those damn things removed, but you need to understand that it would literally make me buckle over and just shake for about thirty seconds to a minute.  It really really hurt.  Only barely able to stand it, I pulled the tube top back down over my tits.
 
    
 
   "Thank you." I said politely.
 
    
 
   "Don't mention it." he said.  He had stopped and was now seriously eye fucking me.  "Need anything else?"  The hope in his voice was so cute.  Too bad I wasn't in the condition to provide it.  I shook my head. 
 
    
 
   "Sorry, got to be going.  But I really appreciate it."  Then I turned and walked away.
 
    
 
   Don't worry. I remember what store he was in. I'll go back sometime. Promise.
 
    
 
   Outside at last I hurried to my truck. I had a few options of course, but I wanted something a little more probable.  Plus I was getting hungry.  I stopped at Jack in the Box, did the drive thru, and then as I was driving along, passed Rankin Road.  I suddenly remembered something.
 
    
 
   About three years ago Kari took me out and we ended up at a strip club.  Evidently a friend of Kari's was now performing and Kari and I went to see her dance.  It was a rather upscale place, pretty expensive and I have to admit, pretty nice.  They had a full service dinner buffet practically every night, the main stage was relatively well lit, and there was even a shower stall (glass of course) above the stage.  A set of private rooms in the back allowed the girls to give lap dances and other services of course, and there was a VIP balcony too.  In fact, I've often wondered if Michael ever went there.  It might explain some of the visuals he described in his choose your own destiny store "The Club" or even some of the descriptions he's used for "The Silver Locke". 
 
    
 
   My plan wasn't exactly nice, but I drove down the road until I saw the strip club and I pulled into the lot and waited.  Sure enough, a steady stream of guys pulled up and parked.  I sat in my truck, trying to ignore the buzzing in my pussy, ass, and against my clit.  Fortunately I was pretty tired and not predisposed for another round of orgasms, at least not for a while.  Finally I spotted two guys who seemed young enough to handle me, but not to finicky.  I quickly hopped out of the truck and as they walked by, stepped out in front of them.
 
    
 
   "Hi guys," I said with a smile.  Evidently my unusual outfit attracted their attention.  They came to a halt and responded in kind to my greeting.
 
    
 
   "Heading inside for a little R&R?" I asked politely, stepping closer.  The one on the left, whose name I learned was Todd nodded with a grin and then his companion, whose name was Bryan agreed.  With a smile I stepped closer.
 
    
 
   "I've got a proposition for you both.  Instead of going in there and wasting a couple of hundred dollars on a couple of strippers who will only torment you, why don't you rent us a hotel room, and if you are will to double fuck me, it won't cost you a dime."
 
    
 
   It was Bryan who asked the million dollar question.  "What's the catch?"
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  "No catch. I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut who wants cock in her ass and pussy at the same time and I'm free.  No strings attached.  I'm not a whore."  I nodded toward the building.  "The girls in there will milk you for a couple hundred bucks just for a hand job.  I'll fuck you for the fun of it."
 
    
 
   They looked at each other, both trying to figure out what the other was thinking. I pulled up my shirt and exposed my breasts in the meantime, just to give them a bit more to think about. 
 
    
 
   Finally they agreed and we all went back to their car.  Evidently they had ridden together and they drove down the road until we passed a typical eighty something dollar a night hotel.  Todd went in and registered and then we all drove around to the correct door and went in.
 
    
 
   The room was small, but certainly fit for what I needed it for.  Even better, the bed was king sized which surprised me.  Todd and Bryan moved around the room as I stepped into the bathroom.  While inside I took care of some personal business, took out my vibroballs and the anal beads and gently deposited the butterfly on the counter.  Then I got my top and bottom situated, and went out to perform. 
 
    
 
   I danced. I swayed. I turned.  I spun.  I stripped.  I rubbed.  I straddled.  I spread myself.  I presented myself.  I allowed myself to be eaten, bitten, smacked softly, even fingered.  And then I started sucking cock.  First one, then the other, alternating between the two guys until they were both rock hard and ready to screw my brains out.  I announced it was sandwich time again. I like that phrase.  And Todd ended up on the bottom through general consensus as I straddled him and impaled myself on his granite pillar.  In moments Bryan was kneeling behind me, probing my tenderized ass with his cock and I felt him grab my hips and push into me.  It's an adjustment when you find yourself stuffed with not one but two cocks, and there are a few movement changes you need to keep in mind.  You can't just rock your hips.  You have to slide more than rock.  It's all about angles. Trust me on this.  They thrust and I slid and we found our rhythm. 
 
    
 
   Unlike the previous night, I wasn't whipped.  After I came during our little double team session, I fucked both guys repeatedly, vanilla style, and they even doubled me again, with one in my mouth while the other fucked my pussy.  We did it doggie style, missionary style, and in about a dozen other positions.  At one point I was lying on the bed with my head hanging off the end.  Todd was fucking my mouth while Bryan was between my legs.  In short, I spent the next three hours screwing.  I swallowed a ton of cum and finally both of them were so sated that they were ready to call it a night.  I slipped into the shower and when I got out, I was alone.  There was forty dollars on the side table, a note thanking me and saying the money was for me call a cab.
 
    
 
   I headed back into the bathroom and looked at my assorted toys.  Slowly I poured Stinging O over the anal beads and worked them into my bottom.  Technically they hadn't been removed yet.  I put the vibroballs in and started them up, then slipped the butterfly into place.  I finished getting dressed, then grabbed the key card.  It went into my bag and I stepped out into the hall with all my belongings and the money.  I looked down the empty hall.  It was still early, but then I realized I had the absolute best environment for what I wanted.  I took four steps down the hall, turned to face the door, and knocked.
 
    
 
   A middle aged man answered the door, looked at me, and then said, "I'm sorry. I'm not interested."
 
    
 
   I gave him a shocked look.  "I'm not selling anything!" I said indignantly and with a bit of force.
 
    
 
   He looked at my attire.  It wasn't exactly an eye fuck.  "You aren't?" he asked.
 
    
 
   I glared at him.  "No! I'm not," I said hotly.  "But I get the message, never mind helping a lady in distress.  I'm sorry to have disturbed you." I declared.  Then I started to walk away.  He stepped out into the hall.  Dark brown hair with silver at the temples.  He was in trousers and a white undershirt, but no socks or shoes.  His door almost closed behind him, but he caught it in time.
 
    
 
   "No wait! I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be rude" he protested.  I turned and looked at him over my shoulder.
 
    
 
   "Don't worry about it. I'm sorry to have bothered you." 
 
    
 
   "No no! Please.  What can I do for you?" he asked.
 
    
 
   I stopped.  Then I looked back over my shoulder. Slowly, carefully, I turned around and walked back to him.
 
    
 
   I stopped in front of him. I could clearly hear the vibrators and it was everything I could do not to reach down and rub myself..  I leaned close to him.  "I'm not a prostitute."  I said softly.
 
    
 
   "I know. I'm sorry. I get that now. I just assumed because of your outfit..." his voice trailed off.
 
    
 
   I smiled.  "Well, I'm not a prostitute, but I am a nymphomaniac."  The words came sort of easy.  "And I would be very appreciative if you would be willing to pull the vibrating beads out of my bottom."  His mouth popped open.  "Very appreciative" I purred. 
 
    
 
   "What?" he demanded, looking at me incredulously.  I sighed.  "Okay fine.  I'm offering free anything for a little help.  I'm not SELLING sex. I'm giving it away.  Now are you willing to help or not?" I asked.
 
    
 
   He gave me a frown and then back up into his room and shut the door in my face.
 
    
 
   Oops.
 
    
 
   I wonder what the hell was wrong with THAT guy.
 
    
 
   A little discouraged I made my way to the front desk and dropped the cardkey on the counter.  The evening clerk looked at me with a cocked eyebrow, obviously coming to the same conclusion that the guy in the hallway had.  "Checking out miss?" he asked waspishly.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  "Naw.  Found this key and thought I'd drop it off.  Can you call a cab for me?"
 
    
 
   He glared at me.  "There's a courtesy phone on the table across from you.  The card has several cab companies listed"
 
    
 
   I sighed. "I'm not a whore, okay?"
 
    
 
   Once again my outfit was eyed.  "Fine." he replied.  Sigh...
 
    
 
   I called a cab and in about fifteen minutes it pulled up in front of the hotel.  Surprise surprise, the driver knew exactly where I wanted to go and when we arrived he pulled into the back of the lot instead of up by the door.  He turned around and looked at me.
 
    
 
   "We can wave the tip for a little fun?" he asked.  I smiled and pulled up my shirt, flashing my breasts at him.  Then I got out of the car.  I went to the passenger side door and opened it, then turned and presented my rear end.  I lifted my skirt and showed him the anal beads.  "Mind pulling those out for me first, handsome?" I asked.  He grinned, his eyes wide.  Then he reached up and extracted the beads.  Ah... sweet silence.  I turned back around, covering my still tender spanked rear and took the beads, then tossed the other twenty down on the seat.  "Keep the change, lover."  I closed the door and went straight to my truck.
 
    
 
   Safely ensconced back in the truck, I turned off the vibroballs and butterfly.  Sweet silence became even deeper and I sighed in peace for the first time all evening.  I thought about Tony, but it didn't seem that important at that moment, and to be honest, even now I'm not really that concerned over it.  If he showered like I told him too there won't be any meaningful evidence, and its not like I fucked him, right?  So I gave him a blowjob.  He got to third base a little early!  He'll be better for it? Right?
 
    
 
   So I drove home.  Got back a bit late, around nine thirty, but I think it was worth it. I had a great time.  Of course, today I get to do it all again, along with a bit more.
 
    
 
   Day 4: On the Fourth Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
            Suck four cocks
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy) 
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing one of Kari’s Slutty T-shirts, your daisy duke shorts, and your G-Spot Vibrator.
 
    
 
    
 
   Seven Days of Sluttiness: Day 4
 
    
 
   01/11/11
 
    
 
   I’ve been censured.  Yep.  In case you hadn’t noticed, I did something REALLY REALLY bad Sunday.  Got in some serious trouble for it.  Don’t bother asking what. I’m not going to tell you.  Both Barrett and Michael went ballistic on me.  I was threatened with about everything from severe punishment to actually being fired.  Now, if you asked me to rate what I did on a scale of 1 to 10 for being really bad, it would score about a 9.6 on that scale.  So, I’m really sorry.  Okay?
 
    
 
   No. I didn’t kill anyone.  But it was almost that bad.
 
    
 
   Evidently I was also a brat yesterday, mostly because I was still dealing with the aftermath, my own conscious, and both Barrett and Michael giving me a hard time about it.  As Master Barrett so gracefully put it, “Admit it Bre, you fucked up.”  Yes.  Yes I did. I admit it.
 
    
 
   And that’s not all.  Since I didn’t get my narrative posted quick enough, Master Barrett didn’t find my screw up of the previous day until this morning.  You can imagine my surprise when I got an email stating “it was 3 dozen spanks, not 20. Do it over.”  Oops… and a bigger oops when I realized that I had asked for and received another 20 spanks yesterday afternoon at the construction site too.  Let’s see… that means this evening I get 108 spanks.  On top of my first pussy whipping.  Part of me is scared to death of that.  Part of me is so totally turned on that I don’t need the vibroballs to keep me wet.
 
    
 
   Day 4: On the Fourth Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
            Suck four cocks
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy) 
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing one of Kari’s Slutty T-shirts, your daisy duke shorts, and your G-Spot Vibrator.
 
   Okay, so now we’ve got that out of the way, I spent most of the morning writing, which when you realize that Michael actually deleted almost a full two and a half pages from my narrative, it makes more sense.  I was told that writing a confession was not a brilliant plan.   It was around two when I finally managed to get my bag packed with everything I needed and headed out the door. I was already stuffed with my G spot vibrator, a seven inch long purple monstrosity with a curved tip that actually rests right on my cervix when fully inserted.  Now when I left, it was still plenty cold outside and I was wearing my jeans.  I had eschewed panties and a bra, just like I had all week, due to trying to follow the restrictions Master Barrett had placed on me.  I said goodbye to the family, headed outside in duster and boots and hopped in my truck.
 
    
 
   As usual I stopped on the side of the road just south of our farm and stripped.  As with the day before I didn’t get out of the truck. It was just too cold.  And this would be a boring story if I died of hypothermia right at the beginning.  So in the truck cab I took off my boots, then my jeans.  They were a bit wet from me being stuffed all morning with the vibe, with it on for some of it too.  I folded them and put them aside, using the truck seat to keep the vibe in.  Granted, it was off since I was driving around, but it would be on soon enough.  I peeled off my shirt and folded it up.  Then, totally naked in my truck, I fished out my new outfit for the day.
 
    
 
   The first thing I put on was the shorts.  They were kinda like daisy dukes, except a little narrower.  They hung right below my hips and crawled up my butt like a wedgie.  Hell, you could actually see the little round bump of the vibrator through the denim if I spread my legs.  There was my camel toe and right in the center was this obvious circle.  Next I pulled out a tee shirt, grateful that the heater was on full blast.  I had a lot of choices for which tee shirt to wear.  Kari had bought me quite a few and I spent two years of college cycling through them.  It’s tough to carry on a conversation with a someone when you’re wearing a tee shirt that says “I Am A Porn Star (In Training)”.  Fortunately for me, that shirt was worn to nothing and we had to toss it.  Instead I was wearing a cute little black tee shirt, one size to small, that had the words “Sex Goddess” in gold script written across the front.  I admit it’s sort of hard to read when I’m wearing it because my boobs stretch the words out.
 
    
 
   I squeezed into the shirt and then pulled my bondage collar out of the bag.  The two inch thick black leather went around my neck and I finished the whole thing off with my fuck me shoes: the four inch crystal platforms that strippers wear to work.  All in all, I LOOKED like a sex goddess.  
 
    
 
   Or a two bit whore.
 
    
 
   I also pulled the duster on over my shoulders.  Let’s face it.  It was cold.  And while I had every intention of NOT wearing it when inside, right then, in the cold of the truck, even with the heater blasting, I wanted that extra layer.  So once appropriately attired, I headed toward the freeway.
 
    
 
   I had some different plans for the day, and they didn’t involve breaking the law and doing really bad things.  (That’s a change, isn’t it?)  So instead of continuing my felonious streak, I headed south along the loop.  For the fourth day of sluttiness I was adding four blow jobs to the mix, which meant that I’d be having some sort of sexual contact with at least eight different guys, and the most immediate places that would come to mind to handle that sort of thing were off limits to me.  So I did what any good girl would do.  I called around.
 
    
 
   Kari had been of limited help.  She is pretty much out of the scene and inhabits this strange world of rich people who are just as naughty, dirty, and kinky as the rest of us, but they do their orgies at private homes.  To be honest, I asked Kari if any were going on this week, but she laughed and said no.  Oh well.  
 
    
 
   Then I called Julie.  Julie was MUCH more helpful.  We discussed a couple of options and then I made my decision.  So that afternoon I headed toward Houston and managed to find the spot that Julie had recommended.  It was just off I-10 inside the loop and I pulled up into the parking lot feeling something akin to nervous excitement.  First, I unzipped my shorts.  This was when I realized that in order for me to access my vibrator, I would have to actually PULL MY SHORTS ALL THE WAY DOWN.  Yep.  So I wriggled out of them until they were almost too my knees, which allowed me to spread my legs far enough apart to actually GET to the vibrator knob.  I cranked it up to maximum and gasped as the vibrations rushed through me, instantly turning my steady basic need into something that was roaring for satisfaction.  It didn’t help that I hadn’t orgasmed all morning either.   I wriggled back into my shorts and went into the building, leaving my coat behind in the truck.
 
    
 
   I wish I hadn’t.  It was cold and I weaved my way through all the small stalls and junk stores, each offering their own version of whatever.  There was furniture, trinkets, sailboat models, train models, comic books, crystal, coins, stamps, you name it, it was pretty much there.  I glanced down at the paper I had written on and followed the directions Julie had given me. I went through the little restaurant and then finally found it at the very back of one of the larger warehouse type rooms.
 
    
 
   It was a set of bathrooms, each marked only as “restroom”.  I looked around. No one was in view.  Both doors had signs, but the one on the left also had a large four inch pendant hanging from it.  It was a stylized moon face, complete with sleepy eyes and sharp nose.  I reached out and turned it around until I was looking at a smiling, very much awake, sun picture.  Then I went into the restroom next to it.  
 
    
 
   I twisted the little knob on the door, effectively locking myself in.  Then I went to the wall that separated the two bathrooms.  There was a metal plate, like what you would sometimes find covering up an unused electrical wall receptacle, you know, when there wasn’t anything in that spot?  It was about three feet off the floor.  It also had two screws and the top one was sticking way out and was very very loose.  I unscrewed it and the whole wall plate fell in a circle, rotating on the other screw, revealing a dark hole, just big enough to maybe put a banana through.  I put my eye to it, but didn’t see anything. I then stuck my fingers in and found myself touching something plastic. I pushed a little and realized I was touching a large garbage can; in the other bathroom.
 
    
 
   There was nothing to do but wait then.  I sat on the toilet and played a stupid game on my phone. It was about fifteen minutes before I heard someone go into the other restroom and I quickly went to the hole.  Now I could see a light going on and then suddenly the light speared into my eye as the garbage can was moved out of the way.  I pulled back just in time too because the light was suddenly blotted out as a thick cock was jammed through the hole.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t waste time.  I grabbed hold of that cock and began sucking.  It was great; long slow strokes followed by some serious licks and then taking it as deeply as possible.  I did my thing with skill and grace.  About ten minutes after I started I felt the recognizable jerk and pull and then ribbons of cum were squirting into my mouth. I took it all, and then since I was in private, spat it all out in the toilet next to me.  
 
    
 
   The cock had disappeared and a twenty dollar bill was now lying on the floor.  Oh.  Oh goody.  I went to the sink and rinsed out my mouth and before I turned around, I heard the adjacent bathroom door open and close again.  I figured my most recent paramour had just left, but in about a minute, another cock was poking through the hole.
 
    
 
   So I did what any nympho humiliation pain slut would do.  Rinse and repeat.  
 
    
 
   Guy number two turned into guy number three who turned into guy number four, though I admit that there was some waiting in between.  I came once during guy number two, but since I was in the middle of one of the “goals” of the assignment, it was permitted.  By the time I was finished with number four, my pussy was back to red alert and I was getting close to cumming.  I also had eighty bucks.  I did my best to clean up, and then unlocked and opened the door to the restroom.
 
    
 
   And saw the disappointed look on the face of the man going into the restroom next to me.  He stopped, his expression very sad.  “All finished?” he asked me. He was a little overweight with a short black beard and a very teddy bearish disposition.  I wanted to cuddle him right then and there.  He was cute too.  I reached over to the sun pendant and turned it back to the moon.  He frowned and sighed.
 
    
 
   Then I took his hand.
 
    
 
   Back inside the restroom I had just vacated I tugged my new teddy bear and pressed him against the wall.  I yanked up my shirt even as my fingers found his belt buckle.  I had my hand wrapped around his cock and was quite… aggressive, when I got close to his ear, licked his lobe, and then said.  “I’ll give you a blowjob if you fist me.”
 
    
 
   His eyes widened and he nodded, his head bobbing next to mine, our cheeks touching.  His beard tickled a little.  Then I slid down his body, my fingernails scratching at him through his shirt, until I got to his white cotton briefs. I tugged them down and got out his cock.  He was circumcised, which doesn’t make much of a difference during vaginal sex, but does during oral.  He was clean, which was nice, and I went to town on him, stimulated into higher levels of productivity by the buzzing vibrator between my legs.  I worked him fast too, pulling his pants farther down so I could get to his balls, which I stroked.  I bobbed, I sucked, I liked, I swallowed, I stroked, I encircled, and then finally I swallowed.  He shuddered, eyes closed and rolled into the back of his head and he slumped against the wall while I continued to slurp every last bit of cream from his shaft.  And I didn’t stop either.  I kept going, as if nothing had happened.  Five minutes later his flaccid cock started hardening again and when he was semi rigid I pulled away and looked up at him from my kneeling position.
 
    
 
   “Ready to fist me?” I asked, a tone of begging in my head.  He nodded.  I pulled away and unbuttoned my shorts as I rolled onto my back.  It was a bit of work to get them down and the sharp sound of buzzing filled the little bathroom as my shorts came down over my knees.  I kicked off one shoe and pulled my leg out of the tight denim.  My pussy seemed to get wetter but I suspect that it was the fact that more blood was finally getting to my squeezed pussy.  Those shorts are like a tourniquet!
 
    
 
   I spread my legs wide and my teddy bear, eyes wide from spotting my buzzing G spot vibrator, got down on HIS knees as I pulled out my buzzing toy.  I turned it off and put it in my mouth even as he was fingering my pussy.  I felt one, then two, then three fingers push into me as I finished licking my vibe and then I lifted my hips, trying to help him get the rest in.
 
    
 
   He had big hands.  The fourth finger went in relatively easy but the thumb was really hard and we had to push a lot to get him in me up to his wrist.  But when he finally did, and was curling his fingers around inside me, I bit my hand to keep from screaming too loud.  My butt came up off the floor and I was jerking around like a landed fish.  I came.  Hard.
 
    
 
   He kept his hand inside me, still swirling around until I lay there limp and exhausted.  The vibrator was in my hand and my eyes were closed.  I felt him continue the internal massage and then pull. I was pretty relaxed by that point and it wasn’t that hard for him to extract his hand.  He went to the sink and I heard the water running.  Then I opened my eyes.
 
    
 
   His pants were back up and he was washing his hands in the sink.  I could see the satisfied smile on his face as he got cleaned up.
 
    
 
   I slowly sat up, ignoring the trickle of pussy juices puddling on the floor.  My shorts were still hanging around one ankle and I put the other foot through the leg who and began pulling them up.  When the got to my thighs, my teddy bear had finally turned around from the sink and I held out a hand.  He pulled me to my feet and I grinned, giving him a  kiss, my shorts still not in place.  
 
    
 
   “That was awesome.  Best I’ve ever had here.”
 
    
 
   I grinned.  “Me too.” I held up the vibrator.  “Would you mind sticking this back in for me?” I asked, a mischievous glint in my eye.  His own expression registered shock.
 
    
 
   “Really?” he asked.  I nodded.  Then I bent over and rested my arms on the edge of the sink.  My bare breasts dangled underneath me.
 
    
 
   I wiggled my rear end a little as he moved around behind me.  Of course I was still soaked, so the vibe went in easily.
 
    
 
   “Turn it on too,” I told him.  Fingers moved around my pussy lips and then the familiar light buzz started.  “No.  Turn it all the way up to maximum,” I moaned.  The vibe suddenly roared instead of purred and as soon as it was going full throttle, I reached down and pulled up my shorts.
 
    
 
   I knew I had about twenty minutes before I came again, which I figured was plenty of time to get back to the truck.
 
    
 
   We said our goodbyes and he asked me how often I came to the antique store.  I confessed it was my first time, but that I would try to come back tomorrow.  I admit, it was an easy way to get the four blowjobs required, and getting fisted was a bonus!  The last thing I did was put the metal plate back in place, screwing the top screw in just enough to keep the hole covered.
 
    
 
   Back out at my truck I gratefully squirmed out of my panties and turned off the vibrator.  The relief was so nice I didn’t even care that my shorts slid all the way down to my ankles.  I stepped out of the fuck me shoes and pulled the shorts off.  I was just going to have to take them off again when I turned the vibe back up, so why keep them on?  I turned on the truck, put it into drive, and took off.  
 
    
 
   I drove around for about forty minutes.  I burn up more gas this way.  Glad I had the eighty bucks.  Sixty nine of that went into the tank at the end of the day.  It felt a little strange to be driving around naked from the waist down, especially with a seven inch plastic dick embedded in my pussy, but at least it was off.  I drove north on back roads and then saw something that sparked my interest.  I pulled onto the fresh and new concrete and parked about forty feet down the road.
 
    
 
   There was a house being built.  Actually, several houses, but this was the only one that had workmen.  Mostly Hispanic, but a couple of white guys here and there too.  The nice thing was that the house was being bricked, with the roof already finished.  Whatever was being worked on, with the exception of the brick, it was mostly inside stuff.  I pulled out my phone, called Kari, gave her the address and a brief description and even a few license plate numbers.  Then I grabbed my bag and fished what I thought I would need out of it.
 
    
 
   I pushed my feet back into the shorts and wriggled them up over my ass.  They were tight.  I could feel them pressing against the vibrator, which I had just turned back up to maximum.  I slipped my feet back into the fuck me shoes, grabbed the binder clamps and the weights from off the seat next to me, and put them in my duster pocket.  Then I got out of the truck, wrapped the duster around me, and started walking.
 
    
 
   There was a small pile of scrap lumber out in front of the house and I paused there momentarily.  One piece caught my eye: a sort of thin two inch wide strip of siding or baseboard or something.  Not sure.  But I know it was strong, a little whippy, and would hurt like hell.  Since it was only two feet long, I handled it easily and walked right up to the door, my duster wide open, my feet crossing with each step, and my hips swaying. The shirt proclaimed it all: Sex Goddess.
 
    
 
   It was instantly break time as every single guy stopped what they were doing and looked at me.  I turned around in a circle, flipped the coat off my shoulders and let it fall to the ground as I switched the wood from one hand to the other.  Then I said in a very loud, clear voice.
 
    
 
   “I need a spanking.  Who can give it to me?” I declared.  The sudden silence was deafening.  I yanked up my shirt, exposing both breasts and suddenly there was this loud spurt of Spanish that I didn’t understand.  Turning around, looking at the guys who were speaking, I pulled out the two binder clamps and made quite a show of holding them up, and then clipped them to my breasts.
 
    
 
   “You go babe!” came another voice.  Then suddenly this half finished living room was full of guys cheering me on.  I grinned, shaking my hips and pulled my shirt all the way up over my head.  It fell on my duster.  I pulled the weights out of the duster pocket while I was down there and then, shaking my breasts around, I slowly hooked both half pound weights to the clamps.
 
    
 
   Yes it hurt.  But I was too turned on to really notice anything other than “oh my God this is awesome!”  I slapped a hand against my ass and then began pushing my shorts down over my legs.  They slipped more freely after I got them down to my knees and I had to clench my ass and pussy to keep the G spot vibrator from shooting out.  The denim shorts fell to my ankles and there was no way to step out of them without taking off the shoes.  So I just reached around to my pussy, took out the vibrator, which had the guys shouting by the way, and after turning it off, put it in my mouth for a good suck.
 
    
 
   I didn’t actually count the number of guys present, but I figured it was around ten or fifteen.  I took the vibrator out of my mouth and held out the wood.  “Each guy gets two swats each.  And I want someone’s cock in my mouth, not this plastic thing!”
 
    
 
   That almost started a fight.  Someone brought in a saw horse and a bit of foam of some kind and I was helped across it.  Then a cock was shoved into my face and I started sucking.
 
    
 
   The first stroke on my ass was lightweight.  It stung, but only barely. I didn’t even jump.  The second blow wasn’t much better and I reached up and pushed the guy in my face backward for just a second.
 
    
 
   “Spank me harder! I want it to hurt please!” I begged.  Then I put the cock back in my mouth.
 
    
 
   In hindsight, I probably should have just come here, rather than gotten my fun at the antique store’s glory hole.    The next few strokes were a bit harder, but as the guys switched off, I got a few that had me hissing around the meat in my mouth.  At one point, one guy smacked me so hard that I saw stars and my hands went flying back to my ass.  I felt the guys taking my arms and holding me spread and then the blows came flying.  I tried to count them but lost it around thirteen or fourteen.
 
    
 
   The first cock in my mouth spurted around the eighth stroke and then a new cock popped in.  My ass felt as if it were on fire.  The guy in my mouth came again, this time pulling out and spraying my face and hair with his goo.  I yelped as another blow landed across my ass.  Then another cock was in my face.
 
    
 
   Around cock number five, someone bent over me and whispered in my ear “Senorita, every one has spanked you.  But everyone wants you still.”
 
    
 
   I gagged for a moment as the cock in my throat thrust deep, but I managed to pull away long enough to gasp out loud “condoms.. truck…ford f-150…” then the cock was back in my mouth.
 
    
 
   My ass was being squeezed and fondled and I felt fingers penetrating up inside me while cock number five was replaced with cock number six.  Then I heard a commotion but I was still a little busy and couldn’t see what was happening.  Then there was someone behind me and I felt a cock slide into my pussy.
 
    
 
   Oh god yes.  I ground back against him, my body resting on the saw horse as I sucked and fucked.  My legs were spread wide, my arms were still being held apart and someone had hold of my hair.  I blinked cum out of my eyes for a moment, only to have another cock shoved into my face.  Then the cock inside my pussy stiffened, pulsed, and then left me.  Another was shoved into its place.  There was a momentary breather when no new cock was put in my mouth and I shouted out, backward… “Wait! I want one cock in my pussy and another in my ass!”  
 
    
 
   Hey, you have to take the initiative when opportunity knocks.
 
    
 
   The cock in my pussy was pulled out and I felt them manhandling me.  Next thing I knew I was kneeling astride this one white guy, his condom clad shaft buried to the hilt in my hole, while this wiry Mexican guy was naked from the waist down and getting into position.  I tilted my head back as hands removed the weights from my aching burning nipples, but they left the clamps on.  Then I felt the first probing against my rear end and I tried to relax.  
 
    
 
   It hurt going in.  Not sure why, but to be honest, at that moment I didn’t really care.  All I knew was that it was happening.  The cock in my pussy was full and hard and I was thrusting up and down on it like a crazy girl.  Then the motion of the guy behind me started and we started moving in rhythm and I started sliding instead of thrusting.  I felt everything moving right and then everyone was exploding at once with groans and moans and spurting cocks and me right in the center of it, a spanked, clamped nymphomaniac humiliation pain slut, soaking it all up.
 
    
 
   Eventually it all stopped.  I think the foreman arrived, or maybe the builder. I forget, but I know that the room was suddenly empty and me and my stuff were being ushered into another part of the building.  Two guys helped me into my clothes, sans vibrator and clamps, since we discovered that my shirt wouldn’t go down over my breasts if the binder clamps were on them.  Too tight.  I heard some yelling and then someone stating they had found the place “like that”.  I’m guessing all the condoms were an issue.  There was some more yelling and then I was snuck out through a opening in the wall where a window would one day be installed.  I was gently pushed off the property, wobbling in my high heels, my duster covering me up as I managed to get back to the truck.
 
    
 
   I got in and sat there for a few minutes.  In the mirror, I looked at myself.  My hair was matted with white from the blowjobs.  I had streaks of dried cum on my face and going down my neck to disappear under my shirt.   In short… I was a disaster. It was around five pm, which may have explained why the guys were in trouble.  I’m pretty sure not much work got accomplished.  I just hoped for their sake, the foreman or builder or contractor or whatever hadn’t visited that morning!  How DO you explain twenty something condoms lying around?
 
    
 
   AND DAMN!  My box of condoms was missing!  Yeah, well, it had only been half full and in all likelihood they had all been used up anyway.  I took a deep breath.  What now?
 
    
 
   I ticked off my list.  
 
    
 
            4 blowjobs?  Totally and WAY WAY over.   Add what I did at the antique store and I got closer to fifteen.
 
            Spanking?  Absolutely.  At least twenty.  More likely thirty.  (Yes, I know.  The assignment was for 3 dozen and I ALMOST got there.  At least I’m being honest and admitting that I DIDN’T.  I am also aware that means I’m facing at least 108 spanks today after I write this.  To be honest, after what I did two days ago, I sort of deserve it.)
 
            Fisting? Check.  With a teddy bear no less with huge paws.
 
            Double Penetration Fuck?  Absolutely, along with about a dozen regular poinkings.  Let’s admit it. I got NAILED.
 
    
 
   Even better? I had totally avoided the anal beads, extra time in the binder clamps, AND the alligator clamp!
 
    
 
   Ah…. Sweet sluttiness!
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and unbuttoned my shorts.  I wiggled them down until they were around my knees and I grabbed the G Spot Vibrator.  Slowly, gently, I pushed it in.  Then I pulled up my shorts.  It had been a short day, but an exhausting day, and I knew that I would have a lot to do tomorrow.  What happens on the fifth day of Sluttiness?  Oh yeah…
 
    
 
   Day 5: On the Fifth Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
 
            Endure fifty swats on your pussy with your leather sap. (This can be spread out across the day with multiple strangers)
 
            Suck four cocks
 
            Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples.  ( But since I fucked up, I really needed 108)
 
            Get double penetrated (ass and pussy) 
 
            Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
 
            While wearing your black latex top, your black Skort, and black thigh high stockings. You will wear your vibroballs. 
 
   Well, if you will excuse me, I need to go get dressed in my black latex top and the skorts.  Got a lot to do tonight…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sevendaysofsluttines5]Seven Days of Sluttiness: Day 5
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   Well.  I see that everyone has voted.  I guess I’m doing four anniversary assignments. I guess in the end, I’ll probably have to do them all, especially if Michael makes me hold to the new poll.  My biggest issue is deciding which one to do first.  I have some ideas about that, mostly based upon what I’ve been doing lately.  I’m only going to get one day of rest between the end of the Seven Days of Sluttiness and the first assignment, so I need to be sure I can actually handle whatever it is I decide to do.  Thank you to everyone who voted.
 
    
 
   So what was yesterday?  Day 5.
 
    
 
   Day 5: On the Fifth Day of Sluttiness the NHPS was ordered to:
• Endure fifty swats on your pussy with your leather sap. (This can be spread out across the day with multiple strangers)
• Suck four cocks
• Receive three dozen bare bottom spanks, outside, while bare breasted wearing weighted binder clamps on both nipples. ( But since I fucked up, I really needed 108)
• Get double penetrated (ass and pussy)
• Get fisted and orgasm while doing it.
• While wearing your black latex top, your black Skort, and black thigh high stockings. You will wear your vibroballs.
 
    
 
   I’m still sore; sore in more places than I can really describe.  I’m sitting on a pillow too, mostly because my ass is still tender and even red.  Of course I’ve also got my RVP (Rotating Venus Penis) strapped to my crotch, and even though it’s only on its lowest setting, my pussy is pulsing around it and what I really want is more sex.  Plus I’ve already had one unauthorized orgasm this morning so the anal beads are in too.  Weird huh?
 
    
 
   Yesterday was Day 5 of the Seven Days of Sluttiness, and I think it reflected much more fully what it means to be a nympho humiliation pain slut.  There’s just something… meaningful I guess, to it, when you’re lying on your back with your legs tied open, while someone his hitting your pussy with a leather sap.
 
    
 
   Despite Monday’s fluke of getting everything done practically at one spot, I knew I was beginning to get into the “Danger Zone”.  It is one thing for me to go out giving blowjobs, or carefully selecting two guys (or more) to double penetrate me, but in reality asking strangers to hit me isn’t something to be done lightly.  So around 2 o’clock in the afternoon I called Mistress Sara and asked her if she could help me.  I wasn’t planning on violating any of the stringent requirements of Master Barrett’s assignment, but if nothing else I needed someone along with me who would make sure that my evening was fun filled and not filled with something I didn’t want.  I needed to be safe.
 
    
 
   Okay, and maybe I also needed a babysitter to make sure I didn’t do any really stupid bad things either.  Give me a break, okay?
 
    
 
   We chatted for about twenty minutes while I packed my bag.  Pretty much the same stuff went into it: my outfit for the day, my binder clips, the ½ pound weights, the alligator clamp, my four inch white platform fuck me shoes, and a new box of condoms I had picked up yesterday on my way home.
 
    
 
   Yes, in the short shorts and the Sex Goddess tee shirt.  And yes, you should have seen the looks I got.  Especially since I bought the “economy size” box! 
 
    
 
   Anyway, with my bag packed I finished plotting and planning with Mistress Sara and then headed out the door.  Now you need to understand that it was cold, which is really strange for south Texas.  I’m used to balmy Januaries where the temperature is around fifty five to sixty degrees.  This forty degree crap is for the birds.  It also puts a little bit of a kink in the concept of dressing like a nympho humiliation pain slut, because nothing shuts down sexual drive than having the tips of your breasts get frostbitten.  In short, when I left the house I was in work boots, tube socks, heavy blue jeans, a heavy flannel button down shirt, and my duster.  Of course I wasn’t wearing panties or bra, since Master Barrett had forbidden me those items for the course of the entire week. I hadn’t minded, much, though I admit I had soaked several outfits in the course of my activities.  
 
    
 
   I was also wearing my vibroballs, complete with remote jammed in a pocket.  Since I had spent the morning writing, it hadn’t been on any higher than low, except during my normal chores.  These had been completed with the vibroballs on high, and as expected I had accidentally cum while feeding the goats.  This meant that by the time I headed out, I was also stuffed with my vibrating anal beads.  The beads had also been on low so I was charged and ready to go, but not quite that close to cumming again.
 
    
 
   When I climbed into the truck I was able to turn both vibrators off, which afforded me a little bit of peace, especially while driving.  I put the truck in gear and took off.  My first stop was of course the same place I’ve been changing over the last week.  There is a farm to market road behind our property that is rarely travelled.  Usually, when the weather is nice, I follow Mistress Ellen’s procedure for stripping, which means going to the front of the truck, stripping completely naked while folding each article of clothing nicely, and then slowly getting dressed.  The idea of course is to provide eye candy for anyone driving along the road.  I’ve done this on other roads of course, including I-10, and that almost caused an accident.  Better a rarely traveled concourse, believe you me!
 
    
 
   But since the temperature was hovering around forty three degrees, I stayed in the cab to do my switch out.  I’ve changed in cars before.  I used to do it every morning after Kari picked me up for school.  I’d leave the house in jeans and a tee shirt, waving bye to my mom, and then get in Kari’s GT.  Almost always there would be a different outfit waiting for me, usually a really short mini-skirt, a blouse that wasn’t quite transparent but close, or even something that covered me completely, but was so tight that you could see the bumps of my nipples.  Kari wouldn’t allow me a bra or panties unless it was my time of the month.  But even then I had to wear slut clothes.
 
    
 
   If you’ve read Michael Alexander’s “Angie’s Humiliation”, you probably already know how I got my skort.  He used me for inspiration.  What’s a skort?  Well, a skort is actually a trick.  First, you get what looks like a really super short mini skirt, then underneath you attach a pair of shorts that are exactly the same color.  Cheerleaders wear a sort of skort.  That way they can look sexy, but it’s not exactly a problem to do a back flip and show the audience what’s underneath it.  In my case, the skort wasn’t so much to allow cartwheels though.  It was very narrow, riding just under my hips.  It barely covered my ass, and when I mean barely, I mean that if I squatted or bent down about an inch or two of my actual rear end would be visible.  Or it would have been, had my ass and pussy not been completely covered by the “shorts” part of the skort.  It was a tease.
 
    
 
   Well… it HAD been.  Until Kari took a pair of scissors and cut out the shorts part.
 
    
 
   I had been 17 when I had received the skorts, which I guess I should really call a skirt now, since it was lacking the concealing shorts part.  I held it up after taking it out of my bag, my fingers tracing the still ragged edge where Kari had sheared out the thin material.  I remember when she had made me walk the mall that day, stuffed with ben wa balls, on three inch heels, wearing the skort and a reversed chevron shirt.  Talk about pre NHPS days.  I was cumming in about ten minutes!  
 
    
 
   I laid the skort down on the seat and began undressing.  First the boots and the socks, then the jeans, then my duster and then my shirt.  I had the heater up to full blast as I grabbed the skort and slipped my toes through it.  For a moment, I thought I was toast.  I had a dickens of a time getting it up over my ass.  Evidently I’ve gotten just a tad bigger there since I was 17.  It was tight.   Finally I settled them under my hips.  Sitting down normally in my seat, I looked at the skort.  My pussy was totally visible.  I wasn’t even TRYING.  It was just that the skort wasn’t designed to be big enough to cover me.  I took a deep breath.  All right… I could handle this.
 
    
 
   I heard the rumble of a car and turned around just in time to see another pick up flash by me.  But my windows were fogged up a bit, so I doubted they saw more than some pink.  And that was just my topless figure.  A little chagrined, I grabbed the shirt I was required to wear and put it on.  I’m not a fan of latex.  It clings, it’s slick, and it’s reflective.  On the flip side, it’s easy to clean.  Kari had given me the shirt in my sophomore year at Christmas so that I could “dress more appropriately” when we were milking one of her studs.  I admit, it’s very sexy, but it’s also very dominatrix.  I’m not much of a dominatrix.  Sure, I can shout a couple of orders, but for the most part, I prefer to be topped, rather than do the topping.  The shirt is short sleeved and for the most part looks like a polo shirt, except with a zipper up the front.  Again, it had been a while since I had worn it and as I expected, it was a bit tight.  Of course, Kari had a habit of buying my shirts one size too small back then anyway.  
 
    
 
   My first problem was my breasts.  They were in the way. I couldn’t get the zipper all the way up.  So after mashing, smashing, smushing, and pushing, I basically left the zipper down right under my breasts. To be honest, it looked incredibly sexy, since it was now very apparent I wasn’t wearing a bra and almost my entire cleavage was exposed.  The latex stretched taut against my bosom.  
 
    
 
   I slipped into the fuck me heels, tucked away my boots and socks, and then got back into my duster.  Thus prepared, I headed off into the unknown in order to take care of what needed to be done.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara had told me that while she could assist me with a few items, specifically the more torturous ones, there were a few on the list that she wouldn’t have time to assist me with.  I didn’t mind.  She had told me the biggest issue would be the double penetration.  Her plans for the evening didn’t exactly include an opportunity for that, so my primary mission was to go get double fucked BEFORE meeting her for dinner at six.  I checked my watch.  Three and a half hours to find two guys, get them some place private, and have them both fuck me.  Oh yeah.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara lives in north Houston, so I headed up that way automatically, taking the Sam Houston Toll way around the city.  I had just been up there recently, on the day I did that really bad unspeakable thing, so it was all fresh in my mind.  There are a ton of restaurants up there, especially up in the Woodlands, so it wasn’t that hard to find a place that had some decent appetizers and something to drink.
 
    
 
   Thirty minutes later though I knew I had made a mistake.  Time was ticking and at three o’clock in the afternoon I wasn’t finding a lot of targets.  Most of the guys that came in (and there weren’t exactly a lot of them) came in with groups.  It wasn’t ideal.  So I paid my tab (I had a soda, bite me.) and left.  It was time for some more proactive hunting.
 
    
 
   I pulled up at the mall.  It was now about twenty to four and I started driving around the mall.  I figured my chances would be a bit better.  While I saw plenty of guys who I would have gladly taken, I was looking for a PAIR.  Things were just not working out correctly.  I should have left earlier!
 
    
 
   Finally around four thirty I threw caution to the wind.  A good looking guy was coming out of one of the department stores carrying a single bag.  I sped up, managed to get my window down, and hit the brakes right next to him.  
 
    
 
   “Hey handsome,” I said out loud.  He turned to look at me in surprise.  
 
    
 
   “Hi” he replied with a grin.  I know what he was looking at.  
 
    
 
   I returned the smile.  Actually, I gave him one of my million watt please double fuck me with a friend smiles.  “Got a moment? I’ve got a proposition for you,” I told him, my voice low.
 
    
 
   He stepped over to the truck, obviously giving my rather exposed breasts a serious once over.  I know what he was thinking: could I get away with pulling that zipper down?  He moved to the window and took in the rest of my outfit.  I saw his eyes widen as he saw the skort, not to mention almost all of my pink, swollen, wet slit.  He just stared at my pussy and I rewarded him for that by spreading my legs a little bit.  Men are so easy to manipulate.
 
    
 
   “I’m really horny, but what I really want is to get fucked in the ass at the same time someone’s fucking my pussy.  Do you have a friend?  And can the two of you do me?  I’ve got a dinner date at six, so it’s got to be a quickie.”
 
    
 
   His face became confused and he looked back at my eyes, rather than my tits.  “It has to be two of us?  Why can’t you and I…” his voice trailed off.  I gave him a sympathetic look.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry, if I can’t get doubled, it won’t work for me.  Plus, it has to be quick.  Like I said, I’ve got a date with my girlfriend at six.”
 
    
 
   He licked his lips and looked back down at my pussy.  It was then he noticed the wire coming out between the petals.  
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” he asked, eyes narrowing.  The Skort hadn’t been loose enough for me to tuck the remotes to both the anal beads and the vibroballs into the waistband, so I had tossed the remotes on the seat next to me.  I picked up the appropriate one and handed it to him.  
 
    
 
   “Go ahead, turn it on.” I said.
 
    
 
   He thumbed the remote upward and you could hear the buzzing between my legs.  I also stiffened, moaned, and my hips started to grind slightly.  He grinned again.
 
    
 
   “What’s the other one for?” he pointed toward the anal bead control. I handed it to him.
 
    
 
   “That’s for the toy in my ass,” I replied, starting to feel the surge of heat and wetness between my legs.  He thumbed up the anal beads as well and soon I was panting there in my seat.  
 
    
 
   “Let me make a call.”  Then he handed the remotes back to me and turned away from the truck.
 
    
 
   I turned them both down, but the damage was done. I was VERY close to another orgasm. I gripped my steering wheel and pulled into a nearby parking space.  He turned around to see where I was going, his phone to his ear.
 
    
 
   He made three phone calls. I know, cause I watched him while trying to maintain control.  Finally he spoke animatedly into the phone and then smiled, pumped his fist once, and nodded.  I grabbed my bag, rolled up the window, and got out of the truck.
 
    
 
   “Got it all worked out?” I asked as I walked toward him.  I was careful to make sure each foot crossed over the one in front.
 
    
 
   His smile was about a foot wide.  “Yeah.  So do you want to follow me?” he asked.  I shrugged. 
 
    
 
   “Sure, if that’s what you want.  Or I can ride with you if you’ll give me a lift back here to my truck.  Where are we going?”  I asked.
 
    
 
   “Friend’s work.”
 
    
 
   Ah… I wrapped one arm through his and walked with him until we got to a Saturn Coupe that looked oddly enough like mine.  I hadn’t brought it, but gosh, it was only two or three years newer than mine and the same silver color.  He opened the door for me and I got in.
 
    
 
   Of course the moment I sat down the skort couldn’t handle the new position.  My pussy was completely and instantaneously on display.  My new friend, whose name was Donald, got an eyeful.  But that was okay.
 
    
 
   He moved around to the driver’s side door and I smiled at him again as he got in.  He was looking at my chest again and I looked down, only to find that the zipper had fallen about three inches.  Evidently my breasts WERE too big for the shirt.  With a grin I pulled it back up to just under my curves, not that it did anything to hide my bosom.  At least my nipples were covered.
 
    
 
   The buzzing sound of the vibroballs and anal beads filled the cabin interior and we quickly sped away.  For a moment, I contemplated turning down the vibrations.  I was getting really really close to cumming.  Technically, since I was in the process of checking off one of the necessary tasks to prove my sluttiness, I was allowed unlimited orgasms.  But I wasn’t actually fucking yet, which meant maybe I wasn’t allowed unlimited orgasms.  But since I was with the guy I would be fucking, it meant that I didn’t have to keep the vibrators on.  But since he himself had turned them on, maybe they needed to stay on until he either turned them off or I finished with him.
 
    
 
   While all this was going through my brain I orgasmed, quite noisily too.  Donald watched with a pleased expression as I braced myself against the dashboard. I moaned and shook as the orgasm hit me.  It was relatively powerful too since I hadn’t cum since early that morning and both the anal beads as well as the vibroballs were doing their thing on me.  In a husky voice I said, “Oh God, I’m cumming!” 
 
    
 
   I have absolutely no idea if that was an unauthorized orgasm or not.  Too many variables, and as I’ve proven multiple times over the last four or five days, when things get to complicated my brain starts shutting down.  Aren’t you glad I’m not a doctor?  In any event, I didn’t put on the binder clamps.  That may get me in trouble. I’m not sure.  Of course realistically, it means that the circumstances surrounding when and where and how I was allowed to orgasm weren’t iron clad.
 
    
 
   We drove for about ten minutes and I was surprised to find us heading off west.  There’s not that much out there when you get a decent distance away from the freeway, but finally we pulled up into a somewhat seedy strip mall and parked in front of a shop with large signs proclaiming “We Fix Computers!”  
 
    
 
   I was very wet still, and trying hard not to roll myself into another orgasm accidentally.  The vibrators, both the one in my pussy and the one in my ass were humming along at full power.  Donald got out of the car, came around to my side, opened the door, and helped me out.  I flashed my pussy to the world, but I think only Donald got to see anything.  When I stood up, a quick smoothing with my hand brought the hem of the altered skort down over my protruding pussy lips and kept me from being indecent.  
 
    
 
   We walked up to the Computer Repair place and went right in.  Granted, I was more than a little curious, but was willing to try just about anything.  It didn’t help that I was desperate too.
 
    
 
   The shop was tiny and consisted of a really small lobby that was only barely decent.  The carpet was threadbare, there were only two or three chairs, and instead of a counter, there was a long low table with chairs on each side.  A bell rang as we entered and another man stepped through a curtained doorway from the back room.
 
    
 
   “Holy Shit!” he said the moment he saw me.  He just stood there in shock.
 
    
 
   Donald laughed and then turned back to the door.  He locked it and turned the open sign to closed.  
 
    
 
   Donald had asked me my name while we were driving so he introduced me.   “Kage, this is Breanne.  Breanne, Kage Barker.”  I grinned and took a few steps forward, once again crossing my feet, swinging my hips, all while taking a deep breath. I heard the zipper on my shirt click down an inch.  I held out my hand and Kage took it, squeezing gently.  He was a bit nerdy looking, complete with glasses and the stubble of a beard. He could also have stood to lose about twenty pounds, but I’m not complaining.
 
    
 
   Kage looked at Donald “So were you like, serious?” he looked past me at his friend.  Donald nodded and then gave me a knowing glance.
 
    
 
   Time was getting to be a concern, so I decided to hurry things along.  “It’s time gentlemen.”  Then I grabbed the zipper that couldn’t stay up and helped it all the way down.  My breasts popped out, totally free of the restraining rubber.
 
    
 
   I shrugged out of the shirt as both men stared in appreciation.  Then I put my bag on the ground, ignoring the wires trailing out of it and up my skirt, and pulled my skort up around my hips.
 
    
 
   Kage was practically hyperventilating by this point and I tugged both the vibroballs and then the anal beads out of my body.  A small wad of tissue from my bag cleaned up the juices and I stuck them away after turning them off.  Then I twirled once for my audience, grabbed Donald’s hand, and approached Kage.  In seconds both men were following me into the back room.
 
    
 
   Ooops.  The back room was a technical workshop.  It was nothing but tables and benches and disassembled computers.  There was barely any place to sit, much less lie down and fuck two people at once.  I came to a sudden stop, Kage bumped into me and I turned right back around and pushed Kage back into the waiting room. It wasn’t perfect, but it was going to be all I had.
 
    
 
   I dropped Donald’s hand and immediately attacked Kage.  His belt came undone in about two seconds and then I was yanking off his clothes like a hungry tigress.  Once I had his cock out I motioned Donald over and he stood next to Kage.  I put my mouth on Kage’s already hardened cock while my hands worked to unbuckle Donald’s trousers.  I managed with a bit of help and then I had both cocks out and I was going from one to the other, sucking and pumping my hands.  I got out condoms and quickly applied both of them with my mouth, something which seemed to impress them both.
 
    
 
   I helped them kick off their shoes and then pants and then I grabbed Kage by his cock and pulled him down.  As soon as he was on his back I moved across him, spreading my legs and then impaling myself deeply on his cock.  I groaned, loving the sensation of being filled by something real and throbbing and I began bucking.  I turned and looked back at Donald and then told him to get his cock over here and stick it in my ass.
 
    
 
   I could sense a touch of homophobia between the guys.  They tried to make sure they weren’t touching as they got into position, but eventually I got sandwiched and then there was a cock pressing up against my already widened rear end.  The anal beads had gotten my bottom prepared for the fucking, which made a big difference let me assure you.  Once Donald penetrated I began sliding up and down Kage’s body.  We broke into a systematic rhythm and screwed.
 
    
 
   And screwed.
 
    
 
   And screwed.
 
    
 
   I came first, which is a little unusual, nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhubut Kage followed almost immediately.  Donald didn’t however and in the end I pushed up from Kage’s limp dick, turned around, yanked Donald’s condom off, put on a new one, and then lay on my back.  Donald smiled gratefully and then immediately sheathed himself inside me.  It took only a few minutes and then he was groaning and thrusting and generally doing the whole vanilla sex thing while I just laid there and moaned and made the right noises.
 
    
 
   How boring.
 
    
 
   Finally, when he was sated, he rolled off me and I checked the time.  Almost five thirty.  Ten minutes back to the mall, and ten more minutes to get to my meeting with Sara, meant that I had about fifteen more minutes with Kage and Donald.   Unfortunately, both guys were out of it, so I did a few more sexually explicit things for them, like putting my beads and my vibroballs back in, then moving my skort back down, though I admit I didn’t lower it enough.  My pussy was still clearly visible.  Then I squeezed back into my shirt and made no better progress with getting it zipped up than I had before.  Long story short, I couldn’t even get the zipper to close over my breasts.  Oh well.
 
    
 
   Donald drove me back to my truck and I gave him my card and a kiss and let him stick his finger up my pussy before getting back in my truck and heading over to Sara’s place.  It was a short drive and I pulled up just a few minutes after six.  I struggled to push down the skort and stuck the remotes in my bag.  Then I got out and proceeded to march myself up to her apartment.  Fortunately no one saw me.  I would have been mortified, but that’s part and parcel of being a nympho humiliation pain slut, isn’t it?
 
    
 
   When I rang Sara’s doorbell, she answered quickly and my mouth dropped.  She too was wearing latex, except all in red and she looked like a million bucks.  Her hair was done up into a French braid that went down her back and the silky brunette hair was just perfect.  Her apartment was familiar, not just because I had been there, but because it was obvious that Kari had decorated it.  Sara pulled me in, kissed me, and then examined my outfit.
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t really fit you, does it?” she asked after a moment.  I shrugged.
 
    
 
   “Kari bought it for me five years ago.” 
 
    
 
   She turned me around once.  “Well, you’ve filled out more in the hip and breast since then, but you’re still as thin.  That’s a plus. I don’t see that it’s a problem that you can’t get that zipper up.  And to be honest, I like the skirt.  We just can’t take you anywhere too public tonight.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied.
 
    
 
   She looked at me and gave me a warm smile.  “Hungry?” she asked.  I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Starving”.
 
    
 
    
 
   Dinner turned out to be an excellent fettuccini that Sara had made and we ate it right there in the dining room of her apartment.  Dinner wasn’t all about the food though.  Sara kept playing with my remotes, turning the vibrations up and down until I couldn’t help myself and came.  This of course required me to clamp my nipples and I had to get them.  Then I had to present my breasts while Sara unzipped my shirt, clamped my breasts, and told me to finish dinner.  That was pretty hard.
 
    
 
   When we were done I helped clear the table and then we gathered up our stuff.  I followed Sara down to her car, my arms across my chest, hoping no one would see me.  We managed to make it in the darkness.  Mistress Sara had not allowed me to wear my duster, so I was pretty frozen by the time we got in the car. I sat down, the vibroballs and anal beads still buzzing on full power, my shirt wide open, my breasts hanging out, both nipples clamped.  My neck itched from the bondage collar and I tried to concentrate on things like garbage, dung beetles, horse manure, and mucking out stalls.  Can you tell I was having trouble with my pussy?
 
    
 
   We took off into the night and for the first time I felt relaxed… or as relaxed as I could while trying not to cum.  It was a losing battle. I knew that, and I think so did Sara, because I orgasmed before we got downtown.  Sara clucked her tongue at me and said “you know what to do.” I nodded and opened my bag.  I extracted the alligator clamp.  I didn’t have to pull up my skirt because my clit was clearly visible.  Carefully I set the evil toothed monstrosity over my clitoral hood and let it go.  Pain washed through me and I groaned, moaning, my thighs trembling.  It hurt.
 
    
 
   I didn’t pay attention to where we were going and I only had a passing concept of what the evening’s plan was.  We pulled up in front of a single story building just south of downtown Houston.  It was painted a dark brown and there was just a number on the door.  However, the parking lot was packed.  Cars were everywhere.  Slowly I got out of Sara’s car, and smoothed my skort down.  You could see the little glint of metal from the edge of the alligator clamp sticking out from under the material.  My breasts were still technically covered, though only by the binder clamps.  If I wanted to make an impression, I was certainly going to do that.  
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara came around and fished a black leash out of her purse.  This she clipped to my bondage collar and then I was led forward to the door.  She knocked twice and a large man in a suit answered.  He took one look at us, smiled, and then nodded.  We went in.  The place was mostly red lit with a few fake fichus trees in corners, quite a few tables and chairs, and three stages.
 
    
 
   Two of the stages were currently occupied but only about three quarters of the tables were full.  On the main stage was a girl who was wearing nothing but ankle and wrist cuffs, bound hand and foot and was being covered in hot wax from a dripping candle.  The other stage had a guy dressed in black latex except for his head and his cock, and it was wrapped up in this painful looking black rope… tourniquet?  Anyway, the tip was bright red and he was moaning into a ball gag as a women dressed almost like Sara was tormenting his tip.
 
    
 
   Sara stopped and spoke to a man wearing a shirt and tie and there were a few soft words exchanged.  Then instead of a table, I was taken immediately to the third stage.  I stood there, still aching and burning from the alligator clamp on my clit and the binder clips on my nipples.  Then Sara told me to strip.
 
    
 
   I’ve stripped in front of strangers before, but doing it up on a stage like this was a bit new for me. I felt like an erotic dancer.  I peeled off my latex shirt and dropped it on the floor and then pushed my skort all the way off my body.  Then I put my hands behind my head and spread my legs.  
 
    
 
   There was a bit of commotion when the audience saw my alligator clamp, but it died down soon enough as Sara pulled one of those electrical button boxes out from behind one of the side curtains.  She pressed the button and a pretty quiet electrical motor hummed and a set of chains, complete with hooks, came down from the ceiling.  I tried to look up, but the spotlight on me hurt my eyes and I saw spots.
 
    
 
   The man Sara had spoken too when we came in suddenly appeared holding a metal frame.  It was a single bar with two long axis bars at each tip, and a smaller one in between, a little off center.  It looked like the capital letter I, with a little slash near the middle.  This was laid down on the stage floor directly behind me.  I noticed that the ends of each pole had metal hoops welded to it.  The large center pole was padded with foam.
 
    
 
   Sara ordered me to lie down on top of the frame.  I did so, and found the center padded column seemed to match my spine.  She slid me upward until the little slash was right under my bottom and then she brought out two sets of leather padded cuffs.  These went around my wrists and ankles and then Sara moved my legs and arms outward and clipped the cuffs to the ends of the frame.  In moments I was immobilized, unable to move much more than a few inches with my knees and elbows.  I watched as the hooks above me were lowered even more and then another set was brought forward.  Attached at the same points my hands and feet were, in moments four chains went up to the double set of hooks above me.  Both were connected and pulled taut.  There was this terrible moment when I was lifted up and then I was swaying, tilted slightly downward at the feet, mostly looking up.  
 
    
 
   The winch lifted me up and the whole frame I was on swayed.  I heard the vibroballs and anal bead remotes clattering on the ground and then that noise was silenced too.  I saw Sara with both remotes in hand.  She looped both wires around the frame and gave me a smile.
 
    
 
   My total exposure and now bondage was doing some really interesting things to me.  Like intensifying the sensations of the vibroballs and the anal beads.  A moment later I cried out, “Oh GOD, I’M CUMMING!” loud enough for everyone in the building to hear.  I shook and shuddered on the frame and then laid there, dangling in the air, unable to move as the ripples of orgasmic bliss shot up through my body.  
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes and tried to recover.  My clit and nipples were both still hurting and the buzzing between my legs was just as strong as before.  I was trying to settle myself when I heard two very heavy steps on the stage.
 
    
 
   “That’s right. Just take it off” Sara said out loud.  Before I could even see or do anything I felt some pressure between my legs.  Suddenly the alligator clamp on my clit opened and I let out a full throated scream as the blood rushed back into my crushed clit… Oh GOD THAT HURT!
 
    
 
   It took a few more minutes for my body to stop spasming just from that surge of intense pain.  Of course, it ALSO intensified my need to cum.  I finally opened my eyes and saw someone’s retreating back before they disappeared from my sight.  I blinked again and saw Sara step off the stage and then she was returning with someone else.   Oh my God.  She was letting the audience do it all!
 
    
 
   This time I saw the handsome face of middle aged man with a beard.  He was wearing a loose white shirt and black leather pants.  Sara said something softly too him and he nodded.  I felt his fingers touch my pussy, stroking the petals and the clit, and I hissed as the residual pain from the alligator clamp made me very tender.  The vibroballs were still buzzing away inside me as well.  I’d mention the anal beads too, but to be honest, I barely felt them.  Every sensation was pretty much focused on my clit by this time.
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what was about to happen.  To be honest, I thought he was going to pull the vibroballs out of me, or maybe the anal beads.  But evidently Sara decided those needed to both remain in and on full power.  The stroking changed from discomfort to totally awesome as he played with my most tender parts.  He pulled my lips apart, stroked the inner labia, even went so far to push his thumb gently into me.  It was like ambrosia.  Like getting a drink of water after a hot run, like finally getting to orgasm after a week of denial.  
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes, moaning.  My body was responding, ripening, softening, loosening under the onslaught of soft pleasure, and so I never saw Sara hand him the sap.  At first I thought that I had been electrocuted.  I’ve been zapped before by those violet wands and that’s what I thought had happened when my clit suddenly reported the agonizing pain to my brain.  I squealed, my teeth clenched, my limbs taut and pulling hard on the ankle cuffs and I lifted my head.  The bearded man was standing there and before I could even do anything else, he struck my clit with the sap a second time.
 
    
 
   And I’m not talking soft strokes either.  These were strong, full arm fifty mile an hour smacks with the flat end of a leather rectangle that literally smashed my clit and labia into something resembling a cabbage that had been rolled over by a tractor.  I cried out. I screamed.  I begged.  During one of my outbursts Sara but a ball gag in my mouth, quickly buckling it in.  Later at her place she told me that I didn’t need safe words.  I had already agreed to all of it.
 
    
 
   And so the whipping continued.  I wasn’t bothering to try to count.  Sara said I came on stroke fourteen, and then again on stroke twenty six.  A third orgasm arrived on number 41 and after I had received my fiftieth stroke and was sobbing and shaking and fighting my bonds, she took the sap and snapped it back and forth across my clit with quick little flicks until I stiffened again, my eyes rolling into the back of my head.  Orgasm Four.
 
    
 
   She says I didn’t pass out, but I’m not so sure.  Granted, I just may have been seriously dazed, but when I finally became aware of things again, my head had rolled to the side of the center bar and was hanging backward and I was lying limply on the frame.  Sara was looking down at me, a huge smile on her face.  Then, she grabbed hold of the binder clips on my nipples and roused me to full awareness with a quick half turn twist on both breasts.  I let out another muffled cry but was now terribly aware of what was going on.
 
    
 
   Sara moved back down my body, her gloved hand stroking my thigh, my knee, my calf, and then the soles of my feet.  Suddenly a blue rubber band appeared in her hand and I realized it was one of the ones that I had left in my bag, which I usually wear around my breasts when ordered.  She slid it down my right foot until it was settled in my arch.  I tried to brace myself.
 
    
 
   But she then slid her hand up the inside of my leg instead.  I winced as she touched my inflamed pussy, so red and swollen.  Her latex gloved fingers dipped in, making me groan and tremble as she fished out the vibroballs.  They popped out and actually hurt as they pushed through my bruised petals.  She turned them off and then let them drop.  I heard them clatter on the stage floor.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t keep my head up and let it drop back onto the support beam under me.  I had to concentrate on balancing it to keep it from falling off to the side, which is why I didn’t see Sara go back into the audience, soliciting the next player for our little drama.  
 
    
 
   She choose another dominatrix, a woman I had never seen before, who had beautiful black hair and a very Mediterranean face.  She was like a dark skinned Greek goddess and was wearing this black leather vest with a collar so low it almost came down to her navel.  It was skin tight too, which just made her look sexier than hell.  She was gloveless, her arms and shoulders bare.  The black leather pants exactly matched the vest and her calf boots shined.  
 
    
 
   She didn’t say anything to me besides “ssshhhhhh”.  Then her fingers found my slit.  I whimpered.  I knew whatever was going to happen was going to hurt.  But part of me wanted it so bad.  I was already feeling wrung out.  But then the fingers slowly slid up and down and she seemed to be repeating what the bearded dom had done to me.  I looked at Sara, my eyes pleading, but she ignored me.  Twinges of pain came from between my legs, but these were interspersed with more pleasure and after about ten minutes I was so keyed up, so ready for another orgasm, that had this woman asked for my permission to pussy whip me again, I would have granted it in a heart beat.
 
    
 
   But instead of another whipping, she pushed fingers in to me.  First two, then three, working her way deeper and wider.  I groaned.  Even with the pleasure of the penetration my labia were bruised and ached.  Then there were four fingers in me and the whole hanging frame was rocking from her thrusts and from my thrusting hips.  When her entire hand went inside me I gasped aloud, almost cumming just from that.  She began curling her fingers around inside me, then bent down, her hair falling on my loins, and took my clit in her mouth.
 
    
 
   PAIN!  But not from my clit!  From my right foot!  A sharp sting!  I jerked and looked down at my foot and saw Sara grabbing hold of the rubber band for a second release.  I shook my head but the terrible ache and pleasure from my clit, which was now being rolled around in the other woman’s mouth was too much for me.  The rubber band snapped again and the pain shot up through my leg and went DIRECTLY to my clit.  Four more snaps came and then so did I.  
 
    
 
   I was out of it by this time.  I know that the hand in my cunt was pulled out, and I was forced to suck a few fingers clean.  I remember being lowered to the ground and unbound. I even remember when Sara took off the rubber band and put my fuck me shoe back on.  I still had the anal beads in my ass, still vibrating on full, and still was wearing the painful binder clips on my nipples.  The most relief I felt though, was when the gag was removed. I so hate those things.
 
    
 
   I was led off stage.  By Sara I think, but I don’t remember.  I was deposited on a couch where I just lay there recovering.  A glass of water was given to me and I drank it greedily before collapsing again.  
 
    
 
   About thirty minutes later I realized that Sara was sitting on the end of the couch and that she had a whole cadre of other dommes surrounding her, some with their slaves.  There were two guys, both naked except for cock harnesses and two other girls.  They were both prettier than me.  One was the beautiful little Asian chick who I will not speculate about since she looked so young.  The other was a nice looking blond but who was rather… plump.  She was wearing a breast band and a hip band and some of her was sticking out in… ridiculous ways.  She looked like she knew it too and was not happy. I noticed tear streaks on her cheek and a couple of red marks on her arms and lower back.
 
    
 
   I realized I was still lying down with my feet in Sara’s lap.  My feet!  My god!  How embarrassing!  I struggled to a sitting position and shook out the cobwebs.  My nipples were still crushed in the binder clamps and I realized that the anal beads were still inside me and buzzing lightly, but I ignored those facts and slipped off the couch to kneel, just like the other sex slaves, at my Mistress’s feet.
 
    
 
   “And she isn’t yours permanently?” asked one of the other dominatrixes.  It wasn’t the one who fisted me, but another woman.  Sara shook her head and laid a hand on me with a fond smile, pleased that I had taken my place.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne is a free spirit who I was introduced to about seven months ago.  She says she says she’s a nympho humiliation pain slut.”  
 
    
 
   The dominatrix who asked looked at me.  My eyes were down but I could sense the intensity of the gaze.  “Really?” she asked.  Her next question was directed at me.  “Do you need another pussy whipping, Breanne?”
 
    
 
   I needed another pussy whipping like I needed a hole in my head.  But that was NOT what this mistress wanted to hear.  As a submissive, I know how to answer these kind of questions.  If you want to be abused, you say “Yes Mistress, I need another pussy whipping.  Thank you for asking.”  If you DON’T want to be abused, then you say “If you would like to Mistress.”  
 
    
 
   But I’m not just a submissive.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  And NHPS Rule # 2 states that a NHPS must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture for any one, any where, at any time.
 
    
 
   So I looked up slightly.  “Yes, Mistress. I need another pussy whipping.  Thank you for asking.”
 
    
 
   Even Sara’s eyes widened.  Sara reached out and grabbed me by the throat.  “How dare you insinuate that what I had given to you was insufficient?” she snarled.  She wasn’t actually choking me, but the sudden ferocity of it was enough to scare the hell out of me.  She stood up, pulling me to my feet, then twisted and threw me down onto the couch.  I fell, landing somehow on my back and then Sara threw one leg over me, sitting astride my stomach.
 
    
 
   “Don’t move, slut!” she ordered.  I froze.  She bent down.  My bag had been there at the end of the couch and she extracted my vibroballs from the canvas satchel and totally without consideration for what my poor pussy had just been through, worked both spheres deep into my hole.
 
    
 
   It ached, but it didn’t HURT.  But then she turned the vibroballs back up to full and I gasped with sudden sexual heat.  It wasn’t enough to send me toward orgasm, but it was enough to stoke the fire.  I also felt a bit of energy flood back through me.  Then Sara was pulling me up and deposited me back on the ground.  I fell to my knees and bent down, humbled.  No one said anything.
 
    
 
   “You still have to be punished tonight Breanne.  Don’t forget that.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes Mistress Sara.”
 
    
 
   After a few more minutes of polite conversation, Sara snipped my leash back on to the collar around my neck.  She excused us from the circle of dominatrixes and then I was led off into the sea of tables and people. The only thing that kept me from flushing in total embarrassment was the fact that half the people there were just as naked as me.  Sara went from table to table, saying hello, introducing herself or me.  When we got to a table with either a male slave or dominatrix, she offered my mouth.  
 
    
 
   “My slave needs practice sucking cock.  Can I offer you her services?”  
 
    
 
   Everyone accepted.  Three doms and one dominatrix who had me suck her slave boy.  All of them came in my mouth.  Of COURSE I swallowed.  Are you serious?  I would have been KILLED if I spat it out.  I didn’t get to suck the cock of the bearded dom who had whipped me though.  Mistress Sara was good to her word.  Not a single repeat.    After I had done the rounds of the main floor I was dragged back to the couch.  My arms and legs were sore and tender and my pussy hurt.  My nipples seemed to have gone numb I had been in the binder clamps so long.  Everything on my list for the day had been done.  Well, mostly.  There was still one thing to be done, and I was dreading it most of all.
 
    
 
   Sara fished my clothing out of the bag and tossed me the skort.  I slowly stood up and then pulled the tiny piece of cloth up my body.  I settled it under my hips and hoped my pussy wasn’t THAT visible.  I knew everyone who was sitting down was getting an eyeful though.  Then she handed me my shirt.  I pulled it up my arms and settled it on my shoulders.  
 
    
 
   “Mistress, should I zip it up?” I asked tentatively.  She nodded.
 
    
 
   “As far as it will go.”
 
    
 
   I knew better than to take off the binder clips.
 
    
 
   So with both breasts obscenely displayed, sticking out of the black latex, I was finally dressed.  Sara handed me the bag and then announced that my spanking would take place outside in the parking lot.
 
    
 
   You should have seen the general exodus.  Doms were getting up, people were gathering coats, and I was left standing there in clothing not even fit for a summer’s day!  Sara waited maybe five minutes and then we followed the crowd of about twenty people outside.  
 
    
 
   It was fucking cold.  Freezing cold, and my skin goose bumped immediately.  I started shivering as we walked into the main lot.  Sara handed her keys to someone, who disappeared into the darkness, and then under the one lamp in the lot, she stopped me.
 
    
 
   “Assume the position” she ordered.
 
    
 
   Trembling uncontrollably, I bent over.  I didn’t even need to raise my skort.  The position itself exposed my rear end.  I looked down at the gravel and then Sara was rummaging in my bag.  She pulled out the two weights and handed them to me.
 
    
 
   Uh oh.
 
    
 
   “Um…Mistress?” I started to say.  These were the wrong weights. These were the one pounders.  I used the half pounders.  The full one pound weights on each nipple wouldn’t stay on!  But Sara put a finger on my lips.
 
    
 
   “Quickly, Breanne.  No arguments.”
 
    
 
   Oh shit.
 
    
 
   Already freezing and shaking, I quickly hooked the weights on the binder clips.  Sara was talking to the crowd and then suddenly someone’s hand smacked into my ass.
 
    
 
   “Count them, Slut!” Sara roared.
 
    
 
   “ONE!” I yelled.  The hand hit me again. It was a man’s hand.  “TWO!”  then “THREE!” then “FOUR!” I yelled “five” then “six”, my body rocking with the fast blows.
 
    
 
   And the binder clamps snapped off both breasts and fell to the ground.
 
    
 
   Have you ever had your nipples clamped for almost six hours straight and then had them taken off?  Let me describe the agony you endure.  Take a metal spike and drive it through one of your balls.  At the same time, have a pretty girl like me suck your cock until you are ready to explode.  That’s kind of what it feels like.  (I’m guessing here, so don’t quote me.)
 
    
 
   My hands flew to my breasts as I screamed.  Everyone was a little astonished.  Sara blinked in surprise, and then yanked me upright by the hair.  Someone picked up the clamps and weights and Sara grabbed my hands and moved them away from my breasts.  I let out another cry as the binder clamps went back on, including the weights, and I was bent back over.
 
    
 
   And then I was spanked again. I had lost count but the crowd chanted with me as I stuttered through them.   Around fifteen the binder clamps fell again.
 
    
 
   So we repeated everything.  I screamed.  My hands went to my tits.  I got yanked upright, the clamps and weights were reapplied and then I was bent back over.  My ass started getting hot and I was shifting uncomfortably, even as the heavy weights pulled on my breasts.  I have no idea what number spank the clamps fell off again on, but they fell four more times and each time they were calmly reapplied.  The pain in my rear end slowly approached the agony in my tits and even the buzzing of the vibroballs and the anal beads did NOTHING to change the pain into something easier to bear.  
 
    
 
   I remember when we hit one hundred.  The clamps had just been put back on my tits and I was shaking more from the pain than the cold.  My ass felt like I had just sat down in a fire ant bed, or maybe on a hot stove, but that heat was localized and did nothing to keep the rest of me comfortable.  My nipples felt like I had fed them into a meat grinder.  
 
    
 
   The clamps fell off again at 107.  The crowd was yelling.  Sara herself put them back on me and then the last spank was delivered, a hand blistering, wallop that took my breath away.  
 
    
 
   And then Sara’s coat was being wrapped around me.  It was fur and warm.  I was whirled to face someone and they took the clamps and weights off my nipples.  Fingers probed at my bottom as someone else pulled the anal beads out of my rear end.  Then I felt someone tugging at the wire leading to the vibroballs.  I heard Sara say “No! Leave that in and on high!”
 
    
 
   Someone else tsked… “that’s just cruel.”
 
    
 
   And then I was walked to a car.  A warm car.  A hot car.  I was trembling uncontrollably, even in Sara’s coat and she laid me face down in the back seat.  My ass was still totally exposed and she found the vibroballs remote.  I felt the roar move toward a more sedate purr, but she didn’t turn it off.
 
    
 
   Then she laid a hand on my head.  “Well done, Bre.  Well done.”
 
    
 
   I don’t remember the car ride back to her place.  I think I spent my time crying in the back seat.  Sara helped me up to her apartment where she took me to her bed.  I cried out when my breasts hit the mattress, but she used a couple of pillows under my stomach and upper chest until my weight was not being placed upon my tender nubs.  I remember her slipping my shoes off too.
 
    
 
   She turned the lights down low and got out a bottle of oil.  Then she gave me a massage.  A real, long, bone penetrating, muscle relaxing massage.  It took an hour at least.  She did my feet, my calves, my thighs, my back, my shoulders.  Then she went back down to my blistered butt and oiled that. It hurt, but in a good way, like probing a canker sore with your tongue.  Then she rolled me over and did the same thing to my front, finally finishing with my breasts.
 
    
 
   The vibroballs had remained on too, and the combination of Sara’s touch and the buzzing toy inside me was enough to make me forget the punishment I had endured and so richly deserved.
 
    
 
   I opened my arms and Sara fell into them.
 
    
 
   And we made love.  Soft, quiet, gentle, vanilla love.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sevendaysofsluttines6]Seven Days of Sluttiness: Day 6
 
    
 
   01/13/11
 
    
 
   Well, events finally outpaced my ability to write about them.  I’ve now technically got TWO days worth of sluttiness to write about, Wednesday’s AND Thursday’s, and I’m very very sore.  In fact, I was so out of it on Thursday morning that I showed up at the Frat house in something of a daze.  Granted, the guys snapped me out of it pretty quick… but hey… let’s not get ahead of ourselves, right?
 
    
 
   Wednesday was pretty busy, mostly because I spent a great deal of time writing and also getting distracted by various online friends.  Of course the best was Karen.  She knows why :D!  Anyway, I had a lot to write about.  That whole night out with Sara had been pretty intense, from start to finish and I wanted to make sure I related it appropriately.  So it was after three before I managed to get out of the house and into my truck.  Of course as usual, my bag was packed with the full assortment of what I might need: binder clamps, ½ pound weights, the alligator clamp for my clit, ankle and wrist cuffs, a bit of rope, condoms, Stinging O, the usual.  Okay, so I ADDED the cuffs and the rope.  Sue me.
 
    
 
   Wednesday was also Day 6 of my 7 Days of Sluttiness, a smorgasbord of leveled sexual insanity that Master Barrett said was designed to break me.  Well, it worked. I’m broken.  I have no idea if I will be able to do my first Anniversary Assignment tomorrow.  There are parts of me that hurt that I’m not sure will be sufficiently… recuperated… enough to proceed.  But we’ll see.  Back to Day 6.   Day 6 had every single thing the previous days had required, with one more addition.  Now, I ALSO had to actually fuck 6 guys along with everything else.  Now honestly, it wasn’t so much the sex. I was ALREADY having that much sex.  It wasn’t the QUALITY of the action, but the QUANTITY.  See, in all the other cases I used a new stranger for every single one of my tasks and frequently I screwed them silly in order to get what I needed.  Willing to fist me to orgasm?  Great, but unfortunately I had to “purchase” that with a bit of pussy.  Granted I didn’t mind either.  But now, on top of … let’s see… what… at least five, but more likely nine screwings, I had to do an additional three.  And every single one of them had to be a stranger and none of them could complete TWO of my tasks. 
 
    
 
   That’s a lot of fucking.
 
    
 
   So at three I stuffed my bag and headed out.  My first stop was the usual side of the road right behind my dad’s farm.  It’s a quiet farm to market asphalt two lane road that sees about as much traffic as the moon.  Oh look.  There goes Neil Armstrong!  Hi Neil!  Anyway, again the day was freezing cold.  And when I say freezing, I mean it was about two or three degrees above it.  That meant I changed in the cab again.  
 
    
 
   My cowboy boots went first, followed by my socks.  I then shimmied out of my jeans, tossed them aside, and shifted slightly as the RVP (or Rotating Venus Penis) dug into my crotch.  I was already wearing the anal beads, the wire and remote draped across the seat next to the pink RVP controls.  I pulled off my shirt and sat there naked for a moment, considering things.
 
    
 
   Master Barrett had informed me earlier that morning that I HAD screwed up the whole unauthorized orgasm thing, erroneously concluding that my orgasm with Donald in the car had been an authorized explosion.  I argued my point, but then realized that Master Barrett could pretty much decide things any way he wanted.  I was in the middle of writing out my narrative from Tuesday however, and wearing the binder clamps on my nipples wasn’t exactly conducive to getting that done.  So we did some negotiating and I ended up agreeing to something a little more intense, in order to buy the time I needed to finish writing.
 
    
 
   I have about seven different types of clamps. I’ve got duck billed, rubber tipped, clothespin, chip clip, crushers, bell clamps, Japanese Clovers, and of course, the ones that were currently in my pocket.  I was dreading the whole idea of putting them on.  Connected together with a silver chain, each clamp was nothing more than a set of sharp metal teeth, originally designed to transmit small amounts of electricity.  They were NEVER intended to be applied to the delicate nerve filled nubs of a woman’s breasts.  
 
    
 
   And yet, sitting there, I pulled the clamps out, looked down at my breasts, and gently pinched each clamp open.  I released the tension on the clamps simultaneously, the idea being that enduring the pain all at once was better than enduring one breast at a time for an extended period.  I gasped as the metal teeth sank into my flesh, crushing my nipples but also tearing into each one, the alligator jaws sinking deeply into the skin.  It hurt, oh God it hurt, but I’ve dealt with it before and would do so again.  After a minute the pain changed to a burning throb and I pulled my black dress out of the bag.
 
    
 
   My dress isn’t terribly fancy, but it LOOKS that way.  Sure, it’s a designer knock off, and not really worth all that much, but I look good in it anyway.  Basically it’s nothing more than a sheath that goes from the top of my breasts down to mid-thigh.  It’s even decent.  I could go to the opera in it.  Well… maybe.  Maybe because the sides of the dress, both sides I might add, are decorated by a long series of horizontal slits that reveal the skin underneath from arm pit to thigh.  With this dress you don’t wear a bra.  With this dress, you don’t wear panties.  Why?  Because everyone would KNOW.  You’d be able to actually see them.   Well, at least the parts that wrapped around your body.  I slipped the dress down over my head and wiggled it down until my arms and shoulders were out of it and it rested atop my clamped breasts.  Finally I managed to get the black material down my entire body.  My RVP was mostly concealed, though you could still see the black Velcro straps through the slits on both sides of the dress.
 
    
 
   I reached into the bag, pulled out the bondage collar, and put it on next.  Lastly came the clear “please fuck me” shoes, four inch platforms you only see strippers and whores wearing.  I swear, there must be a whole generation of American men who think that women wear their high heel shoes to bed.  Now fully dressed, but with an immediate need, I put the truck into gear and drove off.
 
    
 
   I admit, I had no clear idea of what to do or where to go. I could hardly call Sara again, and I didn’t want to call Kari.  Kari had already arranged something for me on Thursday, which I was already in debt to her for.  I didn’t want to push things.  Of course, at that particular moment, the only thing I was thinking about was getting the alligator clamps off my nipples.  I drove a little faster than I should have and made it to the mall in about fifteen minutes.  I’m so glad we live that close.  
 
    
 
   While I had brought my duster, I wasn’t permitted to wear it inside due to the requirements of the 7 Days of Sluttiness.  I looked down at my breasts.  The material wasn’t exactly super skin tight, but you could clearly see the outlines of the alligator clamps chewing on my nipples under the dress.   But I hoped some quick movement, the dark color of the dress, and maybe a carefully placed arm might afford me some measure of ordinariness.  
 
    
 
   When I got out of the truck I suddenly realized I had a serious problem.  The wind bit at me through the slits, and to be honest, the whole dress did absolutely nothing to protect me from the elements.  But that wasn’t the problem.  The problem was the remotes to the RVP and the anal beads.  Of course, now that I was out of the truck, I also was required to turn them on, to full.  I activated the anal beads, feeling them start buzzing in my ass and then I thumbed the RVP up to match.  The whole plastic base started shaking, stimulating my clit as well as my pussy.  Then I moved the other slider upward and groaned as the four inch plastic and rubber cock inside me began spinning in addition to shaking.  In seconds I felt the usual rush of orgasmic need slowly building up between my legs and knew I needed to get inside quick.  But where do I put the remotes?  Without a waist band to stick them in, I couldn’t just walk along with the two remotes dragging along the ground!  I tried to stick them in the straps of the RVP, but those were too low and didn’t work.  Finally I coiled the wires, stuck the remotes through a slit in my dress, and let them dangle on my hip.  I’m sure everyone who saw them knew EXACTLY what they were for.
 
    
 
   By this time I was freezing, which admittedly helped me deal with the shooting stabs of pain I was still experiencing from the tips of my breasts.  I grabbed my bag with all the goodies (just in case), and headed into the mall.
 
    
 
   I went in through the sports store like usual, but unlike usual I didn’t make it out.  One quick turn around the place and I had the perfect target already chosen.  He was about twenty or so, a little blond, a little scraggly, but cute in a rugged sort of way.  He was wearing jeans, tee shirt, and a flannel shirt over that.  I also decided that a direct approach, without negotiation, was the way to go, especially considering that the action could be its own reward.
 
    
 
   I walked up to him, weaving my way through the racks of clothing. I’m sure that somewhere a security camera was getting a good look at me.  I’ve actually always wondered about that.  When I walk into a store, do the security guys focus on me because I’m usually dressed inappropriately, or because they think I might steal something?  I’m a slut, not a thief.  Anyway I did my weaving and then walked right up to him.  Before I even spoke I lifted my hands to the top of the dress and pulled the front down, baring both alligator clamped nipples.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, would you mind taking these off?” I asked politely.
 
    
 
   He turned and of course the first thing he saw was tits.  Guys get a little stupid when they see tits.  Try it sometime.  Is a guy talking about politics and boring you to death?  Try showing him some tits.   Is he considering going out with his friends and playing pool and drinking beer?  Try showing him tits.  Hell, chances are he has about a zillion pictures on his computer of them, but even he will agree the real ones are so much better.  Speaking of that let me pass on a little wisdom to you guys out there.  I was recently told that the way to tell if your hard drive is too small, is to see if your porn file takes up more than HALF the available memory.  If it does, your hard drive is too small.
 
    
 
   There… see?  Nympho humiliation pain slut computer tips.  I should start a side line!
 
    
 
   Well, there was an adjustment period while his brain tried to process what was going on.  Of course with a “TITS” impairment affecting his cognitive capabilities, his hands were already up and pinching open the clamps before his brain could ponder some of the questions that would no doubt come later.  Who is this girl? Why is she half naked?  Why are her nipples clamped?  Do those hurt?  Who would clamp her?  Am I going to get some sex?
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Guy thought patterns are pretty easy to anticipate after a TITS impairment.  I hissed as the clamps came off and as soon as they did I quickly covered my breasts back up.  It’s never good to continue screwing with a guy’s mind like that.  Ok… well… sometimes it is.   
 
    
 
   He was still blinking in shock as I held out my hand and he handed my clamps back to me. I gave him a grin, said “thanks!” and then turned tail and headed out of the store.  He just stood there, still stunned.  In hindsight, I probably should have fucked him.  He had a much more intense reaction to my breasts than I was expecting and guys like that are ALWAYS fun to screw with. Uh.. I mean screw.  Just screw.
 
    
 
   So I started walking the mall.  The anal beads and RVP were doing their thing beneath my dress and I was quickly approaching another orgasm.  I walked past the store Julie works at, but she wasn’t there.  A bit later, I stepped into a store, walked right up to the clerk and then announced my impending orgasm.  
 
    
 
   “Oh God! I’m cumming!” I intoned just as I couldn’t handle the stimulation any more.  I exploded with a gasp and a roll of my hips as the college kid manning the desk looked at me in shock.  Her mouth was partially open and she just couldn’t figure out what to do. I handled that for her by leaving the store.
 
    
 
   As I walked the mall I started getting a little… overwhelmed.  It was already four o’clock and I still had six guys to fuck, four cocks to suck, one double penetration, a fisting, an open air public spanking, not to mention a fifty stroke pussy whipping.  The mall was not exactly a good spot to do all of that.  Finally I pulled out my phone.  Who to call? I had already imposed on Kari, Sara, and Julie.  Of course, that’s what friends are for right?  But before I risked my ass calling one of those sadistic mistresses, I called Becca.
 
    
 
   Becca is one of my friends.  We met about two years ago just as I came back to the farm and we hit it off.  Turned out that she was pretty attracted to me.  She’s a hardcore lesbian. No guys allowed, ever.  But while she was attracted to me and felt I would fulfill her needs nicely, she’s also vanilla.  Totally one hundred percent vanilla, without a domineering bone in her body.  We realized that while we can be friends, even close friends, even REALLY close friends, with benefits, we would never be more than that.  I get uppity without a firm hand to spank me into submission.
 
    
 
   That said Becca is also one of my regular backups. I will call her, tell her what sexual insanity I’m about to do, where I am, who I’m with and that sort of thing.  Becca has sort of become something of an anchor for me. I know she’s always there with a soft touch, a warm heart, a willing smile, and will comfort me, come for me, and always love me.  She’s soft spoken, mild mannered, always willing to help.  She’s well rounded, with really really long brownish blond hair.  She’d be perfect if she were willing to whip me on occasion.
 
    
 
   AS it was she was at work and answered the phone on the first ring.  I told her where I was, what I was doing, and voiced my concerns.
 
    
 
   “Well, what do you expect me to do about it?” Becca demanded.  “I’m certainly not going to take you to the Cave”.  She was referencing the club Sara had taken me too the previous evening.  “Hell, I don’t even know where it is!”
 
    
 
   I vented some more frustration while ignoring a few eye-fucks.  Then Becca paused.
 
    
 
   “Uh.. just a moment, Bre.  I’ve got a possibility.”
 
    
 
   I waited.  I could hear the keyboard clicking.
 
    
 
   “I got an invitation via Facebook to Scott Kittley’s place to watch the game.  Evidently he’s having a party tonight.  It’s a BYOB thing.”
 
    
 
   “Bring Your Own Breanne?” I asked playfully.  Becca made a rude noise, which told me just how annoyed she was with me.  
 
    
 
   “Give me a moment. I’m not really friends with him because he keeps trying to come on to me, despite me making it clear he’s the wrong gender.  Let me see if I can’t set you up.”
 
    
 
   “Okay.  Call me.”
 
    
 
   I hung up and proceeded down the mall.  About fifteen minutes later my phone rang and when I answered there was a strange male voice on the end.  
 
    
 
   “Hi, is this Breanne?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I answered cautiously.  “Who is this?”
 
    
 
   “Name’s Scott. I work with Becca,” he said.
 
    
 
   Oh.  Cool.   She gave him my number?   “Um… yeah.”
 
    
 
   “Becca said that you were looking to party tonight and needed someone to hang with.  We’re going to be watching the Rockets beat the Thunder if you’re hip to that.”
 
    
 
   “How many guys are coming?” I asked.  This was important.
 
    
 
   “Uh… not sure yet.  Probably four or five plus me.  Why?”   
 
    
 
   Why indeed!  “If you can get at least two more I’ll come and make sure you are the most popular party thrower ever.”
 
    
 
   There was this laugh.  “Really?  Whatcha going to do, strip?”
 
    
 
   “Sure” I replied nonchalantly, “Plus more.”
 
    
 
   Silence.  Shocked him. You’d think I’d have shown him my tits.
 
    
 
   “So where’s the party?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “My place” he replied, recovering his wits.  He probably thought I had been joking.
 
    
 
   “I’ll need more than ‘my place’, Scott.” I berated him.
 
    
 
   So Scott gave me his address and told me that the party started around 6pm and the game started at 7:30pm.  Like I cared about that.
 
    
 
   Ok, let me make this clear. I’m not a basketball girl. I don’t care about basketball. I don’t enjoy WATCHING basketball, and most of all I don’t care who WINS basketball.  It’s just a bunch of tall sweaty guys throwing an orange ball into a basket with the bottom cut out.  What’s so cool about that?
 
    
 
   I prefer hockey and football. I don’t know much about the sports, but at least I find them fun to watch.
 
    
 
   I checked the clock on the phone and realized that if I was going to make to Scott’s place at a reasonable time, I needed to leave, so I turned around and headed out of the mall. I managed to have another orgasm right before I got to the sports store and once again I ducked into a shop and announced my explosion to the appropriate people who stared at me in shock.  Then after I had recovered and took a deep breath, I went out to my truck.  Everything got turned off, so driving was no problem and actually a lot easier now that I didn’t have the two alligator clamps on my breasts.
 
    
 
   I followed Scott’s directions and ended up pulling into a decent looking apartment complex.  It wasn’t as upscale as Kari’s, not even close, but it wasn’t bad.  I probably could have afforded the rent.  I found a non-assigned parking space.  I had made better time than I had expected, and the complex was easier to find, so I was a good fifteen minutes early.  I decided to go up and introduce myself.  
 
    
 
   I, as expected, turned on both the anal beads and the RVP.  Yes.  To Full.  Which almost immediately sent me into the steady and quick climb toward climax.  It’s the spinner function. I can handle the vibrations, but having a cock inside me actually spinning is just… intense.  I’m getting better at handling it though.  There was a time right after I got the Rotating Venus Penis that I would cum literally within five minutes.  Now I can last fifteen, sometimes twenty, even on high power.  Hmmm… I’m not so sure that’s a good thing.  Maybe we’ve over done it on the high power thing.  Maybe we should have kept everything on medium and then kept high power reserved for things like when I’m standing in line at the movie theater, or getting gas, or something like that.  I may talk to a few people about that!
 
    
 
   Anyway, I marched myself up to Scott’s apartment and knocked.  It took a moment, but the door opened shortly and a nice looking guy, just a few years younger than me, opened it.
 
    
 
   And his eyeballs fell out of his head, hit the floor, and rolled next to my fuck me shoes.  
 
    
 
   “Holy Shit!”
 
    
 
   I gave him a mildly disapproving but slightly naughty look.  “No.  I’m Breanne” I said with a little turn of my head.
 
    
 
   “Uh… Scott.”  
 
    
 
   I grinned.  “I figured.  So can I come in?”
 
    
 
   He blinked.  “Uh… sure!  Sure!  Come in! Please!”  He stepped out of the doorway and let me into the apartment.
 
    
 
   First of all, the living room was dominated by a huge 56” flat panel television with all the assorted hardware that goes with it.  There were speakers mounted all around the room and one of those huge corner couches that seats six or seven people and you sink into.  There was also an easy chair.  No plants, but I hadn’t really expected that.  It looked like he had at least made the attempt to clean up.  The place still needed dusting, but at least there weren’t piles of plates, dirty glasses, and beer bottles lying around.  
 
 
   There was some music playing, something R&B, which really didn’t suit me, but hey… it wasn’t MY party.  Besides, I figured they’d turn off the music as soon as the game got started.  Or when I did.
 
    
 
   “Um…” Scott said again.  He seemed to need to start every sentence like that.  “What are those?” he asked, pointing to the two controllers hanging out of one of the slits of my dress.
 
    
 
   I turned, flashing him one of my million watt please fuck me smiles.  “Oh these?” I asked girlishly, gushing a little.  I grabbed the pink one.  “Well this one goes to the vibrator in my pussy.” I dropped the RVP controller and picked up the black anal bead remote.  “And this one goes to the beads in my ass.”  I gave him a wink.  “I wanted to make sure I was ready for you and your friends.”
 
    
 
   Scott’s face was almost purple in shock.  Maybe I laid it on a little thick.  Then suspicion crossed his face.
 
    
 
   “You’re not a prostitute, are you?”
 
    
 
   I feigned a hurt expression, shook my head and then smiled again.  “No.  Just a nympho humiliation pain slut, and if I get cock in both my pussy and ass at the same time tonight at some point, I’ll be a very happy slut.”
 
    
 
   Wow.  You’d think I had shown him my tits.  He was exhibiting all of the signs of TITS Impairment.  He just stood there.
 
    
 
   I looked around.  “So, would you like me to answer the door naked?  Or do you want me to play it cool, sexy, and flirty, until everyone gets here?”
 
    
 
   I guess that was a dumb question, because even with his simulated TITS impairment, he selected the “answer the door naked” option.
 
    
 
   I grinned.  And stripped right there, right then.  I’m glad Scott was young because I would have been worried about needing to perform CPR had be been a bit older.  I stripped down to nothing but my shoes and bondage collar, along with the buzzing RVP which was now CLEARLY moving against my mostly concealed slit.  He eyed my chest and was almost salivating.
 
    
 
   “Do you want me to keep these in?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, whatever you want” he replied.  
 
    
 
   “Well, to be honest, the anal beads were sort of a punishment. I orgasmed when I wasn’t allowed to.”
 
    
 
   He quirked an eyebrow.  “You aren’t allowed to orgasm?”
 
    
 
   “Only under certain conditions” I said.
 
    
 
   “And they are?”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes, but not at Scott.  I favored him with a friendly smile.  “Complicated.  There are all sorts of rules that a nympho humiliation pain slut has to follow.”
 
    
 
   “A nympho humiliation pain slut?  You mean like, you want it to hurt?” I could tell Scott could barely believe his eyes.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “It’s like an aphrodisiac.  If I’m already turned on, then making it hurt just makes me cum harder.”
 
    
 
   He swallowed.  “I see.  Are they on?” he asked nodding toward my pussy.  I grinned.
 
    
 
   “Of course.  NHPS Rule #1 says that I have to stay stuffed with either cock or a toy, so that I’m always ready.”  Then I pointed at my crotch.  “I’ll just leave these in for right now.”  Then I looped the remote wires up and slipped the controls through one of the straps holding the RVP in place.  
 
    
 
   Scott was still standing there, stunned.  I took a step closer.  “You want to touch, don’t you.  To see if I’m real.”  I stepped closer.  I reached out, grabbed his hand and put it on my breast.  I rubbed his palm across my nipple.  “See?  Very very real” I whispered, and then pressed myself up against him, kissing him.
 
    
 
   His hands were all over me then and the breathing got a little heavy.  I was about to go to my knees to give him a blowjob when there was a loud knock on the door.  I quickly broke our embrace and said “I’ll get it!” with a grin.  Scott barely could stand and was still to stunned.  I moved around him, walked to the door and opened it, with me clearly standing right in view.
 
    
 
   “Holy Shit!”
 
    
 
   It was like I was wearing a name tag or something.  The guy standing in front of me was fairly cute and wearing a Rockets tee shirt and blue jeans.  He was carrying two cases of beer and he was already suffering from TITS impairment.  I shook my head.  “No. I’m Breanne.  Come on in!”
 
    
 
   He stumbled into the apartment and there was a moment’s awkwardness as Scott introduced me as a friend of a friend from work.  I’m sure Becca will never forgive me for this, but hey, that’s what friends are for, right?  I shook Billy’s hand, grabbed the beer and took it to the kitchen.  I could hear the conversation, though they tried to keep it low.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck, Scott?”
 
    
 
   “She says she’s a slut.”
 
    
 
   “I can see that!  So what, do we all get to fuck her?”
 
    
 
   “I think so.  She just showed up and fucking stripped! I couldn’t fucking believe it!”
 
    
 
   “What are those things she’s wearing?”
 
    
 
   “Sex toys.  Like vibrators and shit.  She’s got one up her ass too!”
 
    
 
   “Damn.  I’ve always heard of girls like that, but… shit!”
 
    
 
   “She told me she wanted cock in her ass and pussy at the same time.  And she likes it to hurt.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah.”
 
    
 
   Okay, so that was probably a good rendition of the conversation.  I heard it about four more times too.  Especially since after I put the beer in the fridge I made it clear that I expected to fuck every single one of them as well as give out blowjobs.  I even got out my extra large economy size box of condoms.  That convinced everyone.  
 
    
 
   I answered the door again and again, picking up eyeballs of the cement.  By the time six thirty rolled around there were eight guys there and I had already blown two to climax, had both remotes played with, my breasts sucked and tongued, and a few playful spanks that I encouraged.  
 
    
 
   Scott was a pretty good host.  He made chili, nachos, and baked up some pizza rolls as well as put out chips and pretzels.  I ate a little, but mostly moved from one guy to another.  At one point I lay down across three guys sitting on the couch and just let them touch me.  
 
    
 
   That first hour, I didn’t get too deep into anything.  No screwing or stuff like that.  Granted, everyone got really astonished when, through the course of what was happening and the RVP (which was being screwed with at the time.  A guy named Dominic was fucking with the controls) I came in an earth shattering cry.  They all watched and laughed as I came, but then I told them I wasn’t allowed to cum and I had to be punished.  That got them all quiet as I went to my bag, grabbed the binder clips, and brought them over to Dominic.
 
    
 
   “You have to put these on my tits now.”
 
    
 
   Yeah.  They ALL liked that.  I was shaking and it was still forty minutes before the game so I turned to the group and said.  “I want cock in my ass and pussy at the same time.  Who is up for a double fuck?”
 
    
 
   Now you need to understand, this was a brilliant move on my part.  Guys are naturally, for the most part, homophobic.  So making sure they were all horny first, all wanting it, I immediately got two volunteers.  That’s what I needed.  I stood up and started to lead them to the back bedroom when there was the riotous protestation and the rest of the team suggested, en masse, that we do the nasty right there.  Before I could say anything the coffee table including its mass of beer bottles, cans, nachos, and chips were moved off to the side and my two volunteers were doing the hunk dance while removing (partially of course) their clothing.
 
    
 
   I took off my RVP and presented my ass to one of the other guys, who generously took out the anal beads. I left the binder clamps on my nipples.  Dave was on the floor and I got him going by giving him a little suck and putting the condom on his cock with my mouth.  Then I straddled him, sliding that thick meat up inside me.  It felt incredible.  Then I twisted, grabbed Mike, wrapped my lips around him and then after a moment, got HIS condom on.  
 
    
 
   Then Mike moved behind me, knelt down with his legs outside of Dave’s and then started probing my rear end.  Once he got the tip in the rest was nothing but a quick push and I groaned.
 
    
 
   You know, I’ve always wanted to ask this, but never had the guts.  Do guys FEEL the other guy’s cock moving in a girl when they double fuck her?  I was just wondering.  I mean I can feel both cocks and the wall between the pussy and the bottom isn’t exactly made of brick.  We settled down into a decent rhythm with the rest of the guys cheering us on.
 
    
 
   Since I was already pretty charged I came first, which is a nice change from most girl guy sex.  Unless of course your guy is really considerate.  Mike came seconds afterward and I felt his cock shudder in my bottom.  Then Dave came and there were cheers all around.  I felt pretty good considering.  This was the first time I’d ever had sex with a cheerleading squad or a fan club offering not only congratulations but making suggestions.
 
    
 
   After I was emptied I moved to the kitchen and used a few paper towels to get wiped up.  Then I went back to the couch and sat down between two of the guys I had not yet done anything with other than some touching.  They made room for me, but when I then spread my legs into the splits and stretched them across their thighs, it wasn’t long before one was mauling my breasts while another finger fucked me.
 
    
 
   I was in sexual nirvana.  Constant sexual attention, fingers inside me, wriggling, pushing, touching, wanting to make me cum.  The binder clamps were a particular fetish for the guys and I was constantly getting asked questions about them.  Did they hurt?  Why did I like wearing them?  Did I want to take them off?  That sort of thing.
 
    
 
   Of course my answer to taking them off was “after my spanking”, which created quite a stir and created a few more questions.  I closed my legs, leaned over two laps, put my hand on the questioner’s hard bulge in his pants and said, “At halftime we’ll go out on the balcony, I’ll put weights on the clamps, and you can spank me three dozen swats.  How about that?”
 
    
 
   There was stunned silence and then more laughter and comments making fun of the guy.  I stayed like I was, stretched across two laps while the guy at my bottom started rubbing my ass and lightly spanking it.  The middle guy was flicking the binder clamp on my left breast, which was the only one he could reach, so I immediately unzipped the third guy’s pants and started sucking cock.
 
    
 
   I admit I lost track of things pretty quick.  I sucked everyone’s cock, multiple times, and I also fucked everyone there.  The party started off with nine guys including Scott but by the end of the game there were twelve.  Or thirteen.  I got a little buzzed.  The insisted I drink something.    Not drunk per se… but… buzzed.  You know.  Anyway the game finally started and I was passed around like a party favor.  One at a time I began screwing guys and most were willing to provide a show.  Only two or three wanted me in the back room and they were teased relentlessly for it.  At one point some guy spilled chili on me and the other guys made him lick it off me.  
 
    
 
   Halftime came and during the commercials I grabbed the guy I had indicated earlier.  I dragged him forward with the other guys hooting and hollering and handed him my leather sap.  I had the two weights in my hands as well and before I opened the glass door of the balcony I set them on my breasts.  Then I slid the door open and yelped as the cold hit me.  
 
    
 
   I bent over and presented my ass.  “Quickly please! It’s freezing out here!” I begged.  My spanker was a little drunk, but he managed to get most of the strokes delivered fast and hard.  It actually wasn’t that bad.  No where near as bad as what I had to endure the previous night with Sara.  Plus the sap didn’t really deliver that bad a spank.  Sure, it’s brutal on the pussy, but not to tough on the rear.  So now cold except for my butt, we went back into the living room and I showed everyone the little red marks.  A number of them said they could have done better and hinted they would like me to repeat the spanking, but I giggled, weaseled my way out of it and went back to fucking, sucking, and laughing.
 
    
 
   Somewhere around the third quarter I dared one of the guys to fist me.  It wasn’t Scott or Dave or Mike, or the guy who spanked me, but I forget what his name was.  Carl or something like that.  Anyway, Carl put me on the floor, had two of the others hold my legs open and then proceeded to ram, not push, not place, his fist into me.  OMG.  It hurt, but it also felt so good, especially since I had been played with for twenty or thirty minutes.  Do you have any idea how sexually excited you can get from having a dozen men all fondling your clit?
 
    
 
   I exploded of course, which was the climax of the entire fisting episode and Carl got a bunch of cheers and pats on the back, along with a few “that’s the way to handle her!”  Then I was lifted up and deposited on another cock, this time on the easy chair.
 
    
 
   And so it went.  It was like playing musical cocks.  One guy would cum and I’d be lifted off and moved to another one.  Every once in a while someone would stick their dick up to my mouth and I would obediently suck.  
 
    
 
   By the time the game was near completion there was really only one more thing to do.  I hadn’t bothered keeping track of anything other than who pulled the anal beads out, who had DP’d me, who had removed the binder clamps, and who spanked me.  Things had also gotten tense because of the game score.  For just a little while, I was no longer the center of attention.  
 
    
 
   It was getting late and I had spent the majority of the evening either on top of someone or on the floor, or laid out across three laps at the same time.  Evidently guys LIKE watching a basketball (and probably even a football) game when there is a totally naked girl stretched across them.  I just really really hope that no one reached for the chips after dipping their fingers in me.
 
    
 
   The Rockets lost and despite the disappointment, everyone still seemed to have had a good time.  I was sore, mostly from having had the daylights screwed out of me, but my jaw was sore too.  I had sucked cock for practically three hours straight and that tends to take a bit out of a girl.  Of course it was nothing compared to Thursday, but I’ll get to that in a moment.
 
    
 
   Finally Scott told everyone to leave and I turned down half a dozen invitations to accompany various guests back to their places.  I ALSO was asked if I was coming back for Scott’s Super Bowl Party.  Unfortunately, I had to tell them I had other plans.
 
    
 
   What?  Well, I do.  I had to agree to be available for Kari’s Super Bowl Party.  She’s hosting one at her work.  Besides, knowing Kari, it will be twice as torturous as the little party I had just crashed.  
 
    
 
   When it was just Scott and me, I turned toward my host.  “Thanks for letting me crash your party.”
 
    
 
   He shook his head.  “I don’t really get you.” 
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Where’s your computer?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He led me to the bedroom.  We had already fucked in there and the sheets were still a bit rumpled.  I sat down at the keyboard and quickly typed.
 
    
 
   “Michael Alexander Stories?” he asked.  I nodded, then brought up the 7 Days of Sluttiness.  He read about it.
 
    
 
   “So this was all some sort of assignment?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   “Exactly.”
 
    
 
   “And your going to write about it?”  
 
    
 
   “That’s what I do.”
 
    
 
   “Uh…”
 
    
 
   I laughed.  “Don’t worry. I change everyone’s names and I won’t put your apartment number or address in the post.”
 
    
 
   He grinned. “Okay. I just… well…” his voice trailed off.  Then he looked back at the screen again.
 
    
 
   “Um… did you do all this?” he asked, trailing a finger down his monitor.  I couldn’t help blushing.  Sometimes, even when you’re fully nude, standing there in nothing but a bondage collar and fuck me heels, you can still feel embarrassed.  
 
    
 
   “Well, there was one more item on the list but I didn’t feel comfortable asking anyone to do it.”
 
    
 
   “Fifty swats?” he was a little incredulous.
 
    
 
   I looked him in the eye.  “Think you can handle it?” I asked him.
 
    
 
   Then he nodded.
 
    
 
   I left the bedroom, went straight to my bag and got a few things.  The first item was the sap, but I also got the rope and my ankle and wrist cuffs.  I brought them back into the bedroom.
 
    
 
   “Your going to have to tie my legs open, okay?” I told him.  He accepted the rope, a rather mixed look in his eye.  I had sat down on the bed to put on the ankle cuffs, but I scooted forward and laid a hand on his arm.  “Look, you don’t have to do this.  The guy who assigned this task to me said that I could go to a friend of mine and let her pussy whip me if things didn’t work out for me tonight.”
 
    
 
   He gave me a weird look.  “Has she whipped you before?” he asked.  I grinned. “Lots.  And she’s really cruel too.  She WANTS it to hurt.”
 
    
 
   “So if I do it, it won’t be as bad.”
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “It has to be real, Scott.  I need you to really hit me, hard.  If you can’t do that, I’m out of here.”
 
    
 
   I stared him down but he nodded.  I gave him a smile.  “Look, I’ve done this before.  Trust me.  I’m still horny.  And don’t be surprised if I orgasm while you’re whipping me.”
 
    
 
   “Seriously?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes.  Seriously.”  I finished putting the ankle cuffs on.  I held out my wrists.  Scott put down the sap and quickly buckled the little foam and Velcro cuffs together.
 
    
 
   Now before any of you start nailing me about security, you need to know that I had gotten to know Scott pretty well over the last four hours.  Intimately, in fact.  I wasn’t too worried about anything bad happening.  But the wrist and ankle cuffs were from Spencer’s Gifts and I could get out of them in about three seconds flat if I really needed too.  It was more a psychological thing.  Well, at least for my hands.
 
    
 
   I lay back on the bed and Scott ran the rope through the metal D link on my right ankle cuff.  The rope went around the footboard of the bed, under the leg and then down to the other corner.  As he pulled my right leg outward I raised my hands above my head and waited.  Then the rope went through the cuff on my left leg.  He pulled and my ankles spread.  I slid down slightly and looked at him.
 
    
 
   “Um… do I need to gag you or anything?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to hit me hard enough for me to need one?” I countered.
 
    
 
   He swallowed, then went to his bureau.  He got out a tie, hopefully an old one, then began wrapping it around my head.  The large end was stuck into my mouth and he tightened it merely by sticking the loose end into one of the wraps.  It wasn’t neat, but it was effective, at least for the short term.  It also beat the hell out of a ball gag!
 
    
 
   Then we were both ready.  He touched me first, stroking my pussy, exciting me.  He played with my clit, making it swell, getting me worked up, wanting, desperate.  And then he lifted the sap.
 
    
 
   I’ve been hit harder.  But I’ve also been hit softer.  It wasn’t as brutal as what that dom did to me at The Cave” the previous night, and it was nowhere near as bad as some of the pussy whippings I used to get from Kari.  I’d leave a plate out in the sink, rinsed for god’s sake, with the dishwasher RUNNING, and she’d find it and order me onto my back and to spread my legs for a whipping.  Do you have any idea what that is like?  No foreplay, no workup, just “Oh, by the way, you fucked up.  Get on your back and present your slit because I’m going to beat you.”  Sure, I’m usually wet, even without following NHPS Rule #1, but I’m not always KEYED up for sex.  And a harsh pussy whipping without being keyed up is just not fun.
 
    
 
   I counted them as he struck me.  Not out loud, but in my head.  It got harder as we hit the twenties and I could tell he was softening his blows.  I lifted my head, glared at him and he brought the leather sap down on my slit with some serious force.  Over and over he smacked me and the heat from the strokes and stinging pain was doing some seriously heavy things to my libido.  At about thirty I came, stiffening and stretching and curling my toes as my body couldn’t handle it anymore.  Unfortunately Scott stopped while I was cumming, otherwise it just would have kept going.  He moved to ungag me and violently shook my head.
 
    
 
   “You want me to keep hitting you?” he asked.  I nodded.  We still had twenty to go.
 
    
 
   He took a deep breath, but obviously my orgasm had made him more comfortable with what was happening.  Then he went back between my legs and slammed the sap into my pussy.  I squealed into the gag, bucking, my hips thrusting as the next few strokes started fires within me.  I could feel the next orgasm coming and Scott picked up the pace, swinging the sap with hard fast blows.  Each impact sent shockwaves through my pussy and up my spine and to the tips of my breasts.  I was almost there, almost ready to pop again, so close, when Scott put down the sap.
 
    
 
   I moaned and he came around the bed and removed the tie gag.
 
    
 
   “NO! DON’T STOP! EITHER HIT ME MORE UNTIL I CUM OR FUCK ME NOW!” I demanded.
 
    
 
   In seconds his jeans were on the floor and he was pushing a condom onto his cock.  He kneeled between my tied open legs and rammed himself deep.  The thrusts shook me and I brought my hands down to wrap around his neck, wanting to pull my legs free to wrap around him too and we screwed and screwed and fucked until finally I cried out, gritting my teeth, the tension too much, the heat to terrible, and I squeezed him tightly against me, loving the scent of him, the feel of him, the heat of him, the thick rod inside me, and even the whipping I had just endured.  
 
    
 
   And I came.
 
    
 
   When I awoke I was no longer tied to the bed.  My gear was stacked on the side table and I was curled under the blanket next to a pretty decent guy.  He murmured something in his sleep.  Slowly, I got out of bed, grabbed my stuff and went out to the kitchen.   It didn’t take long to pack things up.  I found the RVP under the couch and stepped into it, slipping it up into my still wet pussy.  I grabbed my dress and pulled it down over my head.  Then with a sigh, I turned the remote on.  
 
    
 
   Even at full power the RVP wasn’t enough to reignite the passion I had felt an hour before. I looked at the clock.  Eleven pm.  I was tired.  I was sore.  I was feeling a slight nausea from the beer.  I slipped the bag over my shoulder, tucked the RVP remote in it, and quietly left.
 
    
 
   I still have so much more to tell!  Granted, nothing else happened that night.  I went straight home, collapsed into bed, and didn’t exactly feel all that great the next morning.  But this is a convenient stopping point and it does end Day 6.  I’ve spent most of the morning writing!  Can you believe it?  But don’t worry.  The story isn’t over.
 
    
 
   I’ll post what happened on Day 7 just as soon as I can!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: anotefrommichael][bookmark: _A_Note_From]A Note From Michael Alexander: Breanne's Anniversary Vote
 
   Breanne has asked me to clarify the voting results procedure. Evidently she's been getting a few emails concerning the subject. The vote is to determine which two assignments Breanne will do. HOWEVER if there is a tie for the first or second place slots, than all of the assignments that rank within the top two slots are required to be completed. As the standings show right now, we have three top contenders and one that's catching up. If, for example, Master Brandon's "Barter” ties for first with Mistress Kari's "Riding the Horse", then both of these assignments have to be completed, PLUS whichever assignment or assignments come in second place. If, for example Mistress Ellen's were to tie with Mistress Sara's "Tied and Caned" for second place, then Breanne would have to complete all FOUR assignments.

I hope this clears up any confusion. Please feel free to post any questions in the comments section and I will attempt to answer them. 
 
    
 
   - Michael Alexander
 
    
 
   Anniversary Poll Results!
 
    
 
   As many of you can see, The Anniversary Assignment Poll is now closed. As many of Breanne's fans intended, there was a three way tie between Mistress Ellen's Doghouse, Master Brandon's Barter, and Mistress Kari's Riding the Horse. Since all three of these assignments won first place, Breanne must do all of them PLUS the second place assignment. That honor went to Mistress Sara's Bound and Caned.

Breanne has been notified of the results of the poll and upon the conclusion of her Seven Days of Sluttiness she will begin to do the Anniversary Assignments over the course of the next month. Due to the "intensity" of the assignments, she will attempt to complete one per week. Breanne has the right to decide which assignment she will complete first and in what order.

There has been some commentary that Breanne should just do them all. To that end, I'm posting a new poll in which her fans may wish to express their desires.

Yours Faithfully,

Michael Alexander
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sevendaysofsluttines7]Seven Days Of Sluttiness Day #7
 
    
 
   01/14/11 -   Part One
 
    
 
   Thursday morning I didn’t get up out of bed.  I rolled over and looked at the alarm clock which announced quite plainly that it was time to get up and go feed the animals.  The alarm clock is lucky I don’t sleep with a loaded gun next to me.  Instead I settled for bitch slapping the damn thing and rolling back over.  The pigs and horses wouldn’t die if they didn’t get fed EXACTLY at 5:30am.  Why the hell did farmers ever get up at the crack of dawn in the first place?  Shit.
 
    
 
   I felt awful.  I had more beer than I thought I had and I was feeling just a tad bit under the weather.  I ached too.  Even my pussy was sore, though that was really no surprise.  The previous evening I had spent around five hours fooling around with about a dozen guys doing a whole litany of naughty slutty things.  I had even fallen asleep after a fifty stroke pussy whipping and one of the best screws of my life.  My legs had been tied to the bed frame and my wrists bound together.  Let’s just say that my big O at that point was pretty big.
 
    
 
   But boy did I NOT want to get out of bed.  Parts of me ached that weren’t related to sex.  I felt lethargic.  My brain was sluggish.  My muscles ached and hurt.  What I really wanted was to stay in bed for another 24 hours and try to find someone to come and give me a full, non-sexual body massage.  That and about a thousand milligrams of ibuprofen. 
 
    
 
   I rolled over onto my stomach and closed my eyes.  I had removed the RVP when I had arrived home, after enduring (and yes it was awful) the powerful rotation and buzzing as I had crept into the house and up the stairs.  Once in my room I decided the day was over, got out of the RVP and took a shower.  I needed it.  Afterward though I knew I needed to obey NHPS Rule #1, so I selected my vibroballs, slipped them, kept them OFF, and went to sleep wearing nothing but my nightgown. 
 
    
 
   I knew I needed to get up, so I needed motivation.  I wriggled my hand around until I finally found the vibroballs remote.  I thumbed it to its lowest setting.  I settled back down, half awake, half asleep, feeling the pleasurable vibrations emanating from my nether regions when I suddenly remembered (and I have no idea how) that I was supposed to have whatever was inside me on full power.  I groaned, reached back down, and jacked up the slide until the vibroballs were roaring inside me.  I was still sensitive, but it wasn’t painful.  I tried to sleep some more, but it just wasn’t happening.  I was also a little worried about cumming.  I wasn’t near someone whom I could just casually announce “Oh, by the way, I’m cumming!” so before I let myself sink into the early morning pleasure of a vibrator induced orgasm, I hauled myself out of bed. 
 
    
 
   The rules for the day stated that I needed to be wearing the RVP, which was not something to make me happy.  Oh, I can handle the rumbling of the vibrator, but the damn thing spins inside you too, which I can NOT handle.   I knew I’d be cumming at least once before getting the chores done, if not twice, thanks to letting my engine rev so much first.  I tugged out the vibroballs, cleaned them off, and then put on (and in) the RVP.  As soon as it was strapped on, I turned it all on and up, bracing myself as the four inch simulated cock not only shook, but spun inside me.  Yeah, let’s see a real guy do that. 
 
    
 
   I tugged my jeans on next. No panties. I wasn’t allowed.  And you know what?  Jeans aren’t exactly that comfortable when you’re going commando.  Still aching, hurting, and mentally impaired, I managed to button my shirt up over my bare breasts.  I could see red marks by each nipple, clear indications that either the binder clips or the alligator clamps had done damage.  They were sore too.
 
    
 
   I ignored the change of angles inside me when I sat down to pull on my socks, and then grunted as I padded downstairs, grabbed my duster, and shoved my feet into my boots.
 
    
 
   It was fucking cold outside.  Freezing actually.  I went back inside and grabbed a hat.  Yes, a cowboy hat, deal with it.  I AM a cowgirl you know. I ride horses, we own cows, I work on a farm?  You know?  Anyway I marched out through the cold to the barn and started my chores. 
 
    
 
   The cold helped, as did mucking out stalls.  We had most of the animals in the barn except for the goats, who had their own shelter in the back. I checked the heater, broke some ice on a few troughs, and then shuddered my way through my first orgasm of the day between feeding the pigs and feeding the horses.  I hadn’t brought out the anal beads, so I finished up, a little more motivated, and finally went back inside about forty minutes later. 
 
    
 
   I marched upstairs to my room, tugged down my jeans, grabbed the Stinging O from my bag and just squirted a bit onto my finger.  Then I lubricated my ass.  It took me a few minutes to get the beads in, and it was NOT a pleasant experience.  Sure, I’d spent the whole week practically stuffed with them, but that didn’t mean I LIKED it.  Finally finished and with the damn things on again, I went downstairs and got my first break.  Family was up.  I turned off the vibrators, collapsed in a chair, and put my head down on my arms.
 
    
 
   My mom was sympathetic.  Dad was not.  He eyed me a couple of times and then finally asked “How much did you drink last night?”
 
    
 
   “Honey, don’t badger her.  She’s a grown woman,” my mom said.
 
    
 
   “She drove herself home last night too,” he stated.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I wasn’t drunk.  Sure, I got a bit buzzed, but I seriously doubt I was over the legal limit.  I usually don’t drink at all.  I’m not a beer girl.  Don’t care for it very much.  And alcohol and sex usually don’t go that well together, at least not the kind of sex I have.  To be honest, I was more sore from the sexual gymnastics tournament I had just competed in, but I could hardly admit to my father that I had screwed twelve guys the previous night, three of them twice with two of them at the same time, along with standing buck naked on an apartment balcony, with clamps and weights on my tits while getting a spanking.  And I certainly wasn’t going to tell him about how before screwing my brains out, the party host took a leather paddle to my pussy after tying my legs apart. 
 
    
 
   There are some things fathers were just never meant to know.  Kari’s father was just as oblivious.  One day we were skinny dipping (amongst other things) in her pool and her dad had come home early.  Our swim suits were FLOATING in the water and we just clung to the edge and pressed our naked bodies up to the plaster as he came right down to us, chatted with us, and even LOOKED DOWN at us.  Never noticed a thing.  Especially the fact that I was stuffed with a nine inch purple dildo.
 
    
 
   Around eight forty five I shambled back up to my room, turned the RVP and anal beads back up, checked my email, had a brief chat with Master Barrett, packed my bag, and then left.  I had told my parents I was helping Kari with a major setup and they waved goodbye to me and made me promise to come home early.  Yeah. Sure.
 
    
 
   As far as I was concerned, the only good thing about driving away from the farm (and my bed) was the fact that I got to turn off the damned vibrators.  I had spent the entire fucking week with something buzzing either in my pussy or my ass, or more often both.  Granted, with that much going on, you sort of get used to it after awhile, but it was still a lot.  The toys I was wearing were DESIGNED to get me excited, and girl can only be excited so much before it isn’t that exciting any more.  Every quiet moment was a blessing, even though I knew it meant that when the toys went back on, they’d affect me more intensely. 
 
    
 
   I pulled the truck over on the side of the road.  There wasn’t anyone traveling it because everyone in the world is smarter than me.  I contemplated getting out of the truck and stripping at the grill, but the little thermometer compass thingy dad had given me one year said that the exterior temperature was something right around forty one degrees Fahrenheit, and my enthusiasm for that waned pretty quick.  With a sigh I reached down and tugged off my boots.  Then I removed my socks.  Next, with a soundtrack of moans, groans, grunts, ooohs, and ugghs, I managed to get my jeans off.  The vinyl of my seat was cold in some places and I flinched a bit, cranking the heater up as high as it would go.  Then I unbuttoned my flannel shirt, felt the hot air blasting across my chest, and tugged at it, only to realize I was still wearing my duster.  So I struggled to get the duster off.  Then I took off my shirt.  By the time I was done my windows were fogged up.
 
    
 
   I didn’t bother to fold the shirt either.  I know I’m supposed to but there was just no way.  I tossed it to the side of the truck instead.  It sort of landed in a heap.  I reached over to my bag and got out my supplies.
 
    
 
   Each day of the 7 Days of Sluttiness had presented its own challenging outfit.  From the little school girl skirt to the short shorts, to my elastic and somewhat interchangeable tube top and skirt.  Master Barrett certainly had some interesting ideas about what sluts wear.  Today’s outfit was no different in that respect, but in some ways it was a radical departure from the norm.
 
    
 
   I started with the ankle cuffs.  They were two thick leather bondage cuffs Kari had bought me after I had yanked my feet out of the ones we bought at Spencer’s.  Lesson learned there.  These were three inches wide, sported several metal rings for attachments, had soft suede padded insides to prevent chaffing, and were closed by securing a very heavy and double stitched buckle.  Hell, even putting them on took a bit of time.  They were black of course and looked fashionably slavish rather than being slavish to fashion.  I put on the other one and then grabbed the matching wrist cuffs.  Shortly all four limbs were similarly attired in bondage accessory.  I pulled out the bondage collar, again part of a matching set I’ve owned since I was a freshman in college.  This went around my neck comfortably.  I’d worn it every day for the past week.  That morning was no different.  Lastly, I pulled out my set of Japanese Clover Clamps.  These I delicately (yes delicately) placed on my nipples in the absolute lightest bite possible.  Japanese Clover clamps don’t get “tugged” off.  They tighten first.  It’s practically impossible to pull them off.  I chucked the fuck me clear plastic four inch platform stripper shoes on the floorboard by my feet.  Screw putting them on till I had to.
 
    
 
   And that was it.  Yep.  My total outfit. Plus the RVP and anal beads of course.  This was what Master Barrett felt was appropriate for a slut on her final day of sluttiness.  For me though it wasn’t terrible.  I was still allowed to wear my duster.  Hell, I could have walked around in public like this.  Sure, people would be staring at the ankle and wrist cuffs, which would be in plain view, but with the duster buttoned up, it wouldn't have been that bad.  Of course from a legal perspective, even unbuttoned would have been fine.  There's no state law requiring a girl to wear a shirt and since the RVP features a rectangular base which pretty much completely covers my slit, even that whole public lewdness issue isn't that big of a deal.  Though I'd hate to fight that one in court.  Defense Attorney: "Yes, your honor, my client was naked.  However the officer arrested and charged her with public nudity, and the law clearly states that the person's genitals be in view.  As this picture of my client clearly shoes, when she is wearing her... uh... Rotating Venus Penis... her genitals are in actuality hidden."  Judge:  "Counselor, have you witnessed this yourself?"  Defense Attorney (blushing):  "Um... yes your honor."   Judge: "I think I need to as well.  Please have your client come to my private chambers.  Alone."
 
    
 
   On second thought, I might get off on that one.
 
    
 
   I put the truck in gear and drove.  It was a full forty minutes over to the south side of town.  Kari, being the helpful wonderful person that she is, made arrangements for me, knowing how hard Day 7 of my 7 Days of Sluttiness would be.  Hell, Days 5 & 6 were hard enough and I had to get HELP with those.  If it wasn't for Sara and to an extent Becca, either taking things in hand themselves or at least making suggestions, I'd NEVER have been able to get all of the requirements done.
 
    
 
   As it was, those assignments just about did me in too.
 
    
 
   Kari has a lot of contacts and even BEFORE the 7 Days of Sluttiness began she had already made arrangements for Day 7.  I was to drive back to my old school campus, proceed to a rather familiar fraternity house, and present myself for abuse at exactly ten o'clock am.  Yeah. I know. I'm a slut. 
 
    
 
   Some of you may be asking, "Why is it familiar?"  Well the truth is that this wasn't exactly my first gang bang there.  Um... or my second.  The first happened during my freshman year.  I got drunk off my ass and pretty much just started to screw everyone who wanted some.  Kari of course had come with me and ALSO had a bit to much to drink and all I remember, is that at some point she had finally decided that I had had enough alcohol, and when I, in my "drunk off her ass" moment, demanded another bottle, Kari grabbed me by the hair in the main room, threw me to the floor, pulled off what little was left of my clothes, grabbed an EMPTY beer bottle, and said "You want another bottle?  Well fine!  HERE!"  She then proceeded to tackle me, get assistance in forcing my legs open and then rather publicly forced the empty bottle into my pussy.  
 
    
 
   Repeatedly.  Yes. I did orgasm.  The second time I was sober.  As you can imagine, Kari and I were frequently invited to parties.  This time I didn't get drunk because both Kari and I had realized by our sophomore year that being drunk equals stupid.  So while our behavior wasn't much different than the first time, we didn't fight and were actually in control of the situation, rather than just surfing through it on luck. 
 
    
 
   I graduated in May of 2008.  Plus, I hadn't been back to that particular frat house during my junior and senior year.  Sure I was still at school, but Kari and I had broken up by then.  I moved out of her apartment, started rooming with another girl named Jamie (boy that was a violent change for me, but that's another story) and moved a lot of my sexual activity online.  I was doing chatrooms and mic and cam sessions and generally doing my homework, locking myself in my room, avoiding Jamie (who was a born again Christian with some serious hangups about sex) and basically being a computer junkie playing online pool while stuffed with a vibrator. 
 
    
 
   It took almost a full forty minutes to get over there and I managed to find the frat house about five minutes too ten.  It didn't look that much different.  The tree was still out front.  The same landscape was along the sides of the building.  There were still rows and rows of windows that I knew led to rooms.  This particular fraternity (which will remain nameless because I don't want them damaged from association with me, despite what they did to me) has about thirty to forty members in this particular chapter.  They might not have been full up, due to mid-year graduations.  There was always a very minor Greek week during the second semester, but it wasn't ever as big as that first week of school for incoming fishies.    To be honest, it didn't really matter how many there were.  I didn't count.  I LOST count.  All I know was that there were a lot.
 
    
 
   Anyway, I sat there in the truck after turning up the RVP, trying very hard to summon not only the energy to do this, but the courage.  It's one thing to go to a party with an expected nine or ten guys. It's another thing to walk into the lion's den, knowing you are dinner, and that you'll be feeding close to forty of the beasts.  Part of the deal Kari arranged was a time limit.  I was to remain at the chapter house from ten in the morning till six at night.  A full eight hour shift.  To be honest, both myself and Master Barrett suspected that Kari had included that, rather than it being asked for by the fraternity.  I mean seriously, if someone called you up and said, "hey, I've got a nympho humiliation pain slut whose looking for a bunch of guys to fuck her stupid, double penetrate her, fist her, spank her, and pussy whip her, along with unlimited blowjobs and single screws" would you be saying "no way unless we get to keep her for eight hours!" I think not.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, grabbed my bag, slipped my fuck me shoes on, and stepped out of the truck. The wind caught my open duster and sent a chilly blast against my naked front.  Even the nipple clamp chain swung, though that might have been from me wincing.  The anal beads and RVP buzzed happily inside me, churning away at my insides so that I was both the best and worst martini, James Bond could ever have.  I was not only being shaken, but stirred as well.  I grabbed the edges of my duster, and dragged them closed, then faced the front door of the building and walked up the path.  My heart was beating a little stronger as nervousness flooded into me.  What was going to happen?  Did Kari make any other "special" arrangements as was her wont to do?  Would I know any of the people here? 
 
    
 
   I got to the door and rang the bell.  Cold air was seeping up under the coat, chilling my legs and somehow managing to creep all the way up my rear end too.  I jiggled a little, trying to warm up a bit when the door finally opened.
 
    
 
   He was cute. I'll admit to that.  Sandy blond hair, just a tad bit too long, looking a little like Owen Wilson, but without the stupid chin.  He was dressed in a tee shirt and jeans, both which fit rather well and he was barefoot.  There wasn't a trace of fat on him anywhere and he looked athletic, but not in a running type of way.  He had an infectious grin and I found myself smiling in return as he looked at me.  I also thought he looked familiar.
 
    
 
   "Well come in.  Half the guys said they didn't think you'd show up."
 
    
 
   I stepped into the hall.  There was a crowd.  From practically every door there were male faces staring at me.  My high heels clicked on the linoleum tiles.  The door shut behind me.
 
    
 
   "I'm Rusty, the chapter president" he introduced himself.
 
    
 
   I smiled nervously.  "Breanne."   He chuckled.
 
    
 
   "Yeah.  We know."  Then he smiled again I was sure I knew him, just not from where.
 
    
 
   "Do I know you?" I asked curiously.  My fingers were still clutching my coat closed.  All everyone could see were my bondage cuffs and collar and the fuck me shoes.
 
    
 
   He laughed.  "No.  But I know you.  We never had the chance to meet, but my big brother pointed you out one day on campus.  He's an alumni of this fraternity and said he had some wild parties with you."
 
    
 
   "Oh. I guess that's why you look familiar," I replied.
 
    
 
   He nodded.  "Can I take your coat?"
 
    
 
   Ughh... the moment of truth.  I hesitated.   A zillion things flashed through my mind.  Refuse?  Decline?  Take it off?  What to do!  But my pussy was wet, I was starting to get horny thanks to the RVP and the anal beads, and in the back of my mind, evil Breanne was shouting "what are you?"
 
    
 
   I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   So with about twenty guys watching, I dropped my canvas bag to the floor and took off my duster.
 
    
 
   There was a sudden commotion as a flurry of comments, whistles, hoots and hollers cascaded down and across me.  Rusty grinned in appreciation as I handed him my coat, extracting the remotes from the inside pocket.  I picked up my bag and slung it over my naked shoulder.  The clover clamps swung.  "So... where do you want me?" I asked.
 
    
 
   "On my dick," Rusty replied politely.
 
    
 
   "Uhhh..." I stammered.  "Right here?"
 
    
 
   Rusty laughed as did half the crowd watching.  
 
    
 
   "We've got things planned out."  He turned to the crowd.  "Zeb?  Let's get things moving."
 
    
 
   Zeb turned out to be a geeky looking tall kid who couldn't have been more than a junior.  If he was over twenty, I'd have eaten my shirt.   Of course, I didn't HAVE a shirt, so I guess that's not much of a risk.  He wore glasses, had Harry Potter type hair (never combed) and was wiry and thin.  He pulled out an iPad and then gestured toward the room to my left.  I held out both my wrists.  One of the cuffs came with a clip, so that someone could bind my wrist together if they so desired.  Rusty shook his head and instead offered me an arm.  I smiled a small smile and slipped my arm into his, pressing close to his heat.  Then we went into the other room.
 
    
 
   I'd been in there before.  It was their large common room and took up the entire downstairs of one half of the building.  I never did find out was in the other bottom half.  The semi-private rooms were upstairs.  I know because I spent some time up there too.  The common room was pretty much what you would expect; large flat screen television, a fraternity computer with internet access, tables, chairs, and a large couch.  To be honest, I don't think they changed the furniture since last time I had been fucked here.  But what they had changed was the arrangement.
 
    
 
   Before, the room had been sort of... blocked off... into sections.  There was the table and chairs section for studying or playing games.  There was the television section for watching movies and shows.  There was the computer section, a solitary hutch in the corner.  And so on.  Well... not any more.  The couch had been moved to the side wall and now faced inward.  All of the tables and chairs had been rotated so that they were available as seating.  Extra chairs had been brought in.  And in the very center of this assembly, this clearing, was a workout bench.  Yep.  Red vinyl, three pads, about four feet long, complete with one set of arms that branched out from the base and rose upward.  A pair of pulleys were attached to the tops of the arms and I suspected that they had cannibalized an old weight lifting system.  The weights were gone though.  Rusty led me right too it.
 
    
 
   The place filled up fast.  Everyone who had been in the hall either came in, or scrambled to get the rest of the members.  I found out later that Rusty and the senior members had told everyone there was a semester start surprise, but hadn't told everyone what it was.  On Wednesday they had dropped the rumor it might be a sex starved slut who wanted to fuck the entire house.  That sort of rumor, whether true or not, will get your attention, and since guys want sex twenty minutes after they had it, there was a lot of anticipation. 
 
    
 
   There was also a small table, a little more centrally located than the rest, and I watched as Zeb brought over two large bowls.  One was filled with folded slips of paper.  The other was empty.  As more guys came in I sort of trembled, then realized that my real problem wasn't being stared at, or even the massive amount of fucking I was about to do.  The RVP was getting to me.  The situation was spicing things up and I felt my fatigue, the soreness, even the remnants of my drinking fade away as sexual urgency began filling me up.  My chest started heaving a little, setting the Japanese Clover Clamps swinging.  That got a lot of people's attention let me tell you.  Soon I was wriggling my hips slightly, trying to ignore what was happening to me. 
 
    
 
   "You okay?" Rusty asked suddenly.  My face was no doubt flushed as I turned toward him.
 
    
 
   "Please, I'm going to have to cum in a moment if we don't turn down the vibrators." I said.  I wasn't exactly quiet either. 
 
    
 
   Rusty blinked and then glanced down at the RVP snuggled up against my clit.  "All right.  Give me the remote."
 
    
 
   "Wait!" Zeb said, picking up his iPad and walking over.  He checked something on it and then shook his head.  "You should probably let her cum," he told Rusty. "If she cums like this, it's an unauthorized orgasm.  We're all doing the stuff listed, so she can't say her phrase either and have it count.  If she cums right now, we can take off those clamps and put her binder clips on. 
 
    
 
   My fingers, which were still on Rusty's arm, clenched as the first wave rolled through me.  If things didn't stop I was going to have a screaming O in seconds.  
 
    
 
   Rusty glanced at Zeb and then my clamped tits.  "Which hurt more?"  Zeb shrugged.
 
    
 
   "Beats me. I'm guessing the binder clamps."
 
    
 
   "Fine." Rusty turned toward me. "Go ahead and cum."  He let me go and took a step back.
 
    
 
   Performance cumming should be an actual art form.  It would involve a girl, forced to the brink of orgasm who is then left standing along, in bright light, amidst a bunch of guys, while she has no option but to explode.  As Zeb and Rusty left me alone at the bench, the RVP overwhelmed me and a rush of bliss shot up through my body, spinning through me with a rotation that sent me spiraling upward, gasping, lewdly thrusting my hips forward, all the while pulling on the chain connected to the clamps.  They tightened nicely, sending even more excitement through my body.  I dropped the remotes.  Then I gasped out loud, cried out, and did this little dance, half bent over, my other hand pressing the RVP tightly up against my clit and rubbing it.  There were some appreciative whistles.  When I was done I opened my eyes and Zeb was rifling through my bag, pulling everything out of it and laying it on the table.
 
    
 
   Rusty grabbed the binder clamps, tossed them to one of the guys sitting nearby.  "Go put those on her tits."
 
    
 
   So a different guy approached me.  He reached up, grabbed the chain between my breasts, and tried to pull the clamps off.
 
    
 
   "No wait!" I said, but it was too late.  The Japanese Clover clamps did exactly what they were supposed to do: tighten.  Then I was pulled off balance and into the guy as my nipples reported that there had just been an attempt to rip them off my body.  Agony laced up through my breasts and then Rusty was there.  I was crying, hugging my tits.  Rusty rolled his eyes, grabbed my shoulders and pulled me straight.  Then he turned me back to face the kid who had just inflicted so much pain.
 
    
 
   "Take them off.  Don't rip them off.  They're clover clamps.  They tighten when you pull on them, douche. They don't just come off."
 
    
 
   "Oh. Sorry," he said and looked embarrassed.  Good.  When the clovers came off I let out another wail as the crushed nubs swelled with blood.  Then, before I really had time to recover, the guy pinched the two binder clips open and just let them loose, fast and hard on both nipples.
 
    
 
   Everyone enjoyed the show.  I gasped, my hips thrusting wildly, my hands going to the two upright arms of the workout bench.  I held on for dear life, trying to acclimate my body to the pain in my tits.  Then, while I was still trying to adjust, Rusty came to me, put his hands on my waist, and guided me over to the bench.  He pushed me down so I was sitting on the bench facing the upright arms.  He pushed me forward until I was near the middle of the padded seat, and then told me to lie down.  I did, one arm going across my breasts.  Then Zeb was there helping and the two of them grabbed my legs, hauled them up in the air, and clipped both ankle cuffs to the uprights.  I was now spread open about as much as I had been in bed on Wednesday night, Day 6 of my 7 Days of Sluttiness, or as much as I was when Mistress Sara had bound me to that metal frame at The Cave.  I wiggled downward, relieving some of the discomfort from being stretched so much.  As it was, even had my ass been right at the edge of the bench, it still would have been lifted up. 
 
    
 
   Someone stuck a pillow under my head.  Rusty I think.  Everyone was talking and watching but I was handling things a bit better.  The RVP had dampened, or changed is probably a better word, the pain in my breasts.  My pussy was throbbing and my ass was having its own reaction to the new position and the anal beads.  Then both Zeb and Rusty appeared in my view and they grabbed my hands, pulled them over my head, and then secured them to the top of the bench somehow.  Don't ask me.  I heard metal and a click.  I wasn't exactly in a position to see it.  I know it wasn't handcuffs.  Those make a lot of clicks, but maybe it was a padlock.
 
    
 
   There is something a little terrifying about being bound, spread open, naked, clamped, and sexually stimulated, while lying around in a room full of horny college age guys, all of whom are expecting to shortly "get some".  I had absolutely no clue what was about to happen.  Obviously I was being put into position for something... but what?  Were they going to pussy whip me first?  I sort of doubted that, but it was possible.  That thought went through my mind a lot. I wasn't sure I was going to be able to handle a brutal whipping first thing off.  I was sort of hoping to do that last.
 
    
 
   Zeb checked over everything then glanced at Rusty. "We're good."
 
    
 
   "Let's start!"  
 
    
 
   And with that the festivities began.  First Rusty called for silence and the group laughed and shouted, totally ignoring him right up until he reached into the first bowl and drew a slip of paper.  "Warren Miner" he called out.  There was a cheer and one of the younger boys on the sofa stood up in surprise and stumbled forward.  There was a chant of some kind, I couldn't make out what they were saying and then Warren stepped up to Rusty. 
 
    
 
   "Well you get the honors, Warren.  First to get a blowjob, and first to fuck that sweet pussy.  You ready?"  Rusty asked.
 
    
 
   Warren nodded.  He looked nervous, but excited.  All I could think of was "oh shit. I'm getting a newbie."  He was too young to be anything other than a fish or a sophomore, more likely the first.  Rusty led him over to the bench and they both looked down at me stretched out like a buffet table.  Rusty told Warren to straddle me and get his dick in my mouth so they could see how good I was at sucking cock.
 
    
 
   In about ten seconds my mouth was stuffed.  Warren was hard already.  I did my best, but it's not exactly easy to suck cock when you’re horizontal, with your head tilted up, and they're straddling you.  I did my best though, concentrating more on licks and sucking than any kind of impractical deepthroating.  You can't exactly swallow cock when the cock is pointing at your nasal passages.  Warren seemed to enjoy it though.  After about five minutes and quite a few loud critical reviews for both my technique and performance from the crowd, Rusty tapped Warren on the shoulder and asked him if he was ready to screw me.  He nodded yes and pulled his dick out of my mouth.  Then Zeb appeared, showed me an unused condom, and put it in my mouth.
 
    
 
   "She's going to put the condom on you, dude." Zeb said.  I felt fingers at my waist as the RVP Velcro was released.  I groaned as the RVP was silenced and it came out with a slurping noise.  There was a murmur of excitement.
 
    
 
   Warren's cock went back in my mouth.  I did my best. I really did, but while oral application of a condom is my preferred method, it does require just a little bit of adjustment.  I was having issues with that.  Finally I got it on and pushed down as much as I could with my mouth, which meant trying to take in as much of Warren's shaft as possible.  Then he dismounted my face, walked around the bench to end between the uprights and my spread legs, and pushed his cock into my wet hole.
 
    
 
   While Warren was pumping Rusty drew another name.  "Billy Mabry!"  There was more clapping and cheering and a older boy quickly hurried up, straddled my face, and pulled down his shorts and boxers.  Out came cock and then it was in my mouth.  Now I was stuffed in two holes.  I was a little focused at that moment.  I did my best to suck on Billy Mabry while Warren was still pounding away at my pussy.  I heard Warren grunt and say "Oh yeah, baby!"  Geeze, who actually says that while cumming?  And then I felt his cock harden inside me and he drove in deep, grabbing my legs and putting his weight on my stretched apart loins.  He grunted a few times and then Billy's cock came out of my mouth.  I gasped for air, just in time too, because another condom was deposited on my tongue. I had two seconds to get it correctly positioned before Billy's cock came back.  By the time I had the condom half way on, Warren was pulling out, his condom no doubt filled with cream.  He backed off and then Billy was ready.  Rusty was reading off another name even as Billy stuck his wet dick into my sopping hole.
 
    
 
   Do you get the picture?  Henry Ford would have been proud.  The first assembly line fuck.  Billy came and then on it went.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sevendaysofsluttines7part2]Seven Days Of Sluttiness Day #7
 
    
 
   01/14/11 – Part 2
 
    
 
    
 
   I'd like to say that I had no idea how many cocks I sucked or fucks I received.  I came once, about six or seven guys in.  In essence, with the anal beads still vibrating in my ass, it was like one of those fucking machines I've always wanted to try.  Michael Alexander once wrote a story where a girl was tied down and put on one of those machines for three days.  It was self lubricating and she only got a thirty minute break every six hours.  I'd LOVE to do that.  But in essence, that was sort of what this felt like.  As soon as one cock was done inside me, there was only about a thirty second wait before the next one.  This went on for over an hour.  I think I did ten or eleven guys, maybe more. I lost count.  If you think about it, that's pretty impressive.  Figure five or six minutes per fuck, over ninety minutes, and I was getting a lot done. 
 
    
 
   I was also getting tired.  My breasts hurt from the nipple clamps and my mouth was getting dry.  Condoms don't really taste good, even the flavored ones.  At one point Zeb brought over a water bottle and let me sip a little fluid, but it wasn't much, or really enough.  So when no cock went in my mouth while the current guy went to my pussy and pounded me to orgasm, I blinked, sipped water, and wondered what was coming next.
 
    
 
   So did the assembled guys.  I'd worked my way through roughly twenty percent of the fraternity in an hour and a half and there were still quite a few guys who were horny.  Some were actually stroking their cocks in plain sight.  I noticed Zeb checking his iPad again.  Then he spoke to Rusty and the fraternity president stepped to the center of the room.
 
    
 
   "Last semester we had one sophomore member to do some fantastic work at promoting the fraternity during pledge week and recruited more new members than anyone else.  Jim?  Come on up here." 
 
    
 
   There were more hoots and hollers as a younger kid came up.  He wasn't older than nineteen.  Rusty clapped him on the back.  "Jim, we've got a special honor for you.  We're giving Breanne a break from sucking and fucking in order to take care of one of her requirements of being a slut."  Zeb stepped forward and handed something to Rusty, then backed away. I didn't see what it was.  Rusty took it and held it up and handed it to Jim.  "We call on you to do the best job you can.  Fifty strokes to her pussy, as hard as you can.  She has be screaming and crying for it to count."
 
    
 
   My eyes flew open and I jerked my head around to look at Rusty.  Jim was holding my sap with a stupid grin on his face.  I was about to protest the precise terms when suddenly a gag was being shoved into my mouth by Zeb.  I shook my head but he tied it not only around my face, but to the bench as well, silencing me except for the loudest most intense noises I have ever made in my life.
 
    
 
   Jim stepped up between my legs.  I looked at him, my heart laboring underneath my clamped breasts.  My pussy was convulsing already in anticipation.  My spread legs meant a perfect target.  I was even tilted up so that my slit was at the very top and more of my pussy would receive the blow.  There was nothing I could do.  He lifted his arm, and from the elbow down moved it quickly, bringing my leather sap down with a sharp strike.  I yelled as the guys all cheered.  Then they started counting as Jim didn't bother letting me recover from the first blow.  Strokes landed like rain, fast and hard, and in seconds my pussy was a blaze of fiery heat and agony that blossomed up through me.  By the time I heard "FOURTEEN" I was pulling hard against my bonds and I felt the gushing ooze of wetness as I began to orgasm.  I squealed, lifting my head up, my hips thrusting forward to meet the next impact.  I came, hard.  But the blows kept falling.  My hips jerked and tipped and my toes curled in the high heel fuck me shoes that were waving in the air high above me.  It was around thirty two when my clit sent another message to my brain: time to pop.  And I exploded again in orgasmic glory, screeching through the gag in what was obviously pleasure and not pain.  Had I not been gagged I'm sure I would have said something along the line of "OH GOD YES! HIT ME!"
 
    
 
   And Jim did.  Over and over.  Sharp, paced, hard strokes that were always targeted directly at my now swollen and totally exposed nub, smashed flat against the black leather of my sap, the petals of my pussy pressed and smushed, already pink from fucking, turning scarlet with the repeated blows.  I blubbered.  
 
    
 
   When he got to fifty, I needed more.  To cum of course.  But instead Rusty handed Jim a condom and Jim put it on himself, still standing there between my legs.  He positioned his cock at my entrance and pushed.  It hurt.  My labia were bruised, and not just from his beating, but from the one I had received the night before, and the one from the day before that.  One hundred and fifty strokes to my cunt in three days.  I was lucky I wasn't bleeding.  But with cock inside me the pain turned on itself, slipping away to feed the hungry monster of my lust.  I rose up to meet him, wishing my legs weren't spread and bound.  I wanted to screw him.  I wanted to roll away until I was on top of him, thrusting down over and over, hurting myself, impaling myself so hard and so fast that nothing but the pain and pleasure washed through me.  I cried out as he pounded against me and then just as he started to cum I cried out again, fingers tightening into fists as I exploded in a wet rush that literally left Jim's balls dripping.
 
    
 
   I almost passed out.  Almost, but not quite.  Jim pulled out as Zeb patted me dry with a towel and gave me another sip of water.  They let me rest for a few minutes.  I almost fell asleep.  It wasn't until a new name was drawn and I blinked to find cock being forced between my lips and down my throat that I realized it was back to sucking and fucking.  
 
    
 
   Cock after cock went into my mouth and then down to my pussy.  It went by in a haze.  Some cocks tasted good.  Some were nasty.  I exploded twice more.  I noticed that now a good portion of the crowd had come and gone and only about half of the fraternity stayed around to watch.  At some point, the slips of paper in the bowl dried up and once again I found myself with cock in my pussy, but nothing in my mouth.  I was dazed actually, not really cognizant of my surroundings.  I'd been fucked and stuck in the same position for over four hours, my nipples still crushed by the binder clamps, my ass still buzzing away.  I was also pretty hungry.  Both Rusty and Zeb had disappeared for a bit, separately, and then returned, but there was no rest for me.  When the last cock had stiffened and unloaded, Zeb unlocked my legs while Rusty freed my arms.  I couldn't stand up.
 
    
 
   "Whoa, there," Rusty exclaimed as I fell against him after he pulled me to my feet.  My legs felt numb.  My arms had fallen asleep as well.  Zeb knelt down and rubbed at my thighs.  He looked up at Rusty who nodded.
 
    
 
   They half carried half walked me upstairs to one of the bathrooms.  I peed, with both of them there making sure I didn't fall off the toilet.  Then Zeb pulled out the anal beads, tossed them in the sink, and started taking off my cuffs and collar.  Three minutes later I was buck naked except for the binder clamps.  Rusty moved to take them off but Zeb stopped him. 
 
    
 
   "If you do that, you can't do any of the other requirements," he said.  Rusty looked at him. 
 
    
 
   "Well, she can't shower with them on.  You took out her beads.  You do it."  Zeb shook his head. 
 
    
 
   "Sorry, I can't take the clamps off either, because I've already done something."  Rusty rolled his eyes.  "This is stupid.  Who set up these fucking rules?"  He stuck his head out the door and shouted something down the hall.  Zeb turned on the shower and we waited while the water heated up. I heard a response and then one of the guys I had sucked and fucked earlier appeared.  Zeb told him to remove the binder clips and the kid stepped forward and with a big grin grabbed hold of my tits via the clamps, pulled, twisted, and then pinched them open.  I let out a pretty major whimper, my arms going to my chest as the torment almost floored me.
 
    
 
   I was assisted into the shower and eventually was able to stand there myself under the cascading water and just soak.  Zeb stayed with me and I washed myself clean.  My pussy was too sore to do more than rinse, but I managed things rather well thanks to one of those hand held shower sprayers.  It stung though.  Finally a little more aware of things, I turned off the water and was handed a towel.  Then Zeb helped me out of the stall and I spent a few minutes drying off.  I got my hair back in order, or tried to and then Rusty and Zeb were leading me down the hall.
 
    
 
   A bedroom door opened up in front of me and I found myself in a single bedroom, with a single bed, desk, and side table.  The room wasn't as big as my room at home, but in college, where most rooms this size are SHARED between two people, having this much space to one's self was incredible.  Rusty pushed me toward the bed where I sank in blissful exhaustion.  Even hunger wasn't enough to keep my eyes open.
 
    
 
   About ten minutes later I was roused by a few voices.  I opened my eyes and looked up to see Rusty undressing, while another one of the seniors followed suit.  I had been right about Rusty.  He had a VERY attractive body and I found myself getting wet just from looking at him.  His cock was rather long too.  He moved over to me and rolled me over.  Then his mouth covered my nipples and I moaned.  The other senior, whose name was Patrick, joined us on the bed, except he moved between my legs.  I felt my thighs gently parted and then his mouth covered my clit. 
 
    
 
   There is a God and he smiles down upon us occasionally.
 
    
 
   Yes, it hurt a little.  But the bliss that those two boys did on my body with their tongue, Rusty concentrating on my breasts while Patrick ate me out, was one of the best things to happen to me all week.  It was... exquisite.  I sank into the soft wetness of their mouths and fingers as I slowly rose out of the lethargy I was in.  Ripples of sensual ecstasy began to surge through my body and I began to reach out to them, lifting my hips to questing tongues, moving my breasts so that the tender, crushed, delicate nipples would find their way to gentle suckling.  I started moaning, my hands touching them and then I started begging.  "Suck harder", "More!"  "Oh yes, please right there!"
 
    
 
   They played me like a musical instrument and then Rusty was rolling me to the side, taking my place in the middle of the bed.  I didn't realize what was happening, only that I was being maneuvered into position.  At some point he had put on a condom and I felt a surge of jealousy that I hadn't gotten to do it.  As it was, I had finally found the first cock I had actually really wanted to suck that day. But I didn't get to suck it.  Instead I buried it in my warm wet tongued slit.  I was sopping actually.  I groaned as it went in deep and I rotated my hips, grinding down on Rusty as the fucking started.
 
    
 
   I felt the bed shift as Patrick climbed up behind me.  I looked over my shoulder.  He was standing there, his cock stiff, covered in a condom, a sheen of oil or some other lubricant coating the latex.  I bent over, my hair falling down to cascade around Rusty's face and his hands found my breasts.  He squeezed them and I moaned, arching my back.  Patrick knelt and then I felt the tip of his cock press against my ass.  I stopped thrusting on Rusty and braced myself, trying to relax as much as I could.  Patrick's spear penetrated, forcing itself deeper into me.  I felt the tip push past my sphincter, which is a rather grotesque word for a rather gross anatomical part.  The oil did wonders and then Patrick glided into my bottom as if his cock had been meant to always go there.
 
    
 
   Rusty and Patrick fenced with each other and I was the battlefield.  Their cocks never touched, but each pulled and thrust, riposted and parried in that internal dance and I lived it, breathed it, wanted it, and came with it.  Patrick's hands remained on my hips while Rusty continued to squeeze and knead my breasts. I gasped as things started to come together, overwhelming me.  I dipped my head.  "Pinch me.  Squeeze my nipples... please?" I begged.  Rusty blinked but then did as I asked, moving his questing fingers to the tight pink little nubs.  He grabbed hold of me by my nipples, tugging and pulling, then pinching until the pain exploded through me and rushed down between my legs. I gasped and started to buck, sliding between them, all of us pumping.  There was one vicious twist and then I was screaming out in release as I shuddered, body quivering in orgasmic convulsions.  But that didn't stop them.  They continued, right down to the pinching of my breasts and repeated ramming of my bottom.  Patrick came next, his thick cock suddenly hardening, embedded so deeply I could feel his balls slapping against my perineum. Seconds later Rusty joined him and we all sort of collapsed, a Breanne Panini sandwich, delicately tenderized, with extra sauce.
 
    
 
   Patrick pulled out first and rolled off me.  Rusty just laid there, a sheen of perspiration on his face.  I didn't bother to get up off him. Instead I just laid my head on his chest and reveled in the flood of endorphins and adrenaline that was seeping through my brain cells.  Patrick left and about ten minutes later there was a knock on the door.  Zeb stuck his head in.  "Gotta keep her going, Rusty."  I felt movement beneath me as Rusty nodded and then I was unceremoniously dumped to the side.  I barely stayed on the bed. I blinked and sat up. 
 
    
 
   "Thanks, Breanne."  Rusty said, standing up and putting on his boxers, than jeans.  I sat on the edge of the bed.  My shoes were missing.  My cuffs were gone, the RVP wasn't in site. I was just plain jane.  Not even a nipple clamp.  As soon as his jeans were on, Rusty opened the door Zeb had closed and the geeky brown haired guy rushed in.  He had my fuck me shoes.  He had my cuffs.  He even had my binder clips which were attached to his shirt at the bottom.  He knelt down in front of me and slipped my feet into the crystal platform heels.  Then he buckled my ankles back up in the cuffs.  I glanced at the clock.  It was close to three thirty.  Two and a half more hours.  My brain started calculating a few things.  Sure, I had done SOME of the requirements.  The pussy whipping was finished completely.  I had also had sex with at least six guys.   But I hadn't completed the blowjobs.  Sure I sucked a lot of cock, but none to orgasm, and that was what was required.  I still also hadn't been spanked.  Or fisted.  I held out my wrists as Zeb finished buckling everything on.  He put the bondage collar on last.
 
    
 
   "Come on." He held out his hand and helped me up. 
 
    
 
   Rusty had disappeared and I was led to the next room.  Inside was another one of the senior boys.  It was another solo room and I began to figure out that the fraternity officers got private rooms.  A second senior showed up and in moments I was on all fours in the center of the bed.  One guy was sitting, his cock out, against the wall, obviously in position for a blowjob.  The other guy was behind me.  I recognized the guy behind me as someone I had already screwed earlier.  He waved at me, smiled and then, just as I was starting to go down on cock one, I felt his fingers probing my pussy.  Of course I was still soaked, and I'm sure I looked sexy as hell with my stupid fuck me shoes on, my mouth wrapped around a cock, and locked in bondage collar and cuffs. 
 
    
 
   I'm going to say right now that I did a good job sucking cock.  That guy came in my mouth.  I swallowed it all too.  But part of the reason was because of what was happening behind me.  The guy with his hand in my pussy spent a good ten minutes doing things to my petals, stroking and stretching and shaking and just rubbing, that when he finally started to really put his hand in, my pussy WANTED it there.  I was humping back too, pressing against his thrusting fingers.  I gasped when his fist went all the way in and I clamped down on his wrist in desperation.  I was done with sucking cock by this point and he had gotten out of the way, so when I rolled onto my side, one leg up in the air, crying out, face flushed, desperate and needing it, there was nothing stopping the orgasm.  And to my surprise I had another one.  Sure, it took fifteen minutes, but those were a good fifteen minutes.  Then the hand was extracted from my pussy and I groaned in relief and disappointment.  My fist fucker wiped off his hand, came around, exposed his cock, and I started sucking him.
 
    
 
   He exploded in my mouth too.
 
    
 
   Zeb reappeared eventually and I was led to another room.  There I gave another blowjob to a guy at his desk, while his friend lounged on the bed watching.  Then they switched places.  I swallowed more cum.  It was a four forty five by this time, and Zeb took me downstairs.  We were followed by about a dozen very curious and interested guys.  But rather than turn back toward the common room up front, Zeb and our entourage, which was steadily growing, went toward the back of the building.  I heard some whispers behind me. "It's time.. Yeah... heard about.  Damn, she is a slut."
 
    
 
   We arrived at the kitchen and Rusty was there, wearing shoes and a coat.  The large kitchen table had my bag on it.  The two 1/2 pound weights were sitting next to it.  Rusty's hands had been behind his back, but he pulled them out now and my eyes widened as I saw a fucking paddle, made of solid wood, with holes drilled in it to make it hurt more.  I backed up a pace and bumped into Zeb.  He frowned, then pulled the binder clamps off his shirt and held them up.  The kitchen got a little more crowded as more of the guys tried to press in to see what was happening. 
 
    
 
   "Sorry Breanne, but you've been bad.  And bad girls get spanked."  Rusty said.
 
    
 
   And Zeb clamped my nipples.  I grit my teeth and held my breath, trying not to cry out.  Those things hurt I'll have you know.  It's not like putting clothespins on your tits.  Or chip clips.  They are these heavy smooth meal pincers that CRUSH your nipple into the space of two or three millimeters and send jolts of pain through your tits and up your arms.  It's agony.  Even when you sort of get used to it, there is this burning aching throb which seeps through the clamp and makes the nipple so tender and so... needy.  You want to be released, but know that when you are, there will be another burst of agonizing pain to accompany it.  Then Zeb hung the weights on my breasts.  We all turned toward the half glass back door and then it opened and I was marched, naked except for the bondage gear, meaningless shoes, and nipple clamps, out into the cold.  If it was warmer than fifty degrees I'd have been surprised.
 
    
 
   There was a fucking lectern in the garden.  It was wood and I wondered what classroom they had stolen it from. It had one of those single narrow poles, rather than being boxlike and it was facing the house as if someone were going to be giving a speech.  As we approached, I realized it wasn't a lectern, since it was too short, no taller than four feet.  Maybe a music stand?  I was propelled up to it, already starting to shiver at the cold, when a hand pressed against my back. I felt the edge against my tummy and then I was bent across it, my heavy clamped breasts hanging over the top.  I found that the thing could support my weight, which was a good thing, but then two of the seniors nearby took my arms and held me tight.  A long stick was brought out and to my astonishment, hooked to my legs.  Someone had jury rigged a spreader bar!  My skin sported goose bumps as the weights dangled painfully from my nipples.  Bound and restrained, I was held in place as another boy came up.  The pledge paddle was handed to him and the same instructions gives to him as had been given to Jim, the kid who pussy whipped me.
 
    
 
    
 
   And the spanking commenced.  The first blow rocked me forward about half a foot, and if you've EVER had 1/2 pound weights dangling from your tits, you would know that a six inch sudden forward movement, followed by an immediate stop, finishing with a return to the original position, is not exactly the kind of thing that feels good.  Of course I had totally forgotten about my breasts at that point.  Instead I was screaming out loud about the tremendous blow delivered by Conan and his fucking wooden sword!  Seriously, I thought he was trying to knock my pelvis out through my pussy.  I wasn't exactly really turned on either.  It just fucking hurt.  I was crying by the time they got to six.  My ass was on fire.  At least I thought it was.  I was pretty sure by the time we got to twenty that someone had covered my butt with lighter fluid and set a match too it.  Each stroke also magnified how much pain my nipples were getting.  It was brutal. 
 
    
 
   I'm not sure what got to me more, the fiery, blistering, butt reddening spanking, or the cold, or the heavy weights dangling from my breasts, swinging like fucking school children on a set of monkey bars.  All I know is that I would have been kicking had my feet not been in the spreader bar, and I would have been thrashing had my hands and arms not been held tight and slightly back, holding me down on the stand.  I was a study in contrasts, with a flaming butt, agony laced fire at my nipples and everything else freezing.  There was shouting and laughing and cheering and then I was lifted, carried back into the fraternity house.  Someone or some ONES unbuckled my legs from the spreader bar and Zeb appeared again.  He lifted the weights off my tits and then took off the clamps.  I shrieked again, the cry lost in my sobs.  I heard some say "damn! Look at her ass!" and I fell against the geeky kid in front of me. 
 
    
 
   Rusty appeared beside us as I was escorted back to the common room.  I blinked away my tears and saw them leading me back to the bench. 
 
    
 
   "Daran!  Your turn.  Just like we discussed," Rusty barked.  Every one cheered as another senior suddenly stepped forward, disrobing.  From his physique, he had to play organized sports.  More importantly, his cock was huge.  He was very dark skinned and my guess he had mixed racial parentage and he got the best of both.  His cock was about as thick as my Husky dildo and about as long as my Core Driller.  Ok, maybe not quite that long, but if he was under nine inches I'd be willing to go right back there today and spend six DAYS as their personal sex slave and let them do whatever they wanted to me.  His glorious naked body straddled the bench with me and the rest of the guys watching, and then he laid down, legs out to the sides, super hard cock poking straight up.  Hell, the condom, which must have been the largest made, didn't even get down to his balls.
 
    
 
   They didn't bother to let me straddle him.  They just lifted me over.  The massive cock hit my thigh and then struck my bruised pussy.  I shifted, struggling to get my feet under me, to hold myself up, but they just kept their hands on me.  Daran grabbed his meat and then nodded.  And I was lowered down.
 
    
 
   After being fisted you would think taking an eleven inch long cock three inches wide wouldn't be a big deal.  And to be honest, it isn't. I know why Daran waited.  There was no way I'd be able to give him a decent blowjob, and he wanted me opened up while he fucked me.  I laid down on top of him, grinding away.  His hands played with my breasts, teasing the sore sensitive nubs that ached continuously, even when not clamped. 
 
    
 
   "Hurry.  We've only got thirty more minutes!" Zeb was saying.  I felt hands on my legs and they pulled them out from under me, putting my entire weight on Daran. It didn't matter.  He kept pumping even as I ground myself against him.  The I felt my shoes coming off.  I was a bit distracted and didn't realize I had forgotten what else was supposed to happen to me on Day 7 of the 7 Days of Sluttiness.
 
    
 
   The first rubber band went around my foot even as I was dealing with the massive cock inside me.  I felt the other foot get a similar treatment.  Then they began snapping them, together, at the same time.  Each foot was pinned and when I kicked I went no where. I tried to get up off Daran, but he held me to him, fucking me with repeated thrusts.  The soles of my feet were very tender and prior to this they were practically the only spots on my body that DIDN'T hurt.  Now they joined my breasts, my clit, my bruised labia, my ass, my butt hole, and every part of me.  The stinging made me clench around Daran and he groaned.  I cried out, begging them to stop, that it hurt too much.  They didn't care.  There was no allowance for recovery time.  Just snap snap snap in steady rolls.  Someone I'm sure was counting, but then Daran grabbed my tits and started kneading them in his fingers, cruelly clenching them into misshapen lumps.  I felt something press against my bottom, not the cheeks, but the little opening and I let out another cry as my anal beads were pushed in, vibrating already. 
 
    
 
   And then something happened.  My brain shut down, at least the cognitive part.  I was no longer thinking, only reacting.  My pussy contracted tightly around my new Husky Dildo.  The vibrating anal beads buzzed me into greater heights of abandon.  The cruel vices on my breasts were crushing my nipples and sending shoots of dark laced pain through my body down to my pussy, mixing with the juices.  My feet, my poor feet, the arches so sensitive, that looks so soft and sexy in high heels, were on fire, as if touched by a jellyfish.  But even that pain faded into the background, only adding more spice to the simmering boil that was cooking in my loins.  As the last bead was shoved, yes SHOVED, into my ass, I threw my head back, let out a cry unlike any I had yet made during the entire week, and exploded with such intensity and power that when it was finished and I was done, I no longer had Daran in me.  I was upstairs, lying on the bottom mattress of a bunk bed, with Zeb sitting beside me.
 
    
 
   As I came too, I started cataloging things.  My tongue felt funny.  My feet hurt, badly.  My pussy felt like I had fucked a tree stump.  My ass, which was under me was smarting.  I felt like I had a stitch in my side.  I lifted my head, finding that even that little movement took more energy than I had.
 
    
 
   "Easy, Breanne.  Easy.  You passed out," Zeb said.  He gently stroked my body, running his hand from my shoulder, over my breast, down to my clit.  I groaned.
 
    
 
   "What time is it?" I croaked. 
 
    
 
   Zeb twisted out of my sight and then turned back to me.  "Almost six."
 
    
 
   I tried to lift myself up, but Zeb pushed me back down.  "Not yet.  You don't have to go yet.  Rest for a moment.  I've got all your stuff here.  Rusty told me to get you prepared to go."
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes, taking deep breaths and trying to adjust to the wear and tear on my body.  Zeb continued to caress me for a moment, but then he lifted his iPad from the bed next to me. I hadn't seen it. 
 
    
 
   "Breanne, I want to ask you a question."
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes.  "What?"
 
    
 
   "Do you need another pussy whipping?"
 
    
 
   In a flash I realized that Zeb had been reading Michael's Blog.  It was up on his iPad.  The question was familiar too.  It was what that one dominatrix had asked me after I recovered from Mistress Sara's torment on stage - and a pussy whipping.  I had been rather careless too in how I described what I needed.  Did I want another pussy whipping?  Hell no.  But that night the words had gone through my head.  "I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut" and Rule #2 says that I have to be ready and willing to accept a punishment from anyone, anywhere, at anytime.  My limits are simple.  I wasn't bleeding.  There wasn't any real damage.  Everything that the fraternity had done to me that day was well within what I've had done to me a hundred times, just not with so many cocks involved.  I looked at Zeb, knowing the answer he wanted, also knowing that there wasn't a Mistress Sara here to stop it.
 
    
 
   "If it pleases you, Master." I whispered.  Zeb slowly smiled and then the sap appeared in his hand.  He bent over, kissed me, and then slid down my body.  Slowly I spread my legs, opening myself up, the aches and pains of the entire day hurting me.  He touched my pussy and I felt a sudden surge of wetness.  How could I do this?  How could he do this to me?  He KNEW what I had been through. 
 
    
 
   "You ARE a pain slut, aren't you?" he said, his finger swirling in my moisture.  I groaned, hips quivering.  He pushed another finger in, fucking me and then pulled them out as I arched my back slightly.  He brought his hand to my mouth and I sucked my own juices off his knuckle. 
 
    
 
   "Now keep your legs open.  This is going to hurt."
 
    
 
   And he hit me.  Hard.  Right on the clit.  I couldn't keep my legs open.  There was no way, but he wedged himself between them.  Involuntarily I brought my hands down to cover my pussy and his free hand grabbed those as well.  It was only then I realized that wrist cuffs were connected, giving him an easy grip to keep me from covering myself.  He hit me fast, little sharp flicks of the wrist that bit into the abused flesh, smashing it against my core.  He flicked the sap back and forth across my clit in rapid strokes that had me panting like I had just run a race in seconds.  I felt the heat build and he turned the sap around and drove the thicker handle end into my pussy, running it up and through the folds. I cried out, pumping my hips.  Then he smacked my clit again.  I screamed in pain and desire and want and yes!  Zeb dropped the sap and then his mouth was suckling my clit, dragging it upward, stretching it.  I felt the pressure building, rising, pressing, pushing and then I was begging.  Fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck me.
 
    
 
   And Zeb did.  He rose up, smothered my mouth with his, drove his cock into my pussy and pumped rapidly.  I lifted my arms and wrapped them around him, pulling him to me, my legs going around his waist as we joined.  And then I gasped, pressed my face into Zeb's shoulder, muffled my scream and exploded.  I stiffened, my muscles contracting in orgasmic ecstasy, but that didn't stop Zeb from matching me.  Seconds later he too exploded.  I know. I felt the thick white cream shooting up into me, spooling away into my depths.  Then we collapsed.
 
    
 
   "Breanne?" Zeb whispered, still on top of me, still inside me, his mouth near my tenderized nipple.  "Breanne?  We really need to get going.  It's like fifteen after six."
 
    
 
   I moaned again.  I didn't want to go anywhere.
 
    
 
   "Breanne!  Please!  If Rusty finds out... I'm dead. Okay?" 
 
    
 
   I felt his cock leave me.  I groaned.  I heard him scrambling, a piece of tissue wiping away cum and pussy juice.  It didn't even occur to me he hadn't worn a condom. 
 
    
 
   "Uh... Breanne?  Sorry about that.  I mean, I was a virgin and I... well... are you on birth control?" he asked, suddenly concerned.  I opened one eye. 
 
    
 
   "You're worried about that now?" I asked.  I saw his concerned expression then shook my head. "Fixed.  No children."  I said, trying to roll over.  Zeb sighed in relief. He hurriedly got dressed.  Then he was tugging on my arm.
 
    
 
   "Come on, Breanne! Get up!  I've got to take you downstairs."  He picked up one of the ankle cuffs and started buckling it around one ankle.  I tried to kick him, but he caught it and finished.  Then the other ankle got cuffed.  I was too tired to resist.  He sat me up and I was naughty and fell back over purposefully.  Finally he frowned, opened my bag, and pulled out the Japanese clover clamps. I tried to stop him, but a knee placed right on the link between my wrist cuffs kept that from happening and in moments a tear was rolling down my cheek as the painful bite of the clamps pinched both nubs.  He pulled me upright by the arms, but then held onto the clamp chain to keep me from falling over again.  
 
    
 
   Under duress he forced me into my shoes and then made me stand up. That was actually tough.  The soles of my feet hurt.   Just as he slipped the RVP back into my pussy and finished securing the straps, the door opened abruptly and Rusty appeared, his face a little pissed off. 
 
    
 
   "What the hell is going on?  Her ride is downstairs and not very happy." 
 
    
 
   Zeb nodded.  "Sorry.  She needed a few moments longer to be able to stand."
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Right.  Oh yeah, I also needed another pussy whipping and the umpteenth fuck for the day.  I looked at Rusty and smiled wanly. 
 
    
 
   "Whatever.  Let's get her downstairs."
 
    
 
   Together Rusty and Zeb helped me downstairs. I limped with every step and the fuck me heels made walking brutal.  Finally I made it to the main hall and there was Kari.  She smiled at me, enfolded me in her arms and kissed the top of my head.  Yes, Kari is that much taller than me.  I'm five foot four on a good day, and even in these stupid heels Kari would have topped me in bare feet.  She was dressed to the nines herself. Zeb held out my coat and I pushed my arms into it, letting myself get covered for the first time in over eight hours. 
 
    
 
   "I had a great time, Breanne.  Anytime you want a repeat, just give me a call," Rusty said with a grin.  I nodded, but only looked over at Zeb.  He seemed to blush and looked away.  But I'm hoping he saw the heat in my eyes.  Then I turned toward the door and Kari and I left. 
 
    
 
   The moment we got outside I kicked off the stupid fuck me shoes and picked them up off the ground.  Now barefoot, the cold concrete felt good on my feet, but I still walked on the outside edges, staying far away from the arch and trying not to flex my foot to much.  Kari was patient and even though it took a whole two minutes to get to her car, she never said a word.
 
    
 
   Once safely in the front seat I settled back with a sigh and closed my eyes.  My body felt... tired, worn out, exhausted, sore, and even, just a little bit, turned on.  The RVP was still buzzing inside me and my coat was open, exposing my still clamped nipples.  Kari turned toward me and I felt the question forming on her lips.  So many people ask the wrong question but never Kari.  She would never ever ask me if I enjoyed myself because that isn't what matters, is it?  It can hurt, be agonizing, aching, strenuous, and a million other descriptions, but that isn't what really counts.
 
    
 
   "So, did you cum?"  Kari asked, looking at my beaten, abused, totally fucked body.  I took a deep breath, looked at my long time lover and mistress, and smiled.
 
    
 
   "Oh yes.  So many times..."
 
    
 
   And nothing more needs to be said.
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   01/19/11 – Part One
 
    
 
   Hi.  My name is Breanne.  As many of you probably know, I spent all of last week slowly getting myself whipped, clamped, spanked, plugged, and screwed silly during that “softening up” assignment: 7 Days of Sluttiness.  If you haven’t read it, you should.  Master Barrett has asked me to complete a count of various things like orgasms and such and just doing that is going to take awhile.  I even managed to get behind in my writing, which is why I’m going to do this in stages.  I’m a busy girl and I can’t just sit down at the computer and type all day.  I’ve got a farm to run and curious family members who are always asking “what are you writing?”  It’s not like I can show them, right?  “Here Mom.  Read this.”
 
    
 
   So thank you for checking up on me.  I decided last Friday to go ahead and do Master Brandon’s “Barter.”  If you forget what that involved, don’t worry, I’ll go over it so no one is lost.  Hell, I had to print the damn thing out and take it with me anyway, just so I’d remember.  That was my problem during the 7 Days of Sluttiness. I kept forgetting things because it was all so complicated.  That’s life, right?  
 
    
 
   So let’s get started!
 
    
 
   Saturday, January 15th, Breanne’s Anniversary
 
    
 
   Saturday morning broke with more than just a little excitement for me.  “Today is my anniversary!” I kept thinking to myself.  I had just endured a week of sexual torment and torture that can only be described as incredible, even as I stumbled through my chores, wincing at some of the remaining sore spots. Out of all of the Anniversary Assignments given to me, Master Brandon’s was one of my favorites.  It encompassed everything I like in a sexual task: plenty of humiliation, a bit of pain, lots of fucking, and no limits on orgasm.  That’s a gift, frankly.  And I was going to take it!
 
    
 
   I had let my family know that I was going to be gone all day, so after breakfast I went upstairs and packed a bag.  The temperature was still cool enough to require a coat, so after I stuffed some important items in my largest purse, I grabbed my duster and headed out to my truck.  Of course, my first stop was the grassy side of the farm to market road running behind our property.  It is rarely travelled; in fact, I’m surprised it’s even paved.  Over the last several days, I had done my changing in the cab of the truck, but I decided that on my anniversary, I needed to do things right.  I hopped out of the truck and moved to the front grill where I immediately began taking off my more weather appropriate long sleeve button down shirt, work boots, and jeans.  My skin rose in goose bumps as the cold wind struck bare skin and I started to hurry as I unclasped my bra.   My nipples immediately rose to prominent points as I worked my panties down.  Lastly, I tugged the ben wa balls out of my pussy and set them on the hood, ignoring the wet spot they caused.  I had been granted a stay on NHPS Rule #1 for the beginning of the assignment, so I ran with it.
 
    
 
   I grabbed the tee shirt, one of Kari’s gifts during college, a purple, overly tight (especially now) tee shirt, that sported the words “Good Girls Do Bad Things”.  Well, isn’t THAT an oversimplification?  A pair of rather tight denim short shorts went on next.  They weren’t Daisy Dukes, but rather more appropriate, low hip-huggers that I personally think are sexier than Daisy Dukes.  So with about six inches of my belly showing (thanks to a too small shirt and really low riding shorts) and all of my leg going down from the curve of my ass to the tips of my toe just as visible, I shoved my feet into the flip flops, wrapped my duster around myself, and practically ran to the cab.  Ah… sweet warmth.  It was awesome.
 
    
 
   Master Brandon had specified a driving distance of ten miles, which I still think is kinda funny.  I know what he was trying to do: move me out of my comfort zone.  But seriously, ten miles in Texas is like a walk in the park.  I know everything on the west side of Houston.  He should have specified a drive to Humble, or Channelview or something if he wanted me out of my comfort zone.  As it was I only had to drive down I-10 for about fifteen minutes to get to where I was going.  I had a plan, which was a good thing, considering what I had been assigned to do.
 
    
 
   If you aren’t all caught up on the various Anniversary Assignments, I suggest you go read up on that particular post, especially since Master Brandon’s assignment was probably the longest.  To sum up however, I had been directed to accomplish a list of a dozen goals, almost all of which would require me to purchase something.  Except I wasn’t allowed to bring money.  Everything I required for the day had to be bartered for.  And I only had one asset: sex.  Can anyone say Sugar Daddy?  In my case, a lot of them.  The goals themselves weren’t that extreme.  Any one of them would have been a walk in the park for me.  But tacked together, with distance between them and the instructions that I had to find a different Sugar Daddy for each goal?  That made it tough.  As it was, that morning, I had Master Brandon’s instructions firmly in mind:
 
    
 
   Breanne – you will wear a tee shirt, shorts, and flip flops, no panties or bra.  You are granted a temporary exemption from NHPS Rule #1 during the beginning of this assignment.  You will drive at least ten miles and then park your car in the parking lot of a grocery store.
 
    
 
   I exited the freeway at Dairy-Ashford and drove south until I was able to turn into one of the local grocery stores nearby.  It was a fairly typical strip mall and I was able to find about a zillion parking spots out in the boonies, though I didn’t park that far out.  There were more conditions and I didn’t want my truck stolen.  After parking, I got my purse and began divesting it of the items I WASN’T allowed to take with me.  In the end, my large purse was mostly empty. I had my driver’s license, my cell phone, and a large box of condoms.  
 
    
 
   I know. I’m a girl with her priorities straight.
 
    
 
   The one thing really lacking was money.  That, along with my credit cards, wallet, and other contents I had stuffed in a canvas bag and shoved behind the seat. Not that I was loaded.   There was only about twenty bucks in there, not enough to worry about, and my bank cards were mostly useless.  Not that I’m poor of course.  Dad pays me for the work I do on the farm (sorta), but I deposit most of my money in a money market account.  But hey, you aren’t here to read about my finances, so let’s move on.
 
    
 
   After packing my bag came the absolute worst part of the whole deal.  Master Brandon didn’t want me having an easy escape.  So I opened the glove box, tucked my keys into its dark depths, and then closed it up.  With a deep breath and more than a little nervousness, I opened the truck door, stepped out, locked it, and then shut the door.
 
    
 
   I was stranded.
 
    
 
   Now I’m not stupid either.   Becca had a spare key to the truck and was standing by the phone in the event I got into trouble, and she knew my general itinerary.  I also had specific check in times when I HAD to call her, and they were pretty frequent.  See?  I’m smart!  
 
    
 
   But standing there, in sixty degree weather, in flip flops, a sexually suggestive tee shirt, and a pair of ultra short denim shorts, with only my duster to keep me warm; not to mention the fact my keys were locked in the truck and I had no money, made things very very stressful.
 
    
 
   And then of course, there was goal number one:
 
    
 
   You must follow NHPS Rule #1 immediately.  You will approach someone and negotiate their purchase of a suitable item to stuff in your pussy.  This goal MUST be done first.  I recommend picking up something at the grocery store.
 
    
 
   I had been aware that the commutation of NHPS Rule #1 had been temporary, but it was still a little bit disconcerting to know that my very first action would be to find something to shove up inside me.  I started walking toward the grocery store, trying to think of what would be appropriate.  Sure, I’ve fucked lots of grocery store items, mostly vegetables, but all of those things were long, thick, and made to thrust in and out.  Whatever I got this time, I would need to be able to keep inside my pussy, without having to hold it in, and be able to walk around.
 
    
 
   So I went into the grocery store to do some browsing.  I won’t bore you with the details, especially since it took about five minutes, but in the end I knew exactly what I was going to purchase.  My next problem was finding a sugar daddy to do the purchasing.  I started off by wandering the store, still browsing, but now I was interested in the other customers.  I was looking for someone in particular, not an employee, but a man.  That’s what I needed.  
 
    
 
   I eventually found him.  It took another ten minutes too.  You might wonder why I don’t just go up to the first guy I meet.  The reason is because a lot of factors go into whom I approach.  First, they have to look clean and respectable.  Second, they have to have the right mindset.  Smiles are important.  In this particular case, I also needed to get eye-fucked, which wasn’t that hard since I had taken off my duster and was carrying it over one arm.  
 
    
 
   He was maybe forty years old, slightly graying hair, wearing a nice polo and carrying just a small basket.  I positioned myself in the aisle so that I could observe his reaction as he walked by.  Yep.  Major eye-fuck.  Of course, I was standing like I should.  My feet were crossed at the ankles, thus making my hips more prominent.  I kept my arms away from my torso, making sure all the skin and curves were visible.  Lastly, I arched my back a bit, pushing my breasts out, straining the cotton material of the shirt.  My nipples were clearly outlined as hard little bumps.
 
    
 
   So when I turned to him and gave him one of my million watt please fuck me over and over again smiles, he returned that look, thus putting all of the stars in line for my polite little “excuse me, sir.”
 
    
 
   He was very very attentive.  Who wouldn’t be right?  
 
    
 
   “Yes?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I was just a tad bit nervous and I’m pretty sure it showed.  “Um… I was wondering if you could help me out with something.”  I got an affirmative response.
 
    
 
   “I need to buy a particular item, but I’m broke.  I was wondering if we might work out a little exchange.  You buy me the item, and I’ll give you a mind blowing blowjob.” 
 
    
 
   Surprise flashed across his face and then it darkened slightly with suspicion.  “This is a joke, right?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “No joke, sir.”  I held up the item I had been holding in my left hand.  It was a nasal aspirator, one of those horrible blue things mothers use on their babies to suck the snot right out of their nose.  It was approximately two inches wide and about four inches long.  But most importantly, it would be easy to cram up inside my pussy, stay in no matter what I was doing, and would be relatively easy to get out.  It was also cheap.  Certainly worth a blow job.
 
    
 
   The look of confusion on his face was enough to tell me that he needed some quick manipulation.  I put one hand to my shirt and lifted it up to expose a flash of breast.
 
    
 
   “Please? I really need it!”  I begged.  
 
    
 
   “What for?” he asked, his brain still needing time.
 
    
 
   I blushed scarlet as I pulled my shirt back down. I had been hoping to avoid this.  I swallowed but then just blurted it out. “I want to stick it in my pussy please, sir.”  This came out a bit louder than I had intended.  His eyes widened and even he glanced around.
 
    
 
   “Seriously?” 
 
    
 
   Oh God how often am I to be asked that question?  YES FUCKING SERIOUSLY!
 
    
 
   I nodded, an innocent but naughty little smile on my face.  He hesitated for a moment, and then reached out, and took the little bulb from my hand.  I grinned, stepped close to him, and put one arm through his.  The nasal aspirator got dropped into his basket and we finished picking up the items he needed.  One of the nice things was that he was warm.  I was still a bit cold and snuggling up next to him made for a nice comfortable walk.
 
    
 
   After he purchased his items, and mine, we headed out into the parking lot.  He looked around for a moment and then said, “uh… where…um.”  I blinked.  
 
    
 
   “What are you driving?” I asked.  I’ve given blowjobs in cars before.  I was directed to a rather nice look Toyota Camry, pretty new, and in moments I was comfortably sitting in the leather interior, with the warm heater pumping air toward me.  I could tell he was a bit nervous, so I reached out and started stroking his cock through his trousers.  It hardened almost immediately and I told him to drive around to the back of the grocery store.  He did as told and as we began moving I pulled up my shirt and bent over, planting my lips on his hard cock, right through the cloth.  By the time he found a spot to park the car, behind a dumpster no less, I had his cock out and in my mouth.  He was moaning in seconds and I worked him like a pro. I’m good at sucking cock so this was a piece of cake.  
 
    
 
   I worked one hand down into his pants and started stroking his balls too.  This drove him crazy and in about five or six minutes I felt that normal hardening.  His cock became like granite and then I felt those little pulses and in less than a second my mouth was filling with white cream.  It was salty.  I swallowed and swallowed, trying to down as much of it as I could, but some still trickled out.  Evidently he hadn’t exploded in a while.  Finally, his cock went limp in my mouth and I slowly lifted up, wiping away the excess with a finger and then licking it with a smack of my lips.  His eyes were glazed and he wore this smile of satisfaction that I will always remember.  Oh my yes…
 
    
 
   I turned in my seat and unbuttoned my shorts.  Then I unzipped them.  Working them down was no problem, and I immediately attracted my partner’s attention with the fact that my shaven pussy was completely exposed.  With a grin, I pulled my brand new nasal aspirator out of its packaging, and then, using my own personal juices to lubricate it, slowly worked it up into my pussy.  It collapsed a bit as it went in, but it expanded back out once it was firmly inside me.  I moaned, wiggling my hips, with the little blue tip still sticking out.  It felt… strange, but also fun.  NHPS Rule #1: in compliance.
 
    
 
   I got my shorts back up and at my request I was driven back around to the front of the grocery store.  He asked me what I was going to do next, and I was honest: find transport to the sex toy store, since the blue bulb in my pussy was just a stopgap measure to keep me stuffed.  His eyes widened and he offered to drive me there.  I laughed, shook my head, and told him that my instructions were to barter with a new person for each item.  He sighed and then nodded. I got dropped off and stood, once more in the cold, dressed in my duster, a tight, too small tee shirt that announced my morality codes, a pair of blue denim short shorts that hugged my hips, and a pair of blue flip flops that left my poor toes exposed and chilly.  Thank God it wasn’t raining.
 
    
 
   I practically stumbled into my ride.  He was a sandy haired guy, maybe twenty five or so, coming out of the grocery store holding a case of soda.  He was dressed pretty much like some sort of worker: blue jeans, boots, a tee shirt, light coat.  He had eye-fucked me pretty good while going in and we had practically collided on the way out.  I gave him a quick smile, but before he could move past me, I reached out and laid a hand on his arm.
 
    
 
   “Hey.  I need a favor.” I asked.  He turned and looked at me immediately and I have to give him credit, at least he didn’t shake me off or tell me he didn’t have any money.
 
    
 
   “Sure, babe.  What’s up?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   “I need a lift.  Just up the road at the corner of the Beltway.”  I licked my lips.  “In exchange for the ride, I’ll go naked.”
 
    
 
   He blinked.  “What?”
 
    
 
   I looked at him through lowered lashes.  “You heard me.  You provide the wheels. I’ll sit naked the whole way.”  
 
    
 
   He glanced at me, a much more serious eye-fucking followed.  His eyebrow went up and his mouth curled into a sort of smile sneer that made me a bit uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   “Can I touch too?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I hesitated for just a moment, but then nodded.  With a grin he took my hand and led me out into the parking lot.  For a moment I was confused, because it looked like he was leading me to my own truck, but then I saw another pickup behind mine and he pushed me toward the passenger side door.  
 
    
 
   I climbed up and took a look around.  Dirty candy wrappers were on the floor, the windows were only partially tinted and it looked like the thing had last been cleaned during the nineties.  He got behind the wheel and looked at me. Clearly he had no intention of going anywhere until I paid up.
 
    
 
   I slid out of my duster and then grabbed the bottom of my shirt.  It had been tough to put on and it was just as tough to get off.  Way too tight.  My breasts popped out and before I even had gotten the shirt over my head I felt his hand come up and began roughly squeezing my breasts.  
 
    
 
   “Mmmmm, oh yeah baby. You like it, don’t you?” he asked.  I finally freed my head and arms from the restricting cotton and ignored him.  Then I began unbuttoning my shorts.  Those slipped down my thighs much easier and in seconds his fingers were probing between my legs.  He found the little blue tip of the nasal aspirator stuck up my twat and pulled his hand back.  
 
    
 
   “What the fuck is that?” he asked, leaning over to peer down at my pussy.
 
    
 
   I gave him a grin and replied in a matter-of-fact tone, “nasal aspirator.” 
 
    
 
   “A what?” 
 
    
 
   “Nasal Aspirator.  You use it to suck the snot out of babies,” I replied.  
 
    
 
   He gave me this absolutely phenomenal look of horror.  “What the fuck is it doing in your cunt?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged.  “I was horny and didn’t have anything else handy.” I replied.  I pulled my legs out of the shorts and picked them up. I folded them neatly and laid them on top of my duster, all of it between us.  My shirt followed and I turned and looked at him as I grabbed the seat belt and buckled up.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to drive?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Are you some sort of slut or something?” he asked as he turned the key in the ignition.
 
    
 
   I smirked as he put the truck into gear.  “Or something.”
 
    
 
   I directed him out onto Dairy-Ashford and it only took us about five minutes to proceed to my next location.  This was due to Master Brandon’s second goal:
 
    
 
   13.    You need to replace the item in your pussy with a suitable hands free sex toy.  This will require you to obtain transportation to a novelty toy shop.  (Unless you are very lucky and within a half mile of said shop.) 
 
    
 
   Well, I hadn’t been lucky, which is why I was sitting naked in a pick up truck with a hands on sort of guy.  At every stop light he took a moment to reach over and touch my breasts, or rub at my clit.  I was nice enough to keep my legs spread for him and not cover anything up, despite the fact my brain was screaming at me to conceal myself.  On the flip side, the drive made me terribly wet and horny.  When we pulled up into the parking lot, I leaned over and gave him a rather sloppy wet kiss.  
 
    
 
   It’s not my fault he didn’t know that I had just recently swallowed another man’s cum.
 
    
 
   My breasts got fondled a bit more and he asked if a ride was all I needed.  I could read between the lines, but wasn’t really in the mood to sate this guy’s needs.  Besides, I was going to have to barter sex soon enough as it was.  He got enough out of me. I thanked him, grabbed my clothes, and got out of the truck.  Yes.  Naked.  He blinked a bit as I got dressed right there in the lot, with cars zipping by on the frontage road.  It didn’t take long.   All I had was my shorts, the tee shirt, and my duster.  I gave him a smile, another thank you, and then went into the novelty shop.
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   01/19/11 – Part Two
 
    
 
   I half expected him to follow me in so I loitered up front for awhile.  The funny thing about Houston is that you aren’t allowed to actually SELL sex stuff here.  So all the novelty shops masquerade as “magazine” stores, with a bunch of outdated and worn looking magazines up front.  When it was clear I wasn’t going to be followed, I entered the much larger back room, marked “adults only”.  
 
    
 
   There were immediately two downsides to my plan to come here; the first being that the clerk was a woman.  She took one look at me, her face twisted in disgust, and then I was mostly ignored.  Not even a greeting. I’m not sure if I had seen her before.  It’s possible she remembered me, but it had been six or seven months since I had been back.  Maybe she recognized me.  Who knows?
 
    
 
   The second problem was that I was alone.  No one was shopping for sex toys, magazines, dirty videos, or even wanting to go into the arcade.  I wandered among the stacks for a bit, getting more aroused by the minute thanks to the nasal aspirator crammed into my pussy.  I also located the cheapest set of “hands free sex toys” that I could find, a six dollar pair of ben wa balls, covered in latex and connected by a string.
 
    
 
   But without someone to purchase the sex toy for me, I was stuck.  I waited another twenty minutes, and then decided I needed to head outside and FIND someone.  As I went out into the front “non-triple x rated” area, I saw an old beat up sedan pull up, and a white haired fifty something year old guy get out.  He was clearly going to come into the store. I grinned, thinking “here is my chance!”  I stepped clear of the doorway leading to the back, got into position, and waited.
 
    
 
   Body language is very important when you want something, especially if you are a girl wanting something from a man.  So I lifted one foot up, so that despite the fact I was wearing flip flops the arch of my foot was exposed as if I were wearing heels.  I pushed my chest outward, to better emphasize my breasts.  I gave my nipples a quick pinch through the shirt, making them stand out better.  My duster was off of course, since it was warm enough inside the store, but I pushed my shorts an additional inch lower, exposing my hip bones and a bit of my bikini line.  In short, I was hot.  
 
    
 
   He walked in, saw me, eye-fucked me, and then I saw something sad.
 
    
 
   He put me in the category of “it will never happen to me in a million years.”  I literally saw his face fall.  He sighed.  And then he went past me.  Not a word exchanged, not even a hello. It was as if he saw the signs, didn’t believe them, couldn’t believe them, and then went about his business.
 
    
 
   Master Barrett once asked me why I do it, other than the fact I like to be screwed silly and painfully as often as possible.  I told him it’s because I like sharing happiness with people.  Granted, sexual happiness for me is a bit more intense because I like whips and chains and clamps, but I still like to give people that little bit of hope and satisfaction.  That’s me.  Spreading love and peace through the world one fuck at a time.
 
    
 
   I gave him a four count and then followed him into the back room.
 
    
 
   He had disappeared into the stacks and I braved the disproving glance of the clerk once again to walk down the main aisle and find him.  It didn’t take long.  He was standing in the old VHS discount section, perusing some of those awful three hour long compilation tapes where the girls are butt ugly and nothing but some licking and fucking happens.  It’s all fake too.  He didn’t notice me, or if he did, I was ignored as I made my way up to him.
 
    
 
   “Hi.” I said softly, and with as much warmth as I could muster.  I smiled too, so that when he turned to face me he got one of my best features.  I didn’t hit him with my million watt smile. I wanted this to be more… real.  
 
    
 
   “Can I help you?” he asked, clearly taken aback at my approach. I could tell he was already nervous.  Evidently women didn’t talk to him much.  I wasn’t sure why, even now.  He seemed really sweet, bathed regularly, was soft spoken, and very gentle.  Granted, his dick was a little small, but that’s not THAT big of a deal.  Maybe he just couldn’t handle being around women that much.  I have no idea.  But his offer for help was exactly what I needed.
 
    
 
   “As of matter of fact, help is EXACTLY what I need, sir.” I replied.  I sidled up next to him, though I was careful not to touch him yet. He would have gotten skittish.  
 
    
 
   “I’m in a little bit of a bind.  Up in the counter there is a set of ben wa balls that I would REALLY love to have, but I don’t have any money.  I was wondering if maybe you would be willing to buy them for me if I take you in the arcade and see how many times you can cum in an hour?”
 
    
 
   Once more I was given that same blank look followed by surprise.  
 
    
 
   “You… you… want to have sex with me so I’ll buy you a sex toy?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Of course, you’ll have to go get us both a cup of tokens for the arcade too, but do that first, we’ll find a room, have some fun, and then you can get me my new sex toy.”
 
    
 
   He waffled. I could see it in his eye.  Now was the time to press up close to him. I did, swinging my hips.  My hands went to his chest and then downward until I touched his bulging pants.  
 
    
 
   “I know you want me.  Let me do something nice for you… please?” I begged.  
 
    
 
   He melted.  I knew it when he let out a shuddering gasp.  Then he was marching resolutely away, straight toward the counter.  The clerk eyed me a bit as she handed over the two cups, taking away the man’s ten dollar bill, and then he was coming back, handing me my own cup full of worthless tokens.  The clerk knew full well what was going on.
 
    
 
   It had been awhile since I was in the arcade here, but nothing had improved. It still smelled like old sex, oil, unwashed bodies, and the lingering scent of marijuana.  It was also dark.  Tokens littered the floor.  I could hear the various videos playing in some of the small rooms and I took his hand and led him through the hallway until I found a room with a functioning television and enough light for him to see me.  I closed the door and locked it and he sat down on the little bench.
 
    
 
   I started with a strip tease, carefully working my shirt up and over my breasts.  When both had popped free I leaned forward and began rubbing them back and forth across his face.  His trembling hands went around me and I told him to suck on them.  He did, nibbling gently and then with more force.  Soon he was tonguing my breasts as if he had never done it before and was greedy for as much as he could get.  His hands roamed down my bare back, caressing my spine before cupping my ass.  I let him have as much as he wanted before disengaging, once more standing in front of him. I slipped off my flip flops, stood before him barefoot, and then began removing my shorts.
 
    
 
   I turned around so my ass was toward him while I did it.  I heard this groan of pleasure as hands touched my buttocks.  I shoved the shorts down, wiggling my ass in front of him as I did it, and then stepped out of them.  His fingers stroked me, up and down my thigh, my bottom, even moving around a bit.  In the darkness, you couldn’t see the little blue tip of the nasal aspirator.  I kept my legs together.  
 
    
 
   I managed to turn back around and then sink to my knees.  It wasn’t hard to get him to spread his legs, or to let me unbuckle his pants.  His cock was already hard and I my mouth did some very nice things to him.  So nice, he came rather quickly and I barely had time to move myself into a better position to swallow.  His cum was acrid, and not very nice to drink, but that’s usual.  He slumped against the seat, eyes closed, looking rather pleased.  His cock had turned limp.
 
    
 
   But that didn’t stop me.  I was still on my knees and I took his soft member in my mouth and started sucking again, this time being a little more vigorous with my caresses.  I worked his pants down, all the time keeping my mouth on his shaft.  It was a bit more problematic getting his shoes off, but I managed the laces to the nice dress shoes after shifting position again.  
 
    
 
   It took ten minutes of direct physical stimulation before he was hard again.  But in that time I had managed to do one other little thing: extract the nasal aspirator from my pussy.  It had come out with a squelching sound that he no doubt thought came from my mouth, sucking on his cock.  I dropped it on the floor and pushed it aside.  Then, when he was hard again, I grabbed my purse, opened a condom, and put it in my mouth.
 
    
 
   No, I don’t buy pre-lubricated condoms.  I also buy large for the most part, and go for flavored condoms, since latex isn’t the best tasting stuff in the world. I’m not trying to promote any particular brand or anything, but I buy Trustex Flavored Condoms in bulk, about a hundred for forty bucks. It’s not a bad deal either.  Anyway, I ripped one open, stuck it in my mouth (ooh…cherry!) and then applied it orally to his cock.  Kari made me learn when I was a freshman in college.  It’s actually a funny story.  She was dating this guy named Chris and she asked him to come over one night to help me study.  He ended up stripped naked and tied to a chair while I was forced to practice putting condoms on him over and over again. I think we went through like two hundred or so.  If I got it on correctly I was rewarded with a thirty second application of the vibrator to my clit, wielded by Kari.  If I broke the condom or screwed up somehow, or took to long, then I had a whipping application to those same parts instead.  Trust me, I learned how to apply a condom orally very quickly.
 
    
 
   I stood up and ran my fingers through his hair.  It was thin, but that didn’t matter to me as I straddled him, putting one knee up on the bench next to his hip.  I could feel the tip of his cock probing at my slit and I moaned as I slid downward, impaling myself on his shaft.  I pulled his head into my chest, letting him taste me and suck on me and then he brought his hands up and cupped my breasts.  
 
    
 
   It felt good and I was horny.  Granted, it was vanilla, and plain vanilla at that, and despite cumming just fifteen or twenty minutes beforehand, he came again pretty quick.  In fact, he came long before I had a chance to explode myself.  So as he sat there holding me, gasping from the release, I trembled as the sexual urgency I was feeling just got stronger and stronger.  Finally he let go and I slid once more to my knees.  I pulled off the condom and threw it in a dark corner, where I had no doubt it rested with others, and moved to start the process over again.
 
    
 
   “No! No more! Please!” he said, pushing my head away.
 
    
 
   “No more?  But I want to make you cum again,” I whispered.  
 
    
 
   “Please.  It’s just too much. I’m tired now.  It was wonderful, but you don’t have to.”
 
    
 
   I sat on my heels for a moment.  “I know I don’t have to.  And you don’t have to do anything.  Just let me make you hard again.  I want to cum too.”
 
    
 
   He took my arms and pulled me back up. He got to his feet and pushed me down on the bench.  “Then let me.”
 
    
 
   And then HE was KNEELING between MY legs!  He pushed my thighs apart and I spread myself as wide as I could as his mouth came down to my pussy.  His tongue darted against my tender clit and his tongue did this long up and down motion along my slit.  It felt… incredible.  I was still tender from the previous week (as if any girl can handle being fisted seven days in a row, pussy whipped repeatedly, fucked, double penetrated, and spanked with no issues).  I shivered in ecstasy though as he did a very good job in bringing me to orgasm.
 
    
 
   I came.  With a gush.  Soaked his face too.
 
    
 
   When we were done he had this silly grin on his face underneath the shiny wetness of my orgasm.  I had slumped down on the bench, my arms and legs just limply lying there as I wallowed in the endorphin and adrenaline high.  Finally I shook it off, sat up, and thanked him.  Profusely.  Together we got dressed, though I admit it took him a bit longer than it did me.  In the confusion of the moment I picked up the nasal aspirator and tucked it into my purse.  Then we exited and headed back to the counter.
 
    
 
   He was as good as his word and a few moments later I was handed the small package of ben wa balls.  Then I walked him to his car.
 
    
 
   “Can I give you a lift some place?” he asked politely.  We had exchanged emails and I gave him a soft kiss in response.  
 
    
 
   “I appreciate it, but I’m good.  Thanks.”  I watched him get in his car and drive away.
 
    
 
   At which point I walked to the corner of the building, ducked down the alley, and unbuttoned my shorts.  Getting them down was no problem and in moments I had stuffed the new set of ben wa balls into my pussy, moaning as I did.  Then I managed to get everything back in place.
 
    
 
   Master Brandon’s next goal for me was to start changing my outfit.  I needed a new shirt.  Not to mention the fact that lunch time was quickly approaching and I was getting hungry. This meant two things.  One, I needed transportation to somewhere I could finagle someone into buying me a shirt, and two; I needed someone to finagle into buying me food!  After I called in and checked with Becca, I headed back around to the front of the building.  
 
    
 
   The novelty/media shop was on the frontage road of the freeway, which meant there were a lot of cars whizzing by.  Due to the temperature, I was back in my duster, but I left the front open, revealing my “best worn during summer” clothing.  Then I started walking along the frontage road, my thumb out, hitching for a ride.
 
    
 
   It might be because I’m a girl, or maybe it was my attire, or maybe it’s because I’m young and hot, I don’t know, but only three cars went by me before the fourth practically slammed on the breaks and swerved into the parking lot of the novelty shop.  I skipped over to the sedan as the driver’s side window came down. Inside was a guy, thin, with spiked short hair, heavy sunglasses, and a wide grin.
 
   
“Need a lift?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Just to the mall.  I can make it worth your while.” I told him.  My duster was open and the tips of my breasts tried to push through the thin cotton of my shirt. 
 
    
 
   He lifted the sunglasses and in a very cliché move, eye-fucked me.  He grinned. “I’m sure you can.”  His head twitched. “Get in.”
 
    
 
   I rounded the car and hopped in, settling into the seat and stretching my bare legs forward.  His eyes went straight to them.
 
    
 
   “So you can make it worth my while, huh?”  he asked as he pulled back into traffic.  
 
    
 
   “Yep.” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Whatcha got in mind?” he asked.  I turned around and looked into the back of his car.
 
    
 
   “Me in the back seat, naked.”
 
    
 
   This time he glanced over at me.  “Direct, aren’t you.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged.  “I need a good fucking.  Find us an out of the way spot and you can see how limber I am.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds good to me.”  
 
    
 
   The car whizzed forward along the frontage road and it was less than five minutes later when we were pulling into the mall.  He drove around to the parking garage on the east side and in a few minutes he was parking in a rather out of the way corner where only Security would ever check on things.  He put the car in park and then looked expectantly at me.  I smiled, grabbed my tee shirt, and pulled it over my head.  That surprised him. Maybe he was just expecting me to get out and bail on him, but the sudden appearance of my breasts was more than enough to get him going.  When I shucked out of my shorts, he took off his sunglasses and set them on the dash.  Then I spread my legs, tugged out the ben wa balls, and LICKED THEM.
 
    
 
   LOL.  You should have seen his face!  
 
    
 
   While he was still speechless I then crawled, CRAWLED mind you, between the front seats, giving him the perfect view of my rear end, into the back.  I have to admit, I was still showing some of the red marks from the paddling I had received on Thursday at the frat house, but he didn’t say anything.  I fell into the back, then I crooked one finger, clearly indicating for him to follow me.
 
    
 
   He elected to get out of the car and into the back seat instead of crawling like me, but it only took a few moments before I had a condom on his cock and we were bucking like maniacs.  He was sitting and I was straddling and the top of my head kept grazing the roof.  The whole car rocked.  It was awesome.  He was a very powerful strong lover and his hands found my breasts and squeezed and pinched when I begged him too.  He came with a growl and a fast paced pounding that left me breathless.  We ended up changing position as he threw me down on the seat and fucked me silly.  Finished, he extracted himself, and I managed to get my leg unwrapped from the driver’s seat headrest.  With a grin, I sat up, kissed him soundly, and then leaned forward to grab my clothes, duster, and purse from off the front passenger seat.
 
    
 
   “You’re a piece of work,” he said as I started dressing, pushing the ben wa balls in first, much to his surprise.”  I let out a quiet moan as the ben wa balls sank into my still aroused slit and I gave him a grin afterward.  No need to comment on a statement like that.  I slipped my feet into the shorts and worked them up over my ass while he got his own package put away.
 
    
 
   “So you want to hook up again?” he asked.  I laughed.
 
    
 
   “Can’t get enough of me, huh?” I gave him a coy smile.  He shrugged.
 
    
 
   “Breanne at Michael Alexander Stories dot com,” I told him.  “Email me.”  Then, only half dressed, I popped the car door and stepped out.  His eyes widened as I stood there bare from the waist up, but I quickly put on my shirt, shook out my duster, and waved goodbye.  There weren’t any sounds of screeching brakes or sirens, so I figured our parking lot tryst and my semi-nudity had gone unnoticed.  It was time to get a new shirt.
 
    
 
   My stomach was telling me that I didn’t have a lot of time to get a new shirt, so the first order of business was to actually FIND an appropriate shirt that wouldn’t be so costly whomever I approached couldn’t afford it.   I wanted to keep it around twenty or so dollars, which I thought very reasonable.  I stopped by one of my favorite stores, but ended up having trouble.  Master Brandon had specified either a halter top or a see thru top, but the problem with see thru tops is that, for the most part, they are VERY see thru.  It took me a while to find the right shirt and I ended up selecting a Sleeve Scoop Neck Lace Top.  Of course, it was designed to wear with something underneath it, but the holes in it were tight enough that while… revealing, would probably not get me tossed out on my kiester.  Probably.
 
    
 
   After making my selection, I went in search of a new sugar daddy.  This was actually harder than it seems.  The problem lay in the targeting. I needed someone with twenty bucks to spend on me, so I couldn’t go after teenage guys (mostly). I also needed a solo guy, which on Saturday, at a mall known for its popularity with families, was also in short supply.  It took me about thirty minutes of wandering around, getting odd looks (seriously, who walks around the mall in flip flops, super short shorts, a duster, and a purple tee shirt that says Good Girls Do Bad Things?) before I managed to spot a prospective target.  I made my oblique approach as he was coming out of the Apple Store and I stepped up with my million watt smile on my face.
 
    
 
   “Hi!” I said, sounding like I was a long lost friend.  He turned to me in surprise. 
 
    
 
   “Uh… hi.”  The surprise in his voice was pretty apparent.  He was well dressed; polo shirt, light coat, dockers, but his uncombed dark hair made him look a little rumbled and wild.  My guess was he was either a junior or senior in college.  
 
    
 
   “I’m Breanne.”  I stuck out my hand in a very friendly fashion.  My duster was wide open and I know he wasn’t looking at my face.
 
    
 
   “David.”
 
    
 
   “Good to meet you, David.  Can I talk with you for a moment?”
 
    
 
   His eyebrow went up. “You aren’t selling something, are you?”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened and I laughed. “No.  I don’t work here at the mall.”  I put my arm in his and we took a few steps… closer to the store my shirt was waiting in.
 
    
 
   “So what can I do for you?” he asked.  He didn’t remove my clinging arm and we walked together, more than a little incongruous, but fun nonetheless as I made sure our hips bumped frequently.
 
    
 
   “I have a bit of proposition for you,” I replied. “It’s sort of a barter proposition.  You buy me a twenty two dollar shirt I want, and I take you into a dressing room and fuck your brains out.”  I said it very matter-of-factly.
 
    
 
   He actually stopped walking, causing me to lose my balance as I rocked backward.  I turned and looked at him.
 
    
 
   “Is this a joke?” 
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “Nope.  It’s simple.  We go into the store. I grab a few clothes to try on.  We go to the dressing room and you sneak inside with me.  Then I strip naked, fuck you silly, and then you buy the shirt for me.  Pretty simple.”
 
    
 
   He paused.  “I think that’s illegal.”
 
    
 
   It was my turn to screw up my face in disbelief.  “How is it illegal?”
 
    
 
   “Well, its prostitution and you’re soliciting me.”
 
    
 
   Well… shit.  If you looked at it that way, he was right.  It took me a moment to work my way around that thought.  
 
    
 
   “No it’s not.  Let’s reword this.  I’d like to fuck you silly.  If you like my performance, you can reward me by buying this really nice shirt!”
 
    
 
   He looked at me skeptically.  “How is that different?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “No expectation of remuneration. We go and have a quick nice time together.  You don’t have to reward me for it.  You could walk and never speak to me again.”  
 
    
 
   “So I can have the sex for free?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, hoping this was going to pay off.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “Okay, what store?”
 
    
 
   I led him to the store where I had found my shirt and pointed it out to him with a nod and a wink.  Then I grabbed the size I needed, which was just a bit too small for me, along with about three other items, and we proceeded to the very back to try things on.
 
    
 
   It took a bit of maneuvering not to get caught and I even had to completely try on one outfit before he was left alone long enough to disappear into the stall with me.  But since I tried on the shirt I wanted to buy, after taking everything else off, and opening the door and letting him see me naked from the waist down, with some very interesting and tantalizing bits peaking out through the shirt, it wasn’t long before he was in the dressing room with me.
 
    
 
   It was a lot tighter than the arcade room, but not quite as limb bending as the car back seat.  In moments his pants were around his ankles, along with his boxers (which said good things about him) and I was riding him like a jockey on a thoroughbred racer.  He didn’t even show any shock when I had to pull the ben wa balls out. It was wild, fast, and hard, and like my previous screwing, he came first.  Damn.  I groaned as his cock literally collapsed inside me, slipping out in flaccid disappointment.  I’ll take it as a compliment, and most of my masters and mistresses would berate me for my attitude, since MY enjoyment is always second.  So I extracted myself from off his lap and tucked my ben wa balls back in.
 
    
 
   “You like wearing those?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “I have something in me every day, all day long.”
 
    
 
   His eyebrow went up as I buttoned my shorts.  “Even while sleeping?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “It’s tough when they’re buzzing too.”
 
    
 
   He took a bit longer than me to get dressed, but he had more to get in place.  We exited the stall and I left all of the clothing, including the slightly too tight shirt I wanted.  My heart thumped as we moved through the store.  When we passed the rack of shirts I wanted I grit my teeth.  It hurts to be taken advantage of.  We stepped out into the actual mall corridor and he turned toward me.  I took a deep breath, pushed my anger away and smiled, going up on tip toe to kiss him.  It was a warm wet kiss and he kissed me back.
 
    
 
   “Thanks.  That was a lot of fun.”
 
    
 
   I smiled again, inwardly holding back the urge to knee him in the groin.  “Yeah. Thanks! I enjoyed it too.”
 
    
 
   He let go of my hand and took one step away from me, then pivoted and went BACK INTO THE STORE.
 
    
 
   I blushed, ashamed I had almost crushed his balls with my kneecap.  
 
    
 
   It took him about four minutes to get the shirt and buy it.  Then he came out with the bag and he handed it to me.
 
    
 
   “Think of this as a little present from me to you.”  He said politely as he handed me the bag.  He must have been a lawyer or something.
 
    
 
   I laughed, taking the plastic satchel. “All right.  Thanks!  I’ll think of you when I wear it!”  I grinned mischievously.  “Which will be in a few moments actually!”
 
    
 
   He blinked and laughed.  “Can I have your number?”
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Of COURSE you can.  Just like everyone else.
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   01/19/11 – Part Three
 
    
 
   About ten minutes later I was in a stall in the women’s restroom, looking down at my now rather blue torso.  The shirt actually went well with my shorts, which was a surprise, and would be really cute, especially with a white tank top underneath.  However, right now my creamy and freckle speckled skin shone through.  As I mentioned it was too tight, wrapping around my breasts and squeezing them slightly. It was hard to position the shirt properly to keep my nipples from finding one of the large holes in the shirt and popping out.
 
    
 
   My duster helped cut down the immediate “OH MY GOD” embarrassment factor, but it was still very very obvious I wasn’t wearing a bra or undershirt and the number of looks I got almost quadrupled.  By now, it was well after noon, and approaching one o’clock and my stomach was throttling my spine in an effort to encourage me to find something to eat.  I went out into the food court and began looking for someone to buy me lunch.
 
    
 
   In this particular case I was searching for someone who was ALREADY buying lunch, who was not with anyone.  That way I would provide company.  Now I’ll admit that I’ve actually done this before.  Not the sex for food thing, but leeched off some poor guy.  It’s simple really.  You walk up to a lonely looking guy, introduce yourself, ask them to buy you dinner, and they will!  All you have to do is look pretty, act interested in anything they say, show a little cleavage and voila! Instant meal.  In college I used this tactic during my junior and senior years (after I stopped wearing the tee shirts Kari had bought me) and rarely paid for lunch.
 
    
 
   The problem with all of this was the fact that I was basically looking for a lunch date, at a family mall, on a Saturday afternoon.  Not the brightest thing I’ve ever done.  It took me much longer than I wanted to find an appropriate target and my first target actually refused me!  Granted, I didn’t exactly offer sex, but he verbally pushed me away quite thoroughly as I said hello.
 
    
 
   Maybe he was gay or something.
 
    
 
   About ten minutes later I was looking a bit depressed and I happened to walk by the table of a man sitting alone. I hadn’t really even thought about him, mostly because he was already eating, but he looked up at me, catching my eye.
 
    
 
   “You look like you’re having issues.”
 
    
 
   I turned and looked at him.  My duster was mostly closed, and I let out a pretty big sigh.  “I’m hungry.”
 
    
 
   “No money?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “Not today at least.”  Then I smiled.  “But I’m willing to barter.”  I let my duster fall open, showing off my new shirt.  His eyes widened slightly. I glanced down at my chest.  One of my nipples was CLEARLY poking out through a hole in the shirt.  Oops.
 
    
 
   I didn’t bother to close my duster though, I just put my hands on the chair opposite him and gave him a helpless look.  He shook his head and put down his sandwich.
 
    
 
   “You don’t need to do that.”  He reached for his back pocket and pulled out his wallet.  Next thing I knew, a ten dollar bill was in my hand.  “Go get yourself something to eat.”  I took it, my stomach telling the rest of me that I had no choice, and quickly headed to the nearest restaurant.
 
    
 
   I got Asian, mostly because I like it, and they give you a lot of food.  I brought my plate and drink and egg roll and fortune cookie back to the table and sat down opposite my benefactor.  I handed the left over change which he accepted and began wolfing down my food.  Hunger does strange things to a person.
 
    
 
   Almost immediately my stomach released its death choke on my nervous system as I fed the monster and I was able to take a better look at my host.   He was overweight by about sixty pounds, had thin wiry reddish brown hair, cut short and sticking straight up, and glasses that hid a rather piggy face.  But he had a kind smile.  He was dressed in a light blue button down oxford, quite similar to what I usually wear around the farm, though much nicer and meant for office wear and not outdoor work.  His pants were khaki and he was wearing loafers.
 
    
 
   “So… what the deal?” he asked after I spent several minutes stuffing myself.
 
    
 
   I looked up, a forkful of sesame chicken halfway to my mouth.  “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”
 
    
 
   He shrugged.  “Sure I would.  It’s not every day you see a pretty girl wearing mismatched clothing and a duster, wandering the mall, starving to death.”
 
    
 
   I ate some more chicken.
 
    
 
   “You really want to know?”  
 
    
 
   He smiled.  “Call it the price of the meal.”
 
    
 
   “Okay.”  I replied.  Then I told him.  Everything.  I told him that I was a writer for a sex blog called Michael Alexander Stories and my specialty was these sex assignments.  I explained how my most recent assignment had me wandering around town, completing a long list of goals and how I had to barter sex in order to provide the things required.  He blinked at me for a bit, but I fished Master Brandon’s list out of my shirt and handed it over.  
 
    
 
   “I take it you’re on the lunch goal.”  
 
    
 
   I nodded and took another bite.
 
    
 
   He read it through and handed it back to me.  “And you are totally okay with this?”
 
    
 
   I blushed and nodded.  His next sentence surprised the hell out of me.
 
    
 
   “So what’s lunch worth?”
 
    
 
   Um… yeah.  About that…
 
    
 
   After we ate we went across the street to the hospital.  I had been right.  He WAS a business guy, one of the administrators at the hospital and he produced a key that led us to a darkened office.  Once inside I followed him to a large spacious office, complete with a desk and a nice couch.  He sat down and I took off my coat.  Then I slipped out of my flip flops.  
 
    
 
   “You ready?” I asked.  He nodded, his smile very warm.
 
    
 
   I danced for him.  And not just a twisting moving dance, but one loaded with sexual need.  I swayed, I bucked, I thrust my hips, I touched myself, and as I did I could see his blood pressure rising.  When I peeled my shirt upward, exposing my full breasts, his breath caught in his throat.  I moved toward him, straddling his lap.  I pressed my breasts to his face, picking up his hands and placing them on my sides.  He touched me, his mouth opening to suckle my nipples.  I felt little shivers start at the tips of my breasts and shoot through me straight to my pussy.  I stayed there until I felt a hardness between my legs, pressing at my shorts.  I slid down his lap until I was on my knees.  It was child’s play to free his cock and I yanked down his trousers and briefs until he was naked from the waist down.  I spread his legs slightly, enough so that one hand could caress and stroke his balls while my other hand helped my mouth.  
 
    
 
   My first movement was deep, taking as much of him as I could.  I almost gagged I went so deep.  Then I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and began that almost divine pattern of squeezes, strokes, and full throated licks that drive men crazy.  My tongue swirled around the tip of his cock.  It slid downward with long licks.  I took as much as I could and bobbed my head.  
 
    
 
   I felt his fingers on me.  “Please!   I want to fuck you!” he gasped.  I could feel the blood pulsing in his cock, the steady need, the desperation. I nodded, standing up and I quickly pushed my shorts off.  His eyes widened when I pulled out the ben wa balls, dropping them to the carpeted floor with disregard. Five seconds later I had a condom in my hand and I applied it quickly.  Then I moved forward again, except this time I turned around, my ass in his face as I sat down on his lap, my legs spread.
 
    
 
   His hands found my breasts as I reached down between my legs and moved him into position.  I slid down, letting my thighs ache with the movement, almost doing the splits as I began bouncing up and down on his shaft.  It felt incredible, but it still wasn’t enough for me.  I moved one of his hands to my nipple.  
 
    
 
   “Pinch me! Hard!  Harder!  Hurt me! I want it to hurt!” I whispered to him.  He complied and a spark of pain zipped from my breast to my clit.  
 
    
 
   “More!  Please?” I begged.  
 
    
 
   He replied with both hands, pinching and tugging on my breasts, even squeezing and twisting them.  It hurt.  It was exquisite.  It was perfect.  And I came, even before he did.  Desperation is the best sauce.
 
    
 
   Despite cumming, I knew I wasn’t done.  I quickly lifted off him, pulling away, but only for a second.  I turned around, once more straddling him in a repeat of our earlier combination.  This time however my shorts and his pants weren’t in the way and the better position meant that his cock slid neatly up into me as he grabbed my hips and then began bucking.
 
    
 
   It’s possible he would have been able to cum in that position, but it’s my experience that most men can’t.  For some reason, sitting up with me riding them, just doesn’t fit.  They either have to be laying down, or kneeling. We fucked for awhile and then he was lifting me up, pushing me to the floor.  I was suddenly face down on the scratchy carpet and he was on top of me.  I felt his cock against my ass, slipping through the crack and I braced myself, trying to relax my rear end enough for him to fuck me there. But to my surprise his cock slipped even lower and in a moment I felt him enter my pussy again.  I moaned.  I personally have trouble cumming in this position.  But it feels incredible.  If anyone really really wants to sexually torture me all day,  what you need to do is arrange for a non-stop fucking with me on my face, two or three guys to take turns, and several doses of Viagra (for the guys obviously!).  I’ll NEVER cum.  Just get more and more desperate.
 
    
 
   His weight on top of me wasn’t uncomfortable, because he was supporting most of it with his hands.  My body felt the repeated impact of his thrusts and then his cock turned to granite and began spurting. I could feel it.  I cried out, more for effect than release, though the new position had certainly relit the fires again.
 
    
 
   He rolled off me, gasping, clearly wiped from the sex.  I twisted, both of us lying there on the floor of his office, and smiled at him.
 
    
 
   “Feel good?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh hell yes,” he replied.  I grinned.  A satisfied customer makes me a happy girl.  He turned and looked at me, eyes still a little glazed. 
 
    
 
   “Did you cum?” he asked.  Wow.  He must not of have noticed.  Nice of him to ask though.  I toyed for a second with the thought of saying no, just to see what he would do, but instead I figured honesty was the best policy.  I nodded. 
 
    
 
   “Yes sir, I came.  It was wonderful.  Thank you for asking.”
 
    
 
   He nodded, rolled over to look at the ceiling and let out a big sigh, which was my cue to get up and get dressed.  God knows what would have happened if someone came LOOKING for him. There was a small box of tissue on his credenza and I liberated some of it to wipe myself clean and deal with excess juice.  You know, I’ve noticed that I’m extra juicy.  Maybe I need a pair of those gym shorts with the word written on the ass.
 
    
 
   Nah. My dad would kill me.
 
    
 
   As we got dressed he turned and looked at me.  “So, now you need a skirt, right?” he asked as he was buttoning up his shirt.  I looked over at him, remembering that I had shown him Master Brandon’s complete list of goals at lunch.  I nodded.  Another article of clothing, another target, another barter.  
 
    
 
   “Does it really have to be a stranger each time?” he asked.  “I’d gladly buy you that skirt.”  He offered.
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” I replied, touched. “I have to do it the way I was ordered.”
 
    
 
   “Why?”
 
    
 
   Why indeed? How to explain this?  Instead I went to his desk.   A small note pad was lying next to the phone and I took one of his pens and quickly wrote a website address across the top.  I capped the pen again and as I picked up my purse and duster, I held out the paper to him.
 
    
 
   “Michael Alexander Stories?” he asked, obviously even more confused that before.  I grinned and nodded.  Then turned toward the door.
 
    
 
   “Wait!”  He frowned.  “Look, if I can’t buy you the skirt, at least let me arrange something.”  He pulled out his cell phone and quickly dialed a number.  I blinked and waited. 
 
    
 
   “Hey Chris.  Yeah.  No, I’m good.  You busy right now?” he asked into the phone.  I could hear the buzzing of the conversation, but then he continued.  “I’ve got a favor to ask of you.  I’m sending a girl named Breanne down to your office.  She’s a cutie too.  She’s in need of a little assistance and I think you’re the guy to provide it.”  There was a pause and more buzzing as Chris replied.
 
    
 
   He grinned and looked at me.  “No, I think you’ll be able to handle it perfectly.  Uh huh.  Yeah.  No, I can’t right now.  Trust me.  I’ll call you back in a moment.  Okay.”  He dropped his phone back into his pocket.  Then he looked at me with a knowing smile.
 
    
 
   “You’ll have the skirt soon.”
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   01/19/11 – Part Four
 
    
 
   I was provided directions to Chris’ office, which I’m not going to relay here because I don’t want Chris getting in trouble.  So, once more dressed in my blue see thru top, complete with one nipple poking out through the material,  short denim shorts, flip flops, and duster, not to mention stuffed with my ben wa balls, I made my way downstairs.  I wandered through the administrative offices of the hospital until I found the appropriate numbered door.  I knocked on the solid wood and then twisted the handle.  It wasn’t locked.
 
    
 
   Inside I found a room lined with book shelves.  This was no administrator.  This man was a doctor.  He was dark haired and sitting behind a desk dressed in blue scrubs.  A stethoscope was lying on the blotter as was his cell phone and everything looked immaculate. I’ve heard the doctors are usually neat freaks.  I wonder if they’re on par with Kari?  Her neat freakiness drove us apart our junior year of college.  My ass was getting sore from all the spankings I was getting for not putting dishes in the dishwasher… when the damn thing was RUNNING!
 
    
 
   “You must be Breanne.”  Chris said with a warm smile.  His eyes roamed over my body but I couldn’t tell if he was examining me, studying me, or eye-fucking me.
 
    
 
   I felt suddenly out of place.  It’s one thing to be all slutty and whorish with random strangers, but I blushed scarlet, suddenly ashamed of what I was.  How was I going to actually make a barter offer to this man?  This guy was a freaking doctor!  He probably had a trophy wife who made me look like what I was: a thin, willowy, dyed red-haired slut who is at her best when spread eagled, and stuffed with whatever is handy.  
 
    
 
   And that’s all.
 
    
 
   And that’s sad.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and was about to apologize for disturbing him, right before leaving, when he stood up and CLEARLY eye-fucked me.
 
    
 
   My body responded, even though I was still having doubts about my apparent self-worth.  My duster was half open and I guess I was showing enough skin to raise even the dead to life.  I licked my lips and tried to smile.
 
    
 
   “Brad called back and told me what you needed,” Doctor Chris said warmly.
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Uh…  “He did?”
 
    
 
   Chris nodded. “You need a new skirt.  He also told me what you were willing to do to get it.”
 
    
 
   I was a bit speechless, which is more than a little unusual for me.  “I see.”
 
    
 
   He smiled again.  “But I have a bit of a confession.  I have a little fantasy that I’ve never been able to indulge in, and you’ve given me an opportunity.  If you’re game, I’ll buy that skirt for you as a reward.”
 
    
 
   Well that certainly piqued my interest.  I couldn’t help asking.  “What’s the game?” 
 
    
 
   He spread his hands wide.  “Playing doctor of course.”
 
    
 
   Ten minutes later we were riding upstairs together and I felt decidedly uncomfortable.  I had stripped naked in his office, leaving only my ben wa balls in while he had left and then returned with a wheel chair, a black satchel, and a hospital gown.  A thin plastic band was attached to my left wrist, complete with my name and his, along with some special instructions with his cell phone number on it.  He said it was only for appearances, but frankly, I was a little scared.  While he was out, I had quickly called Becca and told her where I was, and with who, but even that didn’t do much to make me comfortable.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure what floor we went too, but it was quiet, and I know it wasn’t the emergency room.  Doctor Chris rolled me past a deserted nurse’s station and down the hall.  To my surprise, quite a few of the hallway lights were off too.  We continued down until he stopped at one door, opened it, and rolled me into the room.
 
    
 
   
  
 

I realized I was in a wing of Oby/Gyn almost immediately, thanks to the waiting bed, though I admit that “abandoned” feel of the place was just a bit creepy.  I commented on this and was told that the wing was going to be remodeled, which explained a lot.  Doctor Chris parked the wheel chair and then assisted me onto the examination table.   With deft fingers he untied the single loop of string holding my hospital gown on.  The thin material fell away from my breasts.  I sat up straight as Doctor Chris began to touch my breasts, feeling them, stroking them. I’ve had girl checkups before, and this was decidedly… uncomfortable.  It was too real, too much like a regular exam, but what Chris was doing to me was definitely NOT appropriate.  His “check up” was more caress and my body and mind were just a tad bit confused.  My body kept saying “yum, more please, while my brain kept saying “this is just not right!”
 
    
 
   One thing I’ll give him credit for though, is he knows how to really touch a girl’s breasts.  He didn’t just start at the nipples like most guys do.  He started along the outer edges, caressing inward until his fingers tips were almost going to touch the little nubs.  Then he went back out.  It was… incredible.  It felt awesome.  Large circles slowly shrinking to smaller ones as his fingers caressed both breasts at once.  It wasn’t until I was leaning in, hoping he would be a little more direct before his fingertips danced across my nipples.  It was like little electric shocks at that point.  It took me a moment, but then I realized that I was aroused.  Seriously aroused.  Both nipples were rock hard and sticking straight out.
 
    
 
   “Let’s get you in position.” He helped me to lie down on the examination table and then pulled the metal stirrups out from under the frame.   You know, they shouldn’t be called that.  I ride horses and stirrups are quite different.  My calf wedged into these.   He lifted one foot and then the other and I slid downward until I could feel that my bottom was at the edge of the bed.  There were a few clicks and then I felt the stirrups spreading my legs much father than was normal.  And by much farther, I mean I was now in a position where I don’t think I COULD have gotten up had I WANTED too.  Not without bending myself into a pretzel.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t really see what was going on because the bed was all the way back and I was lying flat.  I heard a set of wheels rolling across the floor, and then the snapping of a pair of gloves before feeling a gentle hand on my inner thigh.  I jumped slightly at the touch, but as the fingers moved inward and began probing my pussy, I settled back down.  
 
    
 
   Normally, an exam of this nature involves a bit of physical discomfort.  It is NOT a sexual experience.  The movements by the doctor are purely investigative and diagnostic in nature.  And trust me on this, having a metal speculum inserted into your body is not that much fun, even if it HAS been warmed up first.  Then you consider the fact that a usual examination has cell samples scraped off your cervix, not to mention several fingers inserted and then pressure applied, and you definitely get the impression that a regular exam is not my idea of a good time.
 
    
 
   But if every exam I ever have after that Saturday went like what Chris did to me, I’d be a monthly regular in the office.
 
    
 
   Doctor Chris started by giving me a gentle caress of my labia.  Granted, he was wearing gloves and he had applied some sort of lubricant to me, but whatever was going on, it felt awesome.  Long slow strokes of his fingers slid up and down my slit until he grazed my clit.  Over and over this happened until I started to tremble.  I moaned, making it very clear I liked what he was doing to me.  I felt him snag the small string of my ben wa balls and then moaned as they were softly tugged out of me.  I heard them clatter together as they were extracted and then I didn’t hear them again.  Frankly, my mind was elsewhere anyway, because while one hand continued to slide through my petals, the other began focusing on my clitoris, gently rubbing the little nub until I was about to go crazy.
 
    
 
   Then to my surprise, I felt something very different.  Not pain exactly.  Something heavy and very tight clamped itself down on my clit, squeezing my delicate nub tightly.  It wasn’t Chris’ fingers, it was something else, and I moaned as the pain of it heightened the pleasure I was feeling.
 
    
 
   “It’s just a clamp, Breanne.  Nothing to worry about.”  Chris said softly, patting me on the leg.
 
    
 
   Except then the clamp started to rotate, pulling my clit in odd directions.  I hissed, wincing, loving every second of it.  Then I felt fingers dipping into me, forcing me open and touching me.  Long digits probed my insides and I felt pressure in odd spots.  The only thing was that every touch seemed to ignite another bundle of nerves and I was practically humming with need.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got a lot of vaginal bruising” Doctor Chris suddenly announced, his voice just a tad bit worried and sounding rather doctorish.  I tilted my head up to see him looking through my legs at me.  “Is this normal for you?”
 
    
 
   I put my head back down.  “Last week was rather intense.”  I was hardly going to tell him that I was fisted seven times, received around two hundred swats to my pussy, had sex with enough guys to have kept a cheerleading squad busy, and indulged in six days of threesomes where I had cocks up both my ass and pussy at the same time.  
 
    
 
   Doctor Chris seemed to accept this and went back to his probing, which had me practically swooning in delight.  I loved the thigh stretching position I was in and he began twisting my clit while pushing three or fingers into me at a time.  I was getting close to cumming when he stopped and I moaned in disappointment.  The clamp came off and I heard him rummaging around in his black satchel.  
 
    
 
   He appeared at the bedside and I gave him a small smile.  Then I noticed he was holding two sets of forceps clamps.  Each one had a small rubber pad embedded at the business end and he raised the first one up to my right breast.  I had never experienced a clamp like that before and it was different.  My nipple was trapped between the fleshy pads, each lined with little ridges.  Doctor Chris began squeezing the scissor like clamp and the next thing I knew I was moaning and gritting my teeth as the pressure increased. I could hear little clicking sounds and just as I was about to cry out, Chris asked me if it was tight enough.
 
    
 
   It was.  It hurt actually, but in my state, it was perfect.  But that’s not what a nympho humiliation pain slut would say.  I turned my head, looked him in the eye, and said, “one more click”.  
 
    
 
   Another flare of pain exploded up from my breast and even as I was reeling from that the other set of clamp forceps latched onto my other nipple and bit down.  This time he didn’t even ask if it was tight enough, squeezing until it either matched the first one’s setting, or until he felt that I was in enough pain.  I was gripping the steel bed frame as he returned to his station between my legs.  Then I felt something warm against my pussy.  It touched me tentatively, right on the clit, and I rolled my hips.  
 
    
 
   Oh my God it was his tongue!   I gasped aloud as he licked me, and then suckled the little nub right into his mouth.  He didn’t bother sticking his tongue inside me.  Instead he concentrated on my clit, and only my clit.  It was incredible.  My painful crushed nipples faded into the background, merely intensifying what was going on between my legs.
 
    
 
   I felt fingers again and he slipped another one into my pussy while the middle finger of his hand pressed against my bottom.  The excess lubrication he had applied, not to mention the excess juices I was producing, made the insertion relatively easy. I gasped, arching my back as I got “doubled”, with one finger in my ass and one in my sex.  He worked them both too, in time with his tongue and my brain finally shut up as a flood of orgasm induced adrenaline and endorphins flooded through my lymphatic system and overwhelmed all thought.
 
    
 
   Aren’t you impressed?  I looked up what happened MEDICALLY when you have an orgasm.  Cool huh?
 
 
   But just because I came didn’t mean Chris stopped.  In fact, he increased his tempo.  In about two minutes I was again standing naked on the edge of the cliff, his mouth between my legs.  I cried out, clearly about to cum again.
 
    
 
   And it all stopped.  He yanked his fingers out of my ass and pussy.  He pulled his mouth away.  
 
    
 
   “No please!  More! Make me cum!” I begged, lifting my head up.  He was standing three feet away from me, a long piece of doubled up rubber tubing in his hands.  He was twisting it.
 
    
 
   “You want to cum again?” he demanded.
 
    
 
   I nodded emphatically. “Please!”
 
    
 
   “Then you have to take twenty strokes.”
 
    
 
   I stared at him for a moment.  His makeshift whip was surgical tubing.  I knew because I had seen a television show where some guys had made a human slingshot out of the stuff.  I knew what it was capable of doing.  But I was so desperate.  So horny that it didn’t matter.  I hissed and then nodded again.  “Do it.  Anything,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   His first stroke was light, clearly testing both his whip and my pussy.  It landed with a soft thwack that struck my labia and curled upward, hitting my clit and then putting four or so inches of tubing onto my mons.  I jumped, but not in pain, and I think Doctor Chris could tell that because his next stroke was much lower, almost directly centered on my pussy, and much much harder.  The very end of the tube impacted my clit almost perfectly and this time I felt a flash of searing pain exploding up through my loins.  He hit harder the third time, and the fourth, and by the fifth stroke my butt was bouncing on the table as I involuntarily jerked, my body trying to deal with the burning impacts with movement.
 
    
 
   Doctor Chris paused for a moment and I realized that I was screaming.  Not VERY loud, but certainly loud enough, because a moment later a heavy wad of gauze was shoved into my mouth and a strip of adhesive surgical tape went over it.  I was still shaking and tears were pouring down my cheeks.  Then he went back to whipping my pussy.
 
    
 
   The heat was tremendous, but he went fast and I was grateful for the gag.  It meant I didn’t have to try to be quiet.  I could scream and yell all I wanted.  To be honest, I was impressed that I was managing to hold myself in place.  The stirrups, which actually were holding my calves and not my feet, did a lot to keep me in position, especially since my bottom was bouncing up and down on the table.  But I kept my fingers tightly curled around the bed rails, which I think was just as impressive.
 
    
 
   The whipping not only hurt me between the legs, but also made the clamp forceps bounce around like fish out of water.  The pain combined and my brain started to shut down as my clitoris became a target for Doctor Chris’ makeshift whip.  Soon my hips were rising up, not to avoid the next hit, but to meet it.  I was still screaming, but the words “OH YES” had been thrown into the mix.
 
    
 
   I came again.  I’m not sure how many strokes it took.  I just know that there were a lot.  I lost count somewhere around eleven, but upon later examination of my pussy, I’m pretty sure I took more than twenty.  My explosion was loud, and also very wet.  I gushed.  Juice actually squirted out of me. I know, because I splattered Chris’ scrubs.  As I cried out in bliss and agony he laid one more stinging stroke across my crotch, sending me into a blubbering shuddering series of sobs as my body and brain finally caught up with each other.  
 
    
 
   I was still coasting into the station, my pussy hot and wet and tender, when I felt his cock slip in.  There was a little pain, but only from my recently blistered labia, which were now forced apart, stretched open by a decently thick cock.  To be honest, it felt good, but I wasn’t in any condition to do anything other than lay there and continue moaning.  My legs felt like rubber, and if I could have gotten them out of the stirrups in the first place, there was no way I was going to be able to walk for another twenty minutes at least.  So I just sighed and took the fucking.  I do that very well by the way.
 
    
 
   Doctor Chris went slowly with long, tender, deep thrusts.  Had I not been just brutally whipped and experienced an orgasm, they would have driven me nuts.  As it was, they were just a nice counterpoint to what I was feeling: an adrenaline and endorphin rush to the brain and a warm heat spreading up from my loins.  Only my breasts continued to throb painfully, still trapped in the clamp forceps.  Though thanks to my orgasm, it wasn’t that hard to put them out of my mind.
 
    
 
   Until he grabbed hold of them and started twisting.  My pussy tightened around his cock as I flinched, which is what I suppose he wanted, since every time he drove into my body, he gave my nipples another sharp twist.  This went on for what seemed like forever, with my sex clamping tightly around his cock over and over.  His face told me he was deep in concentration and then I saw the look of ecstasy in his eyes, that expression of not-quite pain, but sensorial overload, as his cock finally achieved the climax of its penetration.  I felt him shudder inside of me and then turn to granite.  His cock actually hardened even more and then he hammered into me repeatedly before a series of throbbing pulses announced the immanent arrival of his cream.
 
    
 
   He stood rigid between my legs; our loins pressed together, his head pulled back.  His throat had long lines of corded muscles, obviously tightened in pleasure as he unloaded himself, using me for his own needs.  It didn’t bother me.  I’m used like that a lot.  It’s my purpose.  I like it.  His hands were on my thighs, pressing down, holding me tightly against him, though I couldn’t have moved away if I wanted to.  I watched, slightly amazed as he slowly relaxed, starting with his mouth.  His grimace turned into a smile and then his neck relaxed, then his arms, then his hands on my spread open thighs.  Finally his cock softened inside me and he pulled out.
 
    
 
   I smiled at him as he pulled the condom off his cock and used a few swabs to clean himself.  He didn’t really see it, but I stretched a little, prying my tightened fingers off the bed bars.  I moved my legs a bit, lifting one out of the stirrup, which attracted his attention.
 
    
 
   “Please stay in the stirrups please,” he said, to my astonishment. I thought we were just about done.  But I did as he requested.
 
    
 
   In a moment his scrubs were back in place and he was once again standing between my legs.  I felt his fingers touching my pussy, tenderly, but it still elicited a hiss out of me.  When the speculum went in, I was just a tad bit surprised.  First of all, it was cold, but I could tell it wasn’t metal either.  Later, I got a look at it on the little cart he had next to him and saw that it was clear plastic, but at the time all I knew was that two little spades had gone into my slit and began opening me.  Once again I got confused since this was too much like a medical exam, the discomfort beginning to overwhelm the sexual “hangover” I was still experiencing.
 
    
 
   I gasped when he stuck his forefinger into my ass.  It felt good, but also just a bit odd, since he began pressing upward on the membrane separating my pussy and anal tract.  I felt his fingers moving inside my sex as well, pushing through the speculum opened hole.  Once again I was transported back to my last medical exam.  I wiggled a bit in discomfort, but then the fingers in my pussy were removed and only the one left in my ass remained.  I saw Doctor Chris reach back over to his cart or table or whatever and I heard something ringing. My still frazzled brain didn’t recognize the sound of my new ben wa balls, but Doctor Chris inserted them THROUGH the speculum, pushing the spheres deep into my body.
 
    
 
   I groaned.  They felt good going in, but still odd, since my pussy had been literally forced open.  I wriggled a bit as Doctor Chris extracted the speculum and his ass penetrating finger, leaving me stuffed with what I came in with.   I let out another set of cries as he removed the clamp forceps from my breasts.  You wouldn’t believe how much it hurt to have the blood rush back into the tips of both breasts.  Doctor Chris seemed to ignore my discomfort though, bending down and suckling one incredibly tender nipple into his mouth.  I cried out and wrapped my arms around his head, hugging him to me as the pain and pleasure once more combined.  It didn’t go to my pussy though. I guess I was too fucked out.  He released my nipple and moved back between my legs.  Suddenly the two stirrups moved inward. I groaned as my thigh muscles were finally allowed to contract to their normal position and he helped me get my leg out of the metal holder.  Then the other leg followed and I slowly sat up.
 
 
   “Feel okay?” He asked. I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I feel all right.” My voice came out rather thin and tired.
 
    
 
   He grinned.  Then he grabbed the hospital gown and helped me put my arms into it.  He tied it around my neck and then tied the one little strand at the small of my back.  Then I was lifted and set into the wheelchair.  My legs were still unwilling to cooperate with my brain, so Doctor Chris put my bare feet into the foot rests and then arranged my hospital gown so that my bare wet and incredibly red pussy was now visible if anyone saw me from the front.  The pervert.
 
    
 
   He spent a few moments packing up his material and then his satchel was full.  He hung it on one of the wheelchair handles and then I was pushed out of my torture chamber.  I barely remember rolling through the hospital but I know we passed a bunch of people several times and several guys made an effort to turn and watch us coming.  I suppose that my spread legs and seemingly accidental exposure had a lot to do with that.  Thank God the little string of the ben wa balls wasn’t very big.  
 
    
 
   We made it back to his office with no additional interruptions or issues and he helped me up.  Slowly, I shuffled over to my clothes and willed my limbs to start working again.  It took a few minutes, but soon I was once again clad in my short denim shorts, sans panties, and with a still damp crotch.  I also managed to get back into my blue see thru shirt, complete with nipple poking through.  Lastly I slipped my feet into my flip flops.
 
    
 
   I turned toward Doctor Chris who was in the process of replacing his scrub top.  “Ready to go buy me that skirt?” I asked politely.  He glanced at me and then went to his desk.
 
    
 
   “Actually, I’m going to have to just give you the money for the skirt. I’m a little late for a meeting.
 
    
 
   “Uh… the agreement was for you to buy them for me.”  This development was not a good one.  Chris shrugged and held out the cash.  I stared at his hand and realized I had a decision to make.
 
    
 
   One that could get me in a lot of trouble eventually. 
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   01/19/11 – Part Five
 
    
 
   I headed back to the mall with forty dollars in my hand and I was having some trouble figuring out if doing it this way was within the bounds of my assignment.  Sure, I had bought and paid for the skirt with a pussy whipping, clamping, and fucking, which would have made any decent dom pleased with me.  But I wasn't sure how Master Brandon would feel about accepting the money and buying the skirt myself.  I waffled as I crossed over the street bridge and descended down by the ice rink.  My mind was still fluttering and I was having some pretty serious doubts.  In the end however, time was the deciding factor.  It was quickly approaching four o'clock and I still had a ton of goals to accomplish.  So I took the forty dollars and headed back to the mall to pick up my new skirt.  Buying it was simple and I then proceeded to the nearest restroom in order to swap out short shorts for a tastefully short mini-skirt.  I still looked a little odd though.  The flip flops just weren't working with the ensemble.  Oh well, first things first, right?

My next goal had me quivering just a bit as I proceeded to the west end of the mall and turned right at the castle like play area.  My target was a super store connected to the mall that was a lot like Wal-mart.  I knew that the clothespins I needed could be found there.  Why did I need clothespins?  Oh yeah... the next goal: You will need three clothespins.  After they are purchased attach them to your nipples and clit.  Leave them on for at least one hour.  

While I was walking I was looking for the perfect mark to do the purchase for me.  In this particular case, he wasn't hard to find, and I walked up to him as he was looking in through one of the windows of a nearby store.  He didn't see me and I casually inserted my arm through his and pulled him close.   

"Hi!" I said with a friendly grin.

The look of surprise on his face was delightful.

"Um... hi" he said. I could tell he was trying to remember me.  I knew he wouldn't because I had never seen him before.  

"You forgot my name didn't you?" I asked with a laugh.  "Breanne.  Remember?" 
 
    
 
   "Oh!  Right!  Breanne!  Yeah, sorry. I forgot."  

I grinned.  "It's no problem.  I get that a lot."  I nodded at the store.  "So whatcha doing?" I asked.

He shrugged. "Just browsing" he replied.  "And you?"

I gave him a wicked grin and lowered my eyelids just a touch.  "You wouldn't believe me if I told you," I whispered conspiratorially.  "But I could use your help." I said.

His head cocked to the side.  "I need some clothespins, you know, the little clamps?  Would you be willing to buy me a few?  They’re really cheap and the reason I need them is kind of kinky" I wiggled my eyebrows suggestively.

One of HIS eyebrows went up.  "Uh... sure. Why do you need clothespins?"

I leaned in, my breath warm on his neck as I stood up on tip toe.  I know his eyes were on my tits because my duster had fallen open and I was pretty sure one nipple was completely sticking out through the front of my shirt.  "I want one on my clit and one on each nipple.  You can put them on if you'd like."

Shock turned to surprise, which turned into delight, which turned into suspicion.  I smiled.  "Seriously."  Two can do the “seriously” thing.

He blinked and I pulled him toward Target.  He followed along obediently.  We went inside the store and I kept my arm in his, so we looked like a couple.  Of course the front of my duster was flapping around and a number of people caught sight of my shirt or lack of pieces in my shirt, or maybe my nipple and I could tell there were some rather nasty comments being made about me.  But that's part of it.  When you dress like a nympho humiliation pain slut, you have to be ready to accept that some people will react to your attire with ridicule and laughter.  Your clothing screams slut, no matter how beautiful you are, and I've been driven close to tears by it sometimes.  You have to steel yourself.  Not that it does me a lot of good.  I still get terribly embarrassed.  That’s what turns me on.

We ended up in the house wares department and it didn't take us that long to find a dozen clothespins for pretty cheap.  We quietly made our way to the cashiers where the plain wooden clothespins were purchased, and then I found myself back out in the mall with my new friend and a dozen clamps.

"So, um... where do you want to do this?" he asked.

I looked around. This wasn't going to take long, so I steered him to the left and opened one of those back corridor doors that run rabbit warren like all over a mall. The hall was painted in an off white, with florescent lighting and rows of green bordered doors every few feet.  It was very very ugly.  I pulled him down it until we turned a corner.  This was the perfect spot.  Unless one of the back doors opened, we would hear anyone opening the end doors of the corridor.  It was reasonably private.  I opened the bag and tore the package of wooden clothespins open.  I pulled three out, dropped the bag and my purse on the floor, and handed them to the man standing opposite me.

He took the first one in his fingers as I opened my coat.  Master Barrett didn't specify if the clothespin were to go on OVER or UNDER my new shirt, so I elected to go for under.  I pulled up my blue net like shirt and completely exposed my breasts.  Wide eyes looked down at my tits and then his hands came up.  He was about to put the first clothespin on when I stopped him.
 
    
 
   “Maybe you should massage them a bit before putting the clothespins on,” I said softly, fluttering my eyelashes at him.  He blinked a bit and then nodded.  He didn’t know what to do with the clothespins he was holding, so I took them from him and quickly pinned them to my shirt so that they dangled down into my cleavage.  Then I put my hands behind my head and presented my breasts.
 
    
 
   He was gentle, which was good since my nipples were still tender from the clamping and twisting I had received from Doctor Chris.  He stroked them with his thumb and slowly moved both nubs back and forth.  The dull ache slowly reawakened into something a bit more painful, but thanks to where I was, what I was doing, and what I had stuffed up my pussy, the massage began to excite me.  I closed my eyes as waves of pleasure rushed through me and then I felt his mouth suckling, drawing my nipple inward, his tongue stabbing at me.  To be honest, I almost came.  It hurt, but in such a good way, and he had no way of knowing how tender my breasts were.
 
    
 
   He moved to the other breast, his hands mashing my tits together as his face went back and forth, his tongue lashing at both nipples.  I moaned a bit and then he nibbled again, this time actually biting me.  I arched my back and pressed into him, my arms coming down to surround his head. I pressed his face to my chest and shuddered.  
 
    
 
   “Please! Clamp me now!” I begged.
 
    
 
   He came up for air and pulled back, a mixture of both disappointment and excitement in his face.  He unpinned the first clothespin and without hesitation attached it to my right nipple.  Pain exploded in my breast and I gasped again, trembling.  I didn’t have much time to adjust because he went right ahead and clothespinned my other nipple.  I’ve never had clothespins hurt as much as those did.
 
    
 
   He had placed both wooden pinchers straight on so that the wooden handles stuck straight out. I winced at the thought of pulling my shirt or even my duster down over them and realized I should have been a bit more specific about how to put them on.  As it was, I was either going to have to take them off and put them back on (a distressing thought let me assure you) or just wear them like that.  But regardless, there was still one more clothespin that had to go on.  I reached down between my legs and grabbed the hem of my brand new skirt and lifted it up.  In moments, my shaved pussy was exposed, still bright red, complete with little welts from my recent whipping.
 
    
 
   “Put one on my clit please,” I whispered, more from the fact that I was trying not to scream than from trying to be quiet.
 
    
 
   He looked down at my exposed slit and then back at my face.  “Shouldn’t I, um… massage your clit a bit before clamping it?” he asked.
 
    
 
   It was my turn to blink in surprise and I found myself nodding in agreement.  He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me against the wall as he went to his knees in front of me.  I spread my legs slightly as he pushed on my thighs and then I felt his tongue on my clit, licking me.
 
    
 
   You ever cook something with a bunch of strange ingredients and you’re like, wow this is never going to come together?  Well, I was like that for a moment.  My nipples hurt like the dickens, my pussy was still tender and sore, I was stuffed with ben wa balls, and now I had what amounted to physical nirvana coming from my clitoris.  I moaned in ecstasy as his tongue lapped at that one little nub of nerve endings.  I spread my legs even farther as his hand came up and I felt his thumb push into my pussy, pushing the ben wa balls around inside me.
 
    
 
   I came when he sucked my clit into his mouth and rolled it around for awhile.  It wasn’t one of those full body every muscle tightens orgasms; it was clitoral, but almost as intense.  I had my hands in his hair and I’m sure I looked phenomenal standing there with my duster on the floor, my shirt up with two clothespins sticking straight out and a third dropping down into my cleavage, with a guy’s face buried between my legs, which ended in flip flops.  Damn. I think that’s a run on sentence.  Oh well.
 
    
 
   Evidently he knew I had cum because he pulled away, face shiny with my juice and looked up at me.  I gazed down at him with sex-glazed eyes and a wide million watt oh my god thank you smile.  I gave him another little nod and he reached up and grabbed the clothespin between my breasts.  He tugged it free of the shirt and then lifted it up to my pussy.
 
    
 
   For two seconds he lingered over my raw, suckled, swollen, slightly red clit and a million things flashed through my mind.  First, surprisingly, was fear.  I was scared.  I knew it.  I knew that the clothespin was going to hurt.  A lot.  In hindsight I know it didn’t hurt as much as my alligator clamp, but at that moment, standing there with my legs spread after just being driven by direct clitoral stimulation into an orgasm, I was scared.  I also felt acceptance of myself; of being a nympho humiliation pain slut. I know.  Weird.  And I also felt a flash of love for the man, boy really, who was about to hurt me so bad.  He had been chosen because I needed him, and he was willing to do what I needed regardless.  He hadn’t even bartered for sexual services himself.  The reward was putting on the clothespins, and I resolved, even before he put on the last and final clothespin, that I would make sure he came.
 
    
 
   Pain exploded in my pussy, right on my clit, and it rushed up through me like a freight train.  I grabbed hold of his shoulders as I bit my lip, muffling the outcry and my legs buckled. If he hadn’t been there I’m pretty sure I would have fallen to the floor.  As it was, he held me up, holding me as the extreme agony I was feeling quickly morphed into a throbbing burn.  I shuddered, drawing in a few rasping breaths until I was able to put my weight back on my legs.  I took another deep breath and he looked up at me, the concern in his eyes evident, but also the pleasure he was feeling at what I had just done.
 
    
 
   My skirt had dropped back down, covering my now pinned clitoris, but my resolution to give him a fitting reward for being so awesome gave me the encouragement I needed to get things under control.  I finally mastered myself, the trembling stopped, and I pulled him to his feet.  He looked at me, clearly in love himself and I manhandled him around till HIS back was to the wall.  I kicked my duster over in front of his feet and then went down on my knees.
 
    
 
   He let me unbutton his jeans and pull his cock out of the white briefs he was wearing.  Not terribly sexy, but at that moment I didn’t really care.  He was going to get one of the best blowjobs of his life.  I grabbed his cock and began licking the tip, working it like a little girl with her first popsicle.  Long circular licks followed by swallowing as much of it as possible in my open mouth.  I took it deep too, mastering my gagging reflex so that I could get as much down my throat as possible.  
 
    
 
   I did the works. I stroked his balls. I wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock and squeezed and worked my way upward.  I worked his shaft until he was groaning in need.  Finally he was begging me to cum.
 
    
 
   “Please Breanne! I want you!” he said, his voice strained with need.  
 
    
 
   I pulled my mouth away from his cock long enough to say “cum in my mouth, baby.”  Then I went back to sucking on him.
 
    
 
   It took another minute, but he came, and his cock jerked out of my mouth, sending a spray of cum across my face.  I opened my mouth and managed to get the second squirt down my throat as I once more latched onto his erupting shaft.  Another eruption hit the back of my throat and I gagged as I tried to swallow it all.  The excess dribbled down my chin and landed on my exposed chest, somehow missing my new shirt.  I ignored it all and went back to sucking. His cock was already becoming limp, drained of cream, but I made sure every last drop was out.  And then I kept sucking, for almost a minute.  It wasn’t about getting him hard again, it was about making him feel good.  
 
    
 
   Finally he sagged against the wall and I pulled my mouth off his cock.  I looked up at him and ran my finger through the film of jizz on my face.  I put the finger in my mouth and sucked it clean.  Then I did it again.  And again.  Then I used the same finger to scoop the cum off my breasts.  The clothespins wiggled and bobbed and little shocks of hurt surged through me.
 
    
 
   When I was done I stood up and grabbed his cock.  It was actually starting to get firm again, but I had things to do.  I gave him another gentle squeeze and then tucked his rod back into his pants. I got him buttoned up too.  
 
    
 
   “Thank you so much for helping me out,” I said, leaning forward and kissing him on the cheek.
 
    
 
   He grinned.  “We’ve never met before,” he said.
 
    
 
   “What?”  
 
    
 
   “We’ve never met.  I would have remembered meeting you at a party.  Besides, I don’t go to many parties.”
 
    
 
   I just stood there.
 
    
 
   “But I’m glad you choose me, for whatever reason.”  He paused.  “Will I ever see you again?”  
 
    
 
   I bent down and picked up my purse and duster.  From inside the purse I extracted one of my cards, the ones for Michael Alexander Stories.  It had my email address on it.  I handed it to him.
 
    
 
   “Write me sometime.   You never know what might happen!” I grinned as I put on the duster.  I glanced down at my bare and slightly wet chest.  Then with a deep breath, I grabbed hold of my shirt and pulled it downward.  Both clothespins were pushed toward my feet, the business ends still munching tightly on my nipples.  I gasped and almost swooned again.  Now my shirt had two rather large rectangular forms poking downward from my nipples, and there was enough wood exposed to make it clear that I had a pair of clothespins attached to my nubs.   On the flip side, at least my nipples were no longer poking through the holes in the shirt. I pulled my duster closed around me, hiding my breasts as I buttoned it.  Swallowing the pain of it, I turned toward him.
 
    
 
   “See you around.” I told my paramour, stood on tiptoe to kiss him, and then headed back toward the public area of the mall.
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   01/19/11 – Part Six
 
    
 
   Becca said that it was a little after five o’clock when I called her to report how things were going, so I was only a little behind schedule.  I had an hour of torment ahead of me though, as part of Master Brandon’s clothespin goal was to have me wear all three pegs for at LEAST an hour.  In the meanwhile, I had to be looking for someone who would be willing to buy me a pair of high heels to match my outfit.  
 
    
 
   Walking around a mall, when your nipples have been twisted and pressed downward, not to mention crushed at the same time, while there is a two inch long wooden clamp chewing on your clit, dangling and hitting your thighs with every step, is not easy.  Add to that the ben wa balls, which were keeping my juices stirred up and leaking down my leg, a swollen sore pussy, and the knowledge that I would have to fuck several more times that evening before heading home, made walking around the mall a test of endurance, not to mention being sexually exciting.
 
    
 
   I didn’t bother looking for shoes.  There were too many shoe stores and I would need to decide on the store based upon the economic ability of the man in question.  So I gingerly (and I mean that) walked around the mall for twenty minutes, looking for the right man.
 
    
 
   But it ended up being the right woman instead.
 
    
 
   I’m used to getting eye-fucked, not to mention the hostile stares of women who hate me, and the “oh my god!” looks of people who can’t believe I’d walk around in public dressed like a slut.  I hear the laughter.  I see the expressions.  I’m ridiculed as much as I’m worshiped.  It just makes me wet, knowing that those people think I’m a tramp, or a slut, or a whore.  Whatever.  I flush crimson with embarrassment. I hate it.  But it makes me so want to cum.  But these looks are common.  What isn’t common, is when I get eye-fucked by a woman.
 
    
 
   It’s very different than the usual looks I get from other women.  Those are usually disgusted, jealous, disbelieving, filled with ridicule, or downright nasty.  But in this case as I walked along I saw a lady, maybe thirty years old, wearing blue jeans and a snazzy red blouse with some frills, looking at me very differently.  I stopped and window shopped for a moment, taking a moment to try to gauge her reaction.  She had stopped too, staring at me with a hungry look I normally only see in guys.  
 
    
 
   I turned around and walked straight at her, our eyes meeting until I stood in front of her.
 
    
 
   “Hi. I’m Breanne.”
 
    
 
   “Margaret.”
 
    
 
   “You were staring at me.” I said with a smile and just a hint of “I liked it”.
 
    
 
   Margaret was about five inches taller than me and studied me intensely.  “Do you mind?” she asked.  What an odd question.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “No.  You can stare at me as much as you want.  More if you’d like.” I replied.  
 
    
 
   She shook her head.  “Are you a flasher?  Your coat seems to be concealing quite a body.”
 
    
 
   I chuckled and shook my head.  “I’m dressed, sorta, but I’ve got a few accessories on that might turn a few heads.”
 
    
 
   “Like mine?” she asked referring to HER head.
 
    
 
   I knew what she wanted and I lifted my hands to the duster and began unbuttoning it.  In seconds her eyes widened as she saw the evident outline of the clothespins on my nipples.
 
    
 
   “There’s another one on my clit.” I said politely.
 
    
 
   Her eyes flashed and she smiled.  “I see.”  She paused.  “Are you collared?”
 
    
 
   Ok, now THAT got my attention.  In seconds the temperature of the situation went up about four hundred degrees.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “Free spirit on assignment. Got half of it left.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes narrowed.  “What is the assignment?”
 
    
 
   I handed her Master Barrett’s assignment, still written out for me to follow, the same one I had showed to my lunch mate, Chris.  She read it quickly, her eyes moving back and forth across the page. I started to button my duster back up but she glanced up at me and gave me one of those looks.  I stopped, leaving it open.  People were passing by us on both sides and I was already feeling the embarrassment of people seeing me exposed like this.
 
    
 
   She glanced down at my flip flops momentarily and then handed the page back to me.  “I suppose you need a pair of high heels now?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes ma’am,” I replied.  It came out naturally.
 
    
 
   “You will address me as Mistress for the remainder of our time together.  What are you willing to offer in exchange for a new pair of shoes?”  She handed me the list.
 
    
 
   Wow.  This was going fast.  I blinked for a moment.  This wasn’t going to be like any of the other arrangements I had made, or would be likely to make.  “My body Mistress, to do with as you please,” I said, trying to sound submissive, which isn’t hard for me since I AM.  “But only for an hour after buying the shoes, Mistress. I’ve agreed to this assignment and I have to complete it.”
 
    
 
   She considered that, but then my heart dropped when she shook her head.  “That is insufficient.  You will provide me an hour and a half of your services, along with a full day’s worth next weekend.  What are your limits?” she asked.
 
    
 
   My brain was already overloaded from the sexual urges I was feeling from walking around the mall with a sex toy in my pussy, the pain from my clit and nipples, not to mention the humiliation I was feeling as I sensed the looks of people walking by.  To add this dominatrix to the mix was almost more than I could handle.
 
    
 
   “No children, scat or pee play, no blood or disfigurement, and nothing that will get me arrested,” I replied automatically. It was my regular list.  She paused to consider this and then gave me that look.
 
    
 
   “Do you accept my terms?” she asked.
 
    
 
   What could I do?  I nodded.
 
    
 
   Mistress Margaret smiled.  “Excellent.  Then let us buy you some shoes.”
 
    
 
   She took me to Aldo and we spent about fifteen minutes selecting the right shoe.  I was measured and basically walked through the process like a doll.  I ended up with a pair of two and a half inch heel Mccorkle platform sandals that Margaret said reminded her of bondage.  They were expensive too, at least sixty bucks, which put them out of my league.  They’re beautiful shoes though.  After they were purchased Margaret directed me to put them on and put away my flip flops.  I slid my feet into the new shoes and took a few practice steps to get settled.  
 
    
 
   I’m good at walking in heels.  It was something that Kari made me practice.  She had a selection of heels at different heights, a few with four inch heels even, and I started at the lower levels, stark naked, stuffed with ben wa balls, walking back and forth across the apartment while Kari followed me with a whip.  Whipping and ben wa balls are a potent motivator.
 
    
 
   Margaret asked me if my car was at the mall and I shook my head.  She looked at me.  “So you arranged for transportation?”  I nodded.  “Would it be a conflict with your assignment for us to leave the mall?”  I thought about that one for a moment but then told her no. I could get dinner from practically any place, and of the last few goals, one required my truck and the others I could do practically anywhere.  We headed out toward the parking garage and as we exited the adjacent department store, Margaret turned toward me.
 
    
 
   “Please remove your duster.”  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t a request. It was an order, and since I had agreed to an hour and a half personal servitude, I obeyed.  Trembling slightly, I unbuttoned the rest of my duster and then took it off.  It just so happened a woman and her husband were walking up. I got eye-fucked by the guy, but a disgusted grimace from the woman. I distinctly heard the word “slut” muttered as she walked by.  I flushed crimson and saw that Margaret was smiling at me.  My new mistress walked away and I followed her like a little puppy dog, my duster and purse on one arm, my aching and flattened breasts clearly clamped under the shirt.  The clothespin on my clit sent its matching discomfort as well.
 
    
 
   I was led to a BMW convertible.  Don’t ask me what model.  It looked like a shark, including little gill slits on the sides.  The top was down and as I went to the side door, Margaret gave me another pointed look and I braced myself for her next order.
 
    
 
   “You will ride naked except for your clothespins and shoes,” she said.
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard.  There were cars driving by, even a few pedestrians moving here and there despite it getting close to dinner time.  I fumbled for a moment but then steeled myself.  I grabbed hold of my shirt and pulled it up over my head.  Pain shot up from my nipples as the clothespin returned to their original position: pointed straight out from my body.  They drooped a little.  My nipples had been stretched rather dramatically for the last forty minutes and I resisted the urge to cup my breasts and try to relieve myself of the discomfort.  I knew nothing I could do would make it stop hurting.  
 
    
 
   Hurrying, I quickly unsnapped my mini skirt and slid it down my legs.  I stepped out of it, now completely naked except for my new high heels and three clothespins.  Only then did I hear the car door lock open.  Quickly I grabbed the handle and climbed in, ignoring it when the clothespin on my clit dug painfully into my thigh.  I settled into the seat, a little cold, and I closed my door.  Margaret started the car and turned the heater on.  Unfortunately I got blasted with a stream of very cold air first and I squealed as it chilled my still clamped breasts.
 
    
 
   Margaret turned off the fans and let the car heat up for a moment before once more turning on the air.  This time gentle warmth began heating up my chilled and goose bump covered skin.  She put the car in gear and we traveled in silence.  To my surprise and delight, she actually drove us back toward where my truck was parked.  When we passed the grocery store parking lot, my nose was pressed to the tinted glass, despite my naked and clamped breasts, verifying my truck was still there.  It was.  We continued down Memorial just a bit and then turned into an apartment complex.  It was actually almost within walking distance of both my truck and one of the parks I’ve done a few assignments in.  
 
    
 
   Her place was beautiful.  The outside I mean.  Well, the inside was beautiful too, but the apartment complex landscaping was just breathtaking.  It was very jungle like.  She parked her car in front of one of the buildings and we got out together.  Evidently she wasn’t concerned about my nudity, but I was so I held my purse and duster against my front.  Plus it was cold.  We walked quickly up the path and in moments I was led inside.
 
    
 
   Inside was all soft greens and gold and the kitchen was granite and stainless steel.  I didn’t ask what the rent was.  I wouldn’t be able to afford it.  Part of me couldn’t figure out why she had a two bedroom apartment either and I thought it impolite to ask.  Margaret put her keys and purse on the bar between the kitchen and living room, and then took my stuff.  I actually flushed slightly when she hung up my duster. I would have tossed it over a chair.  What? It’s denim. It won’t wrinkle.
 
    
 
   My clit and nipples were still throbbing from the clothespins, but I still had a few more minutes with them on and I hoped that Mistress Margaret would let me finish out the full hour.  I’d hate to have to start over.  She pulled off her high heels and then moved into the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Can I get you something to drink?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I was thirsty, and hungry too, but from her tone I know she was asking if I wanted something with alcohol in it.  I shook my head, and then asked for a simple water.  Never ever underestimate the power of just bread and water on your slaves.  She put ice in a glass and then ran it under one of those fancy water filter faucets at the sink and put a tumbler of sparking clear agua in front of me.  I thanked her (of course) and then drank. It was delicious.
 
    
 
   She poured herself a glass of wine.  Something red.  Probably a Merlot, and it came out of a box from the fridge, which even I know means cheap wine.  I’d like to think it’s because she couldn’t finish a bottle in time to keep it from spoiling, but I’m pretty sure it’s because she drinks a lot of it.  She had four glasses while I was there.
 
    
 
   After she had drank half her first glass she took my elbow and escorted me into the bedroom.  She had a queen sized bed, which was probably pretty lonely when you were in it by yourself, and looks huge when you normally sleep on a double.  Her mattress was in a wooden platform frame that was dark cherry and looked like it cost about a zillion dollars.  The head board was actually a shelving unit, complete with light, several books, a few pieces of forgotten jewelry, and about six dirty but empty wine glasses, a few complete with lipstick marks.  She took my glass, set it down on the bedside table, and then pushed me down onto the bed.  I fell backward and she ordered me to move to the middle and stretch myself.  When I was in position she told me not to move.
 
    
 
   I did as ordered, wondering what was coming next.  If I had been at Kari’s, such a position would have meant my immediate bondage, probably spread-eagled, all in preparation of something penetrative and painful.  The clothespins on my breasts were now sticking straight up into the air, like little antennas mounted on matching hills.  I stretched myself wide apart, relishing the sensation of my stretched thighs as I moved my ankles and wrists to the corners of the fancy bed.
 
    
 
   Mistress Margaret disappeared into a huge walk-in closet for a moment, and when she returned she was just as naked as I was which surprised me a little. Her breasts were bigger than mine, probably a strong C cup, maybe even D.  Her pussy was not shaved but trimmed nicely, and she could have stood to lose maybe fifteen or twenty pounds.   All in all, she wasn’t bad looking. Her long brunette hair framed her face and she held her almost empty wine glass in her hand as she climbed up onto the bed.  I trembled just a bit as she loomed over me, kneeling between my legs, and then she reached down and removed the ben wa balls inside me.  These were tossed aside and she returned to focus on my lower half.  She raised her hand and grabbed the clothespin on my clit.
 
    
 
   And twisted.
 
    
 
   Okay.  I’m going to admit right here that I was NOT prepared for that.  I was expecting her to take it off.  I jerked my arms and legs inward, a completely involuntary response to having your clit pinch twisted almost a full 360 degrees.  It surprised Margaret too.  The wine in her glass sloshed and fell on my stomach while I was crying out.  I did manage to spread myself a moment later, but she was already looking daggers at me.
 
    
 
   “Not very obedient are you?” she noted.  “Can’t even stay spread.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Mistress! I just wasn’t expecting that,” I gasped, still dealing with the after effects of the twist.  My clit was throbbing.
 
    
 
   “So I have to warn you before I hurt you?” 
 
    
 
   Ah… a loaded question.  “No, Mistress,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Good.”  Then she grabbed the clothespin on my clit and twisted again.  
 
    
 
   I was a little better prepared this time.  Instead of drawing my arms and legs in, I pushed outward.  My back arched, my hips rolled, and I grit my teeth, even closing my eyes as the extreme agony was squeezed out of my clit and over powered my central nervous system.  This time she didn’t let go either, but held my clit there for a few seconds.  My thighs started to tremble and I almost lost control.
 
    
 
   Then she let go and I collapsed back onto the bed with something akin to a half-sob, half-sigh of relief.  Tears were in my eyes as Margaret bent down and licked my stomach were her wine had fallen.  
 
    
 
   I stayed still, my arms and legs still stretched outward, held in place by the invisible bonds of my will.  Or Margaret’s will.  I’m not sure. All I know is that I could feel the stretch in my thighs.  Her tongue left my stomach and moved up between my breasts and then she leaned over my face, setting her half empty glass on the headboard shelf.  Her breasts dangled down, the nipples right above the clothespins sticking up from my own clamped nubs.  With a grin, she began swaying back and forth, lowering just enough so that her own large nipples grazed the clothespins, pushing them back and forth.
 
    
 
   It was like little shocks to my breasts.  I groaned, closed my eyes again, and felt each pass send surges of hurt through my bosom.  I felt her sit up, straddling me, her thighs pressed against my hips.  I opened my eyes and she looked down at me.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to hurt you again.  Don’t move.” 
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard as her hands moved and I felt the terror rising in me. I don’t know why.  Kari has been just as brutal to me in the past (and no doubt will be again in the future).  I think the difference however was Kari hurt me to make me explode or feel something.  Margaret was doing this to me for her own pleasure.  Plus, warning me she was going to hurt me was rather… diabolical.  Kari never warns me.  She just picks up the whip and wham wham wham wham.  
 
    
 
   So when Margaret’s fingers moved toward the clothespin on my nipples I pressed my arms against the mattress, braced myself and then screamed when she twisted them like she had my clit clamp.  My neck arched and I found myself looking at the headboard, my cry only partially obscured by my clenched teeth.  The urge to cover my breasts, to stop the pain, was incredible. I have NO idea how I stopped myself.  But then the pain quit and the throbbing hurt began.  My chest heaved and I let out a choked sob.  
 
    
 
   Then my clit exploded in pain again.  She had twisted and grabbed the clothespin and was jerking it back and forth.  I shook under her, even thrusting my hips upward, my body reacting to her actions.  Her torso was twisted and then my left breast exploded in matching pain as she wiggled both my pegged clit and nipple back and forth.
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit that it hurt.  It hurt a lot.  In fact, it hurt so much that the pain was starting to overwhelm any pleasure I was feeling.  Kari is always very careful to make sure that even if I’m being hurt, the sexual intensity is always turned up as well.  So if I’m being pussy whipped, I’m also being vibrated out the wazoo.  It makes a difference.  For me at that moment with Mistress Margaret, I was getting close to leaving the “this hurts but I need it to cum” levels to “this just fucking hurts.  A lot.”  
 
    
 
   Then Margaret let go of the clothespins and got off me.  She grabbed her wine and took another sip, set it down, and this time threw her right leg over my head.  In seconds all I could see was her ass and pussy, and she wiggled backward until my nose was buried in her slit.  I didn’t know if I was allowed to use my hands, but I thrust out my tongue, tasting her, licking her slit until I found her clitoris.  I worked it back and forth concentrating on it until she moved herself, grinding her pussy on my face.  I had to concentrate on breathing as she humped my mouth and nose, gasping for air in that one second’s worth of exposure before I was once again nothing but an organic sex toy.  I did my best of course.  My tongue was out, deep inside her, and eventually I brought my arms up and folded them around her legs.  I felt her breasts graze my hands and I reached up and began fondling her as well.
 
    
 
   I knew it when she exploded because she’s one of those ladies who gush.  Seriously gush.  Suddenly my head was under a faucet of running water as buckets of pussy cum squirted down.  I opened my mouth and quite a bit ran into it, but Margaret also decided to press down at that moment, no longer moving back and forth, but side to side, pressing my face into the pillow.  I swallowed as much as I could, but my air ran out and Margaret kept pressing down.  I waited a moment, the burning in my lungs getting stronger, and then I pushed her off of me.
 
    
 
   I gasped for air as she collapsed at my side, twitching a little bit.  I blinked, a little startled, but then reached out to her and began stroking her thighs and bottom.  After about four or so minutes Mistress Margaret rolled over, looked at me, and then grabbed the clothespin on my clit.
 
    
 
   And twisted again.
 
    
 
   Geeze.
 
    
 
   “Why are your legs closed?” she demanded.  I struggled to spread my legs wide apart again through the pain. I had brought them together after she exploded, while we were cuddling.  Evidently that was wrong.  As soon as I had them wide, almost in the splits, she let go and I sobbed.  That had really hurt.  
 
    
 
   She twisted around again, moving to her knees and she reached up over me to get her wine again. This time however, after a sip, she slid down the bed, over my leg, until she was sitting between my thighs.  Then she slid downward even further, off the end of the bed, with only her breasts, arms and face still on the mattress.  She pushed forward a bit, her nose only inches away from my pussy.  I flinched when she brought her hand back up, expecting her to twist the clothespin violently again.  But this time, she pinched it open, freeing my tender, sore, hurting, poor clitoris from the peg.  Then, even as I was gasping through the pain of release, she lifted her wine glass, pressed her face to my pussy, and dribbled wine on my clit.
 
    
 
   The cheap vino spattered across my pudenda and over my clit and then trickled down my slit, right into the Margaret’s open mouth.  She slurped at my petals, licking the wine off the folds, driving her tongue into me and instantly all of the pain I had been feeling before, even the after effects, turned into something sexual.  I gasped at the sudden need, the feeling of going from zero to sixty in about a second.  She poured more of the wine on my clit and hungrily devoured it, opening her mouth and suckling the tender nub.
 
    
 
   I gasped out loud, “Oh God! Mistress!  Can I cum?” 
 
    
 
   She didn’t respond, but increased her suckling.  My hips rose up and my hands came up to my breasts.  I flicked the clothespins and the resulting pain exploded through me, heightening the need to explode.  Then I came, totally unprepared for it, totally unable to stop it.  Not willing to stop it either.  It was amazing.
 
    
 
   And she kept going.  My orgasm did nothing to stop her.  She just kept right on licking and sucking on me until I was about to cum again.  Once more I begged for permission to cum.  She didn’t answer me.  My body tensed, rising up to meet the non-stop torment.
 
    
 
   And she stopped.
 
    
 
   I blinked, my body on the crest.  Oh god… just two more licks please!   Then Margaret’s weight was on me, the wine glass empty, tossed aside.  Our breasts were mashed together, the clothespins twisted and pushed to the side.  Our mouths met and she kissed me, grinding her sex into my thigh as I wrapped my arms around her and thrusted upward.  She continued to hump my leg and then let out a loose moan and shuddered in my arms.  I held her as she slumped over to the side, rolling off me.
 
    
 
   And leaving me desperate.  
 
    
 
   I spread my legs again.  I was worried I was going to get punished.  But after a moment, Margaret got up and walked away from the bed.  I stayed like that, fully extended, arms and legs stretched to the corners of the mattress.  The clothespins on my nipples were no longer standing straight up, but had been forced over to the sides.  I waited.  She got dressed.  I continued to wait.  When she was in her pajamas (red silk full bottoms and top), she left the room.  I stayed on the bed.  I heard the fridge opening, the sound of pouring liquid, and then she came back into the bedroom, a fresh goblet in her hand, filled to the top.  Her eyes were glassy and she smiled at me.
 
    
 
   “You can get up now,” she said.
 
    
 
   I slowly sat up, bringing my legs and arms inward.  I stood, turned and faced her, and put my hands behind my head.  Her expression was neutral.  She turned and walked out of the room.
 
    
 
   Okay. Weird.  I’m used to all sorts of fetishes, but active disassociation is not one of the ones I’m familiar with.  I thought it was a test.  So I stayed right there.  I heard the television come on in the outer room.  I bit my lip.  The clock said that I had another fifteen minutes to give to her.  So I decided I would continue to stand like that, my breasts pushed forward, the clothespins dangling from the nipples, while my pussy dripped.
 
    
 
   She never came back.  At a minute till, I brought my aching arms down, crept to the door and looked out.  She had finished the first glass and gotten a refill and was just sitting there.  Uh… weird.
 
    
 
   So I grabbed my ben wa balls, slipped them up inside me, took off the clothespins, grabbed the fallen clitoral peg, and then went out into the living room where my clothes were.
 
    
 
   Margaret glanced at me once but didn’t say anything and I was getting a little creeped out.  I grabbed my new skirt, the blue shirt, and the shoes, and quickly got dressed.  Everything else went into my purse.  Once I was dressed and ready to go, and that included my duster, I rounded the couch and looked at her.  I think she was on her fifth glass of wine.
 
    
 
   “Um…well… um. Thank you, Mistress Margaret” I said.  “I had a good time.”  She gave me a look, nodded, and then her attention went back to the television.  Uh… Okay.
 
    
 
   “Have a great evening!” I said cheerfully, then headed to the door.  
 
    
 
   “Saturday.  Ten am.  There’s a card on the bar with the gate code,” she suddenly said.
 
    
 
   I looked at the bar, my heart sort of sinking.  Sure enough, there was a little cardboard card with six numbers on it.  I nodded, put the card in my purse, and left.
 
    
 
   Mistress Margaret didn’t say anything. She only lifted her glass and had another drink.
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   I left relatively quickly and walked through the complex back up to the main gate.  My toes were a bit cold, but the rest of me was sort of protected by the duster.  The place was cast in shadows and darkness, but despite that, I had a sense of comfort there, especially after leaving Margaret’s place.  At the main gate I waited for a few minutes until someone drove into the apartments, and then took up my post on the corner, looking for someone leaving the complex and heading in my desired direction.  I wasn’t standing there longer than five minutes before he pulled up at the corner, neck arching to check traffic and possibly me as well. 
 
    
 
   I quickly unbuttoned my duster, made sure that one nipple was daringly peeking from out of one of the designer holes of my shirt, and knocked on the window.  Of course I was bent over too.  He looked surprised to see me, but I immediately got eye-fucked.  
 
    
 
   “Would you mind giving me a lift down to the Taco Bell on the corner?” I asked politely.  He didn’t waste a second. I heard the car door click open even as he was saying “sure, hop in!” I did so and was rewarded with a blast of warm air directed right at my chest.  I made sure my duster stayed open as I quickly buckled in, giving my new driver an eyeful.  
 
    
 
   It was a short drive that took all of about three minutes, which I’m sure my kindly driver was disappointed about.  He actually pulled up into the lot and I gave him a big old smile and a wink and then got out.
 
    
 
   What?  Are you complaining that I didn’t have sex with him?  That I didn’t even give him a blowjob?  Well, he DID get something.  He got to look at me.  I only need to barter when there’s a major exchange going on.  A simple ride half a mile down the street, in the direction he was already going, wasn’t going to tax him at all, trust me.  So stop complaining.
 
    
 
   I waved goodbye to the Samaritan who could have gotten more, but didn’t, and considered my options.  My first issue was my growling stomach.  According to Master Brandon’s list of “goals” I still had to get caned on my ass, get a cup of coffee, AND have a carrot shoved up my ass before I could get dinner.  I thought about it for a few moments and then decided that Master Brandon wouldn’t be too upset with me if I switched the order around.  Things had taken a little longer to get done.
 
    
 
   As it was I now stood on the corner opposite the grocery store where my truck was parked.  I looked around for a moment and then decided that Tex-Mex was as good as anything else, and walked into the well lit fast food joint to get out of the cold.  There were only a few people in the dining area, and all of them were with someone else, so there wasn’t the stereotypical guy who I could walk up to and ask “is this seat taken”.  Which was too bad.  My stomach growled again and I thought about buying a snack, but while I didn’t think Master Brandon would mind me switching around the goals, I suspected he’d go ballistic if I actually used some of that money Doctor Chris had given me.  
 
    
 
   So I found a spot in a booth by the door and waited.  I didn’t even get a second look from the crew working.  Probably because they were so busy with the drive-thru traffic.  I put my hands together and eventually warmed up enough to need to take off my duster.  Suddenly I went from “good looking girl all alone waiting on someone” to “oh my God, look what she’s wearing, is that her NIPPLE poking out through the shirt?”  I flushed crimson because of some of the looks I was getting.
 
    
 
   I wondered how long it would be before I was asked to leave the place due to my attire, but before that happened, a solitary guy walked into the place.  He was heavyset, maybe 280 or so, and towered over me.  If he was under six feet I’d eat my shirt.  I’d guess his age to be early twenties, maybe nineteen at the least.  He had a scraggly beard as well.  He wasn’t fat per se, but just really bulky.  Like football player bulky.  He didn’t see me as he walked into the restaurant and went straight to the counter.  He ordered two of those ten pack taco meals.  Holy cow.  
 
    
 
   Okay, sure. I can eat three or four tacos myself, but twenty tacos?  Was he having a party or something? As soon as he had ordered, he moved over to the racks of napkins and packets of sauce and started loading up.   I grabbed my duster and hurried over.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” I said, leaning over and giving him a smile.  I made sure that the one nipple that kept finding that damn hole was not covered.  He nodded at me, mumbled hi, and then blinked, his vision suddenly focusing on my breasts.  Tits Impairment.  Absolutely.
 
    
 
   “Twenty tacos?  Are you having a party?” I asked with a mischievous grin.  He blinked again and then shook his head.
 
    
 
   “Nah, not really.  Me and two buddies playing Xbox tonight.  Call of Duty 3.”
 
    
 
   I pretended to look interested, but was really hiding my excitement.  Three guys?  If they had a carrot too I could get the next two goals out of the way in one blow!  “Wow, that sounds like fun.”
 
    
 
   That got his attention.  “You play Call of Duty?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head with a laugh.  “No, but I like watching it.  Tell you what, if you let me have a few of those tacos,” I paused and leaned forward, and seductive look in my eye, “I’ll eat them naked.”
 
    
 
   He just laughed.  “You’re joking.”  
 
    
 
   I shook my head slowly back and forth, then slipped my arm under my breasts and pushed them up.
 
    
 
   “Touch them,” I whispered.  His eyes widened and he lifted a hand.  His forefinger moved forward until I felt it rest gently on my right nipple.  He began wiggling my nub back and forth.  It wasn’t exactly erotic, but I moaned and closed my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Hey! None of that here!  Take outside!” someone said from the counter.  My eyes snapped open as his finger quickly jerked back and we BOTH blushed.  
 
    
 
   “Dinner at your place?” I asked hopefully.
 
    
 
   He nodded with a smile.
 
    
 
   On the car ride back to his apartment, which was in the opposite direction of Margaret, in a much seedier area, though still not that far away from my truck, I found out that my host’s name was Trey.  I carried the tacos in my lap as we chatted (mostly he talked and I listened and nodded).  His apartment complex… well…  it needed work.  But it was well lit and as we drove in I asked the apartment number, got it, then quickly called Becca. I got her voice mail, but I left the info.  Trey looked at me in a concerned manner.
 
    
 
   “What did you do that for?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   I grinned at him.  “Well, I’m a sexy beautiful girl.  What if you guys decide to tie me down and keep me forever and ever?  Now my friend knows were to come looking!”
 
    
 
   He shrugged.
 
    
 
   We headed upstairs.  It took him a moment to find the key and then we went into the cave.
 
    
 
   Yes. Cave.  That’s what it was.  A fucking cave.
 
    
 
   First of all, it was dark except for one thing.  Yeah.  The television set.  Which was actually this monstrous altar to the technology gods.  It had a Wii, an Xbox 360, a Playstation 3, and an actual computer, all hooked up to it.  There was also a super large, “three people who don’t know each other” couch (or six close friends couch) facing the ALTAR of Geekdom.  I noticed a relatively unused chair in a corner, sort of NEXT to the altar, where maybe an acolyte could sit, but not really worship.  I also think there was a coffee table and two side tables, but there were so many beer cans, plates, an old empty pizza box, and an ashtray with the remnants of two rather old joints rotting away.
 
    
 
   The place stank.  I almost gagged.  I immediately realized that Trey was NOT the owner of this apartment.  He was VISITING it.  Ugggh.
 
    
 
   Oh.  I forgot to mention the cavemen.  There were two of them, sitting on the couch.  The one who was sort of in the middle was dressed in blue sweatpants, and an actual Sesame Street Tee Shirt featuring Grover.  He wore glasses so thick that they made him look bug-eyed, and sported a beard that would have needed a lawn mowing crew to tame and control.  He was also wearing a sweat jacket, with the hood up.  WTF?
 
    
 
   The other caveman looked more like “The Blob.”  He was fat, and not like forty pounds overweight, but like a zillion.  I’m surprised that the floor hadn’t crashed through to the apartment below.  There must be steel girders reinforcing the floor.  Hell, I don’t even understand how the COUCH could handle it.  He had a cute face though.  If he would drop… oh… say two hundred, maybe three hundred pounds, he’d be… nice.
 
    
 
   They looked at Trey and the alien he had brought with him.  I was introduced.  Turned out the beard monster was called Paul and the Blob was called Mongo.  No. I didn’t ask why he was called Mongo.  Personally, I think Hugeo or Blobo or Holy FUCK LOSE WEIGHTO would have been better.
 
    
 
   Ok.  Look. I’m not mean spirited, but I had some high expectations here and I could already tell that I was going to eat my tacos and go.  Trey was only barely on the Breanne’s Fuckable Scale.  The Beard Monster and The Blob were not.  Not unless I was forced to.
 
    
 
   I was greeted, politely even, and all of our eyes locked for a moment.  Paul was soft spoken, very polite, and in seconds I realized he was shy.  Mongo nodded at me, all four of his chins dipping, but then quietly stopped thinking about me, refocusing his attention on the video game in front of him.  For a second, I felt sorry for him as well.  He was probably so used to girls thinking of him as Blobo, that after greeting me, I became a non-entity.  “Trey’s Girl”.
 
    
 
   Trey coughed.  “Breanne and I agreed that if I bought her dinner, she’d have to eat it naked.”
 
    
 
   Sudden silence followed.  I smiled, teeth showing.   Paul stared at me, though I concede that I have no idea if his eyes had widened, they were already so big.  Mongo continued playing whatever was on the television.
 
    
 
   BLAM BLAM BLAM BLAM suddenly filled the room and I jumped about twenty feet.  I started duck, wondering where the shots were coming from, when I realized I was the only one reacting.  I took a few more steps into the Cave and realized that the sound was coming from the full home theatre surround sound stereo system.  I glanced at the screen and saw, from the first person perspective, someone carrying what looked like a P-90 submachine gun.
 
    
 
   What? I’m a TEXAS girl!  I shoot guns. I enjoy guns.  Plus… I used to be a Stargate SG-1 fan. They use P-90’s on the show.  So sue me.  
 
    
 
   “Is that a P-90?” I asked, suddenly interested.
 
    
 
   Both Paul and Mongo nodded.  “P-90 with an ACOG scope,” Paul said, suddenly looking at me with respect.
 
    
 
   Suddenly a taco was handed to me. I blinked and looked down at it, accepting. I had forgotten how hungry I was.  I looked back at Trey who smiled at me.
 
    
 
   “Guess I need to strip, don’t I?” I asked with a grin.  He nodded.
 
    
 
   Mongo actually paused the game.  Take that Technology Gods!  A real naked girl can STILL turn the head of your worshipers!  
 
    
 
   I didn’t just strip either. I played it up. It was the least I could do.  I swayed a bit, peeled the shirt up over my body, baring both breasts.  I tossed it on the unused chair in the corner, and then pushed my skirt downward, turning around and bending over, wiggling my ass seductively as the cloth dropped to my ankles.  Then I posed for a moment, legs spread, hands behind my head, in just my heels.
 
    
 
   They stared.  And stared.  And stared.  So I picked my taco off the trash heap in front of the couch, crossed across the frozen image of their game and settled down on the easy chair.  I draped one leg over the arm, so that my foot was dangling maybe an inch from the set, while my other leg was stretched toward the wall.  This made my pussy very visible and I certainly had the attention of the denizens of the Cave.  
 
    
 
   Don’t let it be said that Breanne doesn’t fulfill her agreements.
 
    
 
   The taco was wonderful and I got asked if I wanted a beer or a soda.  I selected the soda and was given a choice between Mountain Dew or Dr. Pepper.  Sigh.  Dr. Pepper was handed to me and I wolfed down the taco.  Before I could even get up (or change position), Trey had handed me another taco.  I ate that one as well.
 
    
 
   Of course, by the time I finished my second Taco, Mongo was on his sixth.  Or seventh.  I also admit to a quiet fascination to watching Paul eat.  Getting the taco to his mouth THROUGH the beard must have been like piloting a mid-air refueling.  The taco weaved its way through matted and dirty strands of his facial hair until it finally found the appropriate spot.
 
    
 
   My hunger pangs were finally sated and I sat back with a sigh.  The game had been restarted, though I got the impression from the frequent looks my direction that only Mongo was actually paying attention.  Finally, I stood up, grabbed my clothes, announced to Mongo that I was “crossing” (a behavior I was emulating from Trey), and moved toward the entry way.
 
    
 
   “Um…whatcha doing?” Trey asked, his voice filled with concern as he quickly came up to me.
 
    
 
   I smiled gently. “Thanks for dinner.”  I started to shake open my skirt.  
 
    
 
   “But… I thought that… well that afterward… we’d…” he stammered.
 
    
 
   I looked up at him, a sad look on my face.  “Trey, you need some new friends,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   Trey blinked.  “What’s wrong with them?” he asked, a little too loudly.  Once again I had pulled the attention away from the technology god’s altar.  Oops.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath. “Okay, look Trey.  I had come here with the full intention of screwing you and your friends, and had this been YOUR place, I might still be willing to fuck you.  But the truth is I’m SCARED to see what the back bedroom might be like.  This place is a dark, dank, hole that hasn’t seen the light of day since they” and I nodded toward the Beard Monster and the Blob on the couch “moved in.”
 
    
 
   “What’s wrong with me?” Paul suddenly asked.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, then walked over to the couch.  I spread my legs and straddled Paul’s lap, taking his hands and putting them on my breasts.  He immediately went into Tit’s Impairment.  Mongo had paused the game and was staring with piggy eyes.  I leaned forward.
 
    
 
   “Paul, you seem like a naturally sweet and shy guy, who would probably soften the heart of any girl who saw you, but you are so down on yourself that you go out of your way to put other barriers in place.  First, shave off this beard or at least trim it so it looks nice.  It looks like a beaver is chewing on your face.  It’s dirty, matted, and has bits of food in it.  It’s gross.  Girls don’t like gross.”  I pulled a bit on his shirt, lifting it up and running my hands along his chest.  “You dress like a homeless bum who got his things rifling through Goodwill’s GARBAGE, and not their ‘free rack’.  Jeans are fifteen bucks at Wal-mart.  Buy some.  And leave the children’s show tee shirts for the kids.”
 
    
 
   I leaned forward, my nose wrinkling.  “You haven’t showered in at least a week and you smell rancid.”  I slid down his legs, pulling away from him, even as my hands grabbed his sweat pants and pulled them and his… oh god yes… briefs… downward.  His hard cock, which I had felt poking me from below sprang out.  Ewww… it stank.  I gave him an exasperated look.
 
    
 
   “That smell?  That’s from masturbating and not washing.  And you really want a girl to put that in her mouth or pussy?  Would you eat a hot dog that smelled like that?”  I let the sweat pants snap back up.  I couldn’t tell if Paul was blushing but he didn’t say anything.  Then I turned toward Mongo.
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit right now that while not a gymnast, I’m pretty flexible.  I can do the splits and even maintain them for some time.  I guess it’s because I’m tied in that position often enough that I’m used to it.  But there was no way for me to straddle Mongo.  Just no way.  One foot would have been on the side table and the other would have been in Paul’s lap.  So instead I just leaned my naked body on his well padded torso and got close.
 
    
 
   “Mongo?” I asked softly, moving one of his hands around to cup my bottom.  He didn’t smell so good either.
 
    
 
   “Y-yes?” he whispered.
 
    
 
   “What’s your name?” I asked gently.
 
    
 
   “Franklin.”
 
    
 
   I sighed. Of course.  “Franklin is a very nice name.  Frank works just as well.  Mongo is… appalling.”  I reached down to his other hand and pushed the game controller from his hand.  I pulled it up and planted it on my other butt cheek.  I gyrated a bit, rubbing myself against him.
 
    
 
   “Franklin, you’ve got to get out of here.  It’s killing you.  You’re cute, but your weight is not just a problem for you, but any girl who WANTED to make love to you.  It would be practically impossible in your current state.  You need to lose weight.  Go on a walk once around the block every night or something.  Anything!  Stop eating this junk food.  Think about what those soldiers on those games eat.  Do they eat what you do?”
 
    
 
   Franklin just nodded, then asked “you think I’m cute?”
 
    
 
   I let out a sad laugh. “Absolutely. Most girls would.  But right now, if we could even manage it, you’d just be a pity fuck.”
 
    
 
   I know.  That might have been harsh, but you need to realize this guy was eating himself to death.  I might have saved his life.  
 
    
 
   I stood up, worked my way back to Trey.  “It’s been a lot of fun.  Tell you what, I’ll give you my email address.  When you get this place cleaned up, the Beard shaven and clean, and Franklin loses at least fifty pounds, I’ll come over and challenge you all to Mario Go-Kart, and I’ll screw silly whoever can beat me.”  Then I grabbed my skirt and stepped into it.
 
    
 
   “Can’t we… like… go back to my place?” Trey begged.
 
    
 
   I pulled on my shirt.  “The deal was naked for dinner.  You want sex, you know what to do,” I said, gesturing toward his friends.  I pulled on my duster.  “Oh.  You might also want to seriously PRACTICE Mario Go-Cart as well.  I’m pretty good.”  I leaned forward, kissed him on the cheek, and pulled one of my cards from my duster pocket.  “See ya later.”
 
    
 
   Then I left.
 
    
 
   Damn.
 
    
 
   That sucked. 
 
    
 
   All of it.
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   01/19/11 – Part Eight
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit that leaving Paul’s apartment, I wasn’t feeling very positive.  I had been expecting to nail at least one more goal, the caning before heading out, if not two.  But the miasma of… neglect… that permeated that apartment was just too much for me to handle.  I know it sometimes seems I’ll screw anything that’s four inches long and not to thick to get up inside me, but I have SOME standards.  There was just no way was I going to be able to handle Paul, and I wasn’t sure I’d even be able to FIND Mongo… I mean Franklin’s dick.
 
    
 
   We had passed a strip mall and another small grocery store on the way to the apartment so I started walking south.  I was pretty dejected.  Cold too.  My duster was buttoned all the way up, but my feet were pretty much exposed and while the duster kept my torso and arms warm, it didn’t do a lot for my legs.  Worse, a wind was starting to pick up and every once in a while a blast managed to flash up my legs.  
 
    
 
   Opposite Paul’s apartment complex was a high dollar gated townhome community, the iron rails of their fence telling me that there wasn’t an opportunity in there either.  I shoved my hands in my pockets and kept going.  Nominally, I was heading for the grocery store.  But I had no idea who I was going to approach, and technically, according to Master Brandon’s little list, I still had to approach someone and barter sexual services in exchange for giving me ten, very visible, thin welts across my ass.  I think this goal was the most… irritating.  I mean seriously, just getting to cane me ought to be its own reward, don’t you think?  By the time I made it to the strip mall, I was freezing and I turned into the first store that looked interesting.  And open.  
 
    
 
   I found myself in one of those dollar stores, filled with an assortment of worthless junk that usually costs thirty cents to make, all bought from China.  A young, dark, brown skinned man with a neatly trimmed beard and mustache looked up and greeted me politely.  I smiled.  Not my turn on smile, but my “hi” one.  I was cold and depressed.  I wandered his store.
 
    
 
   I’ll admit I saw a few things I wouldn’t mind owning, but I asked myself, do I really need any of this crap?  Where would I put it?  How long would it last?  I kept walking along until my eyes suddenly locked on something.  I reached up, pulling it off the shelf.  Who on earth would need to buy REPLACEMENT tilt wand for window blinds?  It was attached to a piece of cardboard, and covered with plastic, but it was a simple rod, bendy, flexible, the perfect length.
 
    
 
   Then I knew what I was going to do.
 
    
 
   I unbuttoned my duster and took it off.  I’m sure the clerk was still watching me, but my back was toward him.  I settled myself, preparing for this.  Then I turned around, a different expression on my face.  I marched straight toward him and I visibly saw him stiffen when he saw that the nipple of my right breast was sticking out through the cut pattern of my shirt.  Heck, even without the tips of my breasts visible, the shirt didn’t exactly conceal anything.  I walked slowly up the aisle too, so that he’d get some maximum time eye-fucking me.  And boy did he.  He wasn’t drooling, but he stared all right.  I got up to the counter and laid the tilt wand down.
 
    
 
   To his credit, he managed to think enough of business to ask “you wish to buy this?” he asked politely, while his eyes were still locked on my breasts.
 
    
 
   I shook my head slowly, repeatedly, from side to side until he looked up.  Once his eyes touched mine I leaned forward, got as close as I could, and said “I want you to hit me with it.”  His eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “What?  You cannot mean that!”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “I’m a naughty nasty girl who’s been very very bad.  I’ll lift my skirt and you can give me ten strokes.  I need ten red welts on my bottom.  Then I’ll suck your cock until you pop.”  I said it slowly, hungrily, like a tiger approaching prey.
 
    
 
   He shook his head.  “I cannot!”
 
    
 
   My eyes narrowed and I licked my lips.  “I’ll fuck you too, riding you.  You can punish me.  Whip me across the tits while you fuck me.”
 
    
 
   I saw him breaking. I took a deep breath, his eyes back to my breast.  I reached for my shirt hem and pulled it upward.  He snapped, turning away from me.  He leaned over, flipped the open sign to closed and then came around the counter.  In seconds the front door was locked and he had snatched the tilt wand from the counter. Don’t fucking tell me I don’t how to negotiate!
 
    
 
   “In back.  You are bad girl.  I’ll punish you like one.”  He motioned for me to go first.
 
    
 
   I did, moving down the aisle, crossing each step, swinging my hips.  At the back of the store there was a clear space where the central shelving units didn’t quite come to the very back, leaving a square of seven by seven feet open.  Granted, the clerk had to kick a half empty box out of the way, but he managed.  He told me to wait there.  Then he went into the back room.
 
    
 
   I waited of course.  Then half the lights went out.  I found myself half in shadow.  He came back out and the first thing I noticed was that the tilt wand was now unwrapped and held lightly in his hand.
 
    
 
   My heart trembled as he looked at me.  He didn’t smile.  Then he nodded and I knew what I needed to do. I grabbed the hem of my shirt and pulled it up over my head.  I dropped it on my duster, which was mounded in a pile on the floor.  Then I pushed my skirt down.  I straightened and stood there naked, facing my punisher.
 
    
 
   “Get on knees” he ordered.  I did so, going down. I turned slightly as I went to all fours, raising my ass in the air.  I know that he hadn’t ordered that, but I guessed what he wanted.  I jumped slightly when he touched me with the stick, sliding it over my skin.  It went up my buttock, along my side, then downward where he traced the contours of my dangling breast, rubbing the edge of the wand back and forth across my hard nipple a few times before continuing on.  He got to my thigh before bringing the rod outward and back to my ass.  I felt it lift.
 
    
 
   Hot white agony exploded across both butt cheeks and I lurched forward with a scream.  I had no fucking idea it would hurt that much.  I couldn’t keep from moving my hands to my ass.  Holy SHIT!  
 
    
 
   He waited for me.  Finally the pain subsided to a sting, which transformed into a heat.  I could actually FEEL the welt across my ass.  Tears spilling down my cheeks, I got back into position.  I almost screamed when the wand touched me again, but it wasn’t a stroke, it was a gentle prod as he poked the rounded tip at my pussy.  I winced but didn’t make a sound.  But then the tip was working into my petals and I felt something odd inside me.  
 
    
 
   “What is that?” he asked.  I immediately knew what he was talking about.  The tip of the wand was stuck through the stranded twine of the ben wa balls inside me, tugging gently.  Suddenly my pussy surged with wetness.
 
    
 
   “Ben wa balls!” I gasped.  “Keeps me wet and horny!”  
 
    
 
   The tugging stopped.
 
    
 
   I felt the end of the tilt wand slide out from my petals and go back up to my ass.  I could hear him shifting position.  The wand left my skin and I braced myself.  I wasn’t disappointed.  The second stroke was just as hard as the first.  This time however I grit my teeth, squealed through closed lips, rocked forward, clenched my fists and put my head on the ground until I could actually think coherently.  I’d say it took me a full two or three minutes to pull it together enough to get back on all fours.  And while my ass had stayed in the air, he had moved the wand back to my pussy and was applying quick downward pulls on the ben wa ball string.  
 
    
 
   As soon as I got back in position he stopped sexually stimulating me.  I was crying, but he ignored that as well.  I heard the evil hiss of the tilt wand as it swooshed through the air.  I heard the crack as it impacted on my rear, bending even as it sank over an inch into my soft derrière.  I couldn’t hold in my scream that time and it exploded out of me, propelled by my tormentor’s blow.  One hand went to my ass, trying involuntarily to find some way to mitigate the pain.  I put my forehead on the industrial carpet, so thin that it might as well have been concrete, and tried to cope.  I felt him running the wand over my body again, tracing the contours until he got to my breasts.  Then he started tapping the wand up against my nipples. Firm, steady, aimed impacts across both breasts that increased in intensity the longer I waited.  As my nipples started to pucker, I realized that the whipping of my dangling breasts would increase until I got back in position.  I struggled upright, head up, looking resolutely forward.
 
    
 
   And was rewarded with another body rocking stroke to my ass.  Almost as soon as I moved out of position, almost sobbing, my head on my arms, he began tapping my nipples.  I angled downward even more, my breasts touching the carpet, denying him that target.  So instead of my nipples he began whipping the undersides of my breasts.  Oh God… harder and harder even as the scalding wire that had been laid across my buttocks cooled.  Finally one hurt more than the other and I got back in position.
 
    
 
   I think it was between the sixth and seventh stroke that instead of hitting my breasts, he began tapping my clit.  I’m not sure.  The taps started out light, but I was already really tender there.  Remember, Master Barrett’s Seven Days of Sluttiness had multiple whipping sessions targeted there.  Zeb at the Frat house had given me an extra fifty strokes as well.  And just that afternoon Doctor Chris has used a fricken fistful of surgical tubing on my clit as well.  My tolerance levels weren’t exactly the highest at that point.
 
    
 
   Soon the seventh stroke was planted on my ass and he went back to tapping my nipples.  It took even longer to get back in position, but I managed.  The eighth stroke landed.  He moved back to my clit.  My body was trembling, thrumming, hurting, heated, tender, and racked with spasms.  Worse, the regular impacts on my clit were having an aphrodisiacal effect as well as just plain old hurting.  I started grinding, spreading my legs wider, and thrusting my hips.  Finally I endured the ninth stroke, humping air and moaning.  It exploded across my bottom but unlike so many of the earlier blows, was diffused by my sexual needs.  Sure it still hurt.  Like hell.  But so much of it went to my pussy.
 
    
 
   As I started to recover from my next to last stroke, he came around to my head, kneeling down.  His cock was out and he was stroking it.  I was grateful for the distraction as he grabbed my hair, pulled my head up and then shoved his cock into my mouth.  It made me gag slightly as I tried to accommodate his length. I did my best to deep throat him, but to be honest, screaming in agony for thirty or so minutes prior to swallowing cock is not exactly a good warm up.  
 
    
 
   But still, it was a nice way to take a break.  Somewhere in my mind was the thought that if I just sucked long enough and good enough, that last stroke would never come.  I turned my entire mind to providing a good blowjob.  I know it was a good one too, because he was groaning and moaning through the entire thing.  My fingers were stroking his balls and I was going up and down on him like an engine piston.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately for me, there was some point, some signal, which caused my tormentor to lift me off his cock, quickly stand, and deliver the last butt cutting stroke with the tilt wand.  I have no clue what that signal was, but suddenly he was pushing me off and before I could even figure out what was happening, the fire that had slowly been burning down to coals in my ass, was reignited.  
 
    
 
   I made no pretense of “staying in position”.  There was no fucking way.  I was absolutely sure that the last stroke had opened me up and I was gushing blood.  I could FEEL the rivulets of crimson staining my ass and trickling down my thighs.  Sparks of pain were exploding like fireworks from the base of spine all the way down my legs.  I reached back with both hands and was surprised to find them clean when I brought them back to my eyes.  My tormentor however left me with little time.  I had already rolled to my side and he finished the process with his foot.  Then he was kneeling between my legs.  
 
    
 
   When you are laying on a rough, hard surface, after having your ass caned, the missionary position is not exactly the most comfortable way to have sex.  At that point, it really didn’t matter though.  I wasn’t exactly in a position to object either.  My ass hurt too much for me to really enjoy the screwing though.  Maybe had I been on top…
 
    
 
   When my tormentor was finished he rolled off me and I rolled too, mostly to get pressure off my rear end.  I slowly got to my feet while he found his pants and got back into them.  My rear end felt… awful.  I could feel the blood pulsing through my butt cheeks and I’m pretty sure they were swollen.  Gingerly, I ran my fingers across each globe, wincing as my nails encountered the raised welts.  I hissed, and then whimpered.  Slowly I turned and stumbled a few feet to where my skirt and shirt were sitting on the floor and I did my absolute best not to move to fast or touch my ass in any way, shape, or form.  
 
    
 
   The lights flickered back on, fully illuminating the store.  I already had my shirt down and he only glanced at me once as he moved back to the front of the store, unlocked the door, and settled back down behind the counter.  Geeze.  I grabbed my purse and duster and headed out to the front.  We only exchanged a look.  No words were spoken.  I knew where I stood in his pantheon.  I was a slut.  A woman of need.  And he gave me what I required, and I serviced him.  I think he got the better deal.
 
    
 
   I struggled into my coat as the cold air of outside bit into me and I could still feel the overwhelming heat of the caning.  It hurt.  Still.  I figured it was going to for a while.  I took slow and measured steps, trying to work the pain out.  Sure, I mostly felt a dull throbbing heat, but there were spots on my ass that still were sparking.  I was going to have bruises.  I knew it.  And I do too.  Even a week later my ass still looks like I got walloped.  I hope Master Brandon is satisfied.  
 
    
 
   I walked along until the bright lights of the grocery store made me blink and I stood there for a moment, contemplating what was supposed to come next.  According to Master Brandon’s goal list, I still had three more things to do.  Have a drink from a local coffee shop.  Have carrot shoved up my ass.  And get back into my truck.  I blinked and then sighed in relief.  For some reason I had been thinking that my next task was going to be the carrot.  I walked in through the double doors of the grocery store and looked around.
 
    
 
   Sure enough, there was a Starbucks there at the front of the store, over to the side.  I really wasn’t cold anymore, and my bottom was still so sore that the thought of sitting down made me wince.  So sitting down to wait for someone was out of the question.  I walked past the little kiosk, licking my lips, and slowly, gingerly, began looking for Mr. Right.
 
    
 
   The definition of Mr. Right changes with each new quest.  If I was looking for the permanent Mr. Right, I’d be looking for someone around my age, a little older, with a huge smile, a sadistic streak a mile long, handsome, articulate, passionate, likes the outdoors, can handle rope (see my grin?), and wants to subject me to permanent, uncomfortable, non-stop, 24/7 sexual slavery.  I would want a guy who would keep me naked, stuffed, and in various stages of sexual torment constantly.  I want a guy who would think it funny to make me orgasm in public.  I would want a guy who liked to show me off, nude, to his friends and make me service them.  I would want a guy who hosted “abuse Breanne” parties.  I would want a guy who would keep me wet.
 
    
 
   But what I wanted right then, standing in that grocery store, in front of a coffee shop, was a single guy, good looking, who would buy me my tazo chai latte, and then take me back to his place for soft gentle lovemaking.
 
    
 
   So I went to the beer aisle.
 
    
 
   Yeah yeah, I know.  On the flip side, at one point, when the aisle was empty, I pushed my duster to the side, flipped up my skirt, and pressed my ass against the glass.  Oh God that felt good.  I did it several times until I realized I was leaving butt prints all over.  The actual pain had faded, which was a good thing, but I still was feeling the heat.  Over the space of twenty minutes a number of men had come into the aisle, but since I still had on my duster, I was only given the normal “check her out” looks, especially since I had the front closed.
 
    
 
   Until he came in.  The moment he walked into the aisle my hands were at the buttons of my coat, pulling the denim front apart.  I had it off in about two seconds.  He slowed just a bit as he passed me, eyes glued to my chest.  It helped that my nipple had of course popped out through one of the many designer holes in my shirt that was meant to be worn with a camisole.  As he passed me I turned and I thought he was going to break his neck.  But then he snapped his eyes away from me and with only a single glance back went to his little section of the cooler.  He grabbed a big case of beer and I was right there in seconds.
 
    
 
   “That’s a lot of beer.  Going to drink it all alone?” I asked politely, holding the glass door open.  
 
    
 
   He blinked, looked at me, and then grinned.  “Well, not all in one night.  This will last me about four or five days.”
 
    
 
   I smiled, one of my million watt please fuck me with a beer bottle smiles.  He grinned back, still eye-fucking me.
 
    
 
   “Why?  You want a beer?”
 
    
 
   Now it was my turn to blink.  “Actually no.  I’d prefer a tazo chai latte from Starbucks.  But if you buy me that, we can go back to your place and I’ll show you how appreciative I can be.” I said, making sure my eyes penetrated his soul.
 
    
 
   “And how appreciative is that?” he asked with a laugh.
 
    
 
   I didn’t mince words.  I stepped up close to him, put my hand right over his cock through his trousers and rubbed.  That surprised him, but when I grabbed his free hand and put it right on my breast he just went with the flow.
 
    
 
   “That appreciative,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   “Let’s get you that tazo chai.”
 
    
 
   I slipped my arm into his and we went up front.  A moment later I was sipping my sweet drink, following him to the cashier.  He paid for his beer and then we headed out into the parking lot.  I let him open the door of his car for me, a blue sedan, and then we were zipping away, ostensibly back up the very same road I had just walked down.  
 
    
 
   Mark didn’t live in the same complex that my questionable dinner mates did, but a little farther down the road in a slightly more upscale set of apartments.  This one had a gate.  We turned in and disappeared into the lushly landscaped buildings and it wasn’t long before Mark parked.  I got out and followed him, both of us chatting about nothing, and then he let me into his apartment.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t amazing, but at least he kept it picked up, probably for when he brought girls back to the place.  There were a few dishes on the counter, but it was clean enough to keep bugs and stuff from showing up.  There wasn’t any art on the walls.  Guys forget stuff like that, and of course there was a huge television set, complete with surround sound theatre.  Boys and their toys, right?  There was a sofa, and an easy chair, but neither of them were used, because as soon as he put his beer in the fridge, he attacked me.
 
    
 
   Oh, not like ATTACKED!  LOL.  He just came up, kissed me, started touching me, lifted my shirt, and then started suckling a nipple.   I moaned, managed to put down my latte, and went with the flow.  I only winced when his hands found my ass and he squeezed.  Evidently he didn’t notice.  Our clothing began to fly.  My duster and shirt went first, and then his, then his jeans, and I pushed him to the sofa to take off his shoes and socks, rubbing the soles of his feet against my breasts.  Then I slid up his body and took off his boxers.  I immediately started sucking on his cock, which was rather nice, especially after being exposed to Paul’s dick earlier.  
 
    
 
   I could tell he was getting excited because he pulled me up off his rod, stood me up, and pulled down my skirt.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck happened to your ass!” he exclaimed, eyes wide in astonishment.
 
    
 
   I twisted around.  Sure enough, the welts were still livid red.  You could even feel the heat.
 
    
 
   I shrugged.  “I’m a bad girl.”
 
    
 
   His eyes flashed with anger and his dick started to soften in my hand.  “Someone did this to you?”
 
    
 
   Oh boy… gotta head this one off, right?  I sighed audibly and nodded.  “At my request.  Sorta.  Mark, I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I get turned on when it hurts.  So don’t worry about my ass.  Worry about making sure I get stuffed, okay?”
 
    
 
   “You mean you like getting whipped like this?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  I could hardly tell him the truth could I?  Besides it’s complicated.  Do I like it?  Wrong question.  Do I cum?  Yes.  At least, usually.  Note to self: never let someone use a tilt wand on your ass again.  Men are simple creatures.  Why confuse them?
 
    
 
   I took his now flaccid cock in my hand and began stroking him, rubbing his balls.  It was sweet, his righteous indignation, but now all my hard work had been undone.  “Trust me, Mark.  Let me make you cum.”  And I started sucking again.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long to get him back to where we were and pretty soon I was riding him.  He had been impressed with my condom application skills, humming in approval as I put it on with just my mouth.  Soon we were rocking on the couch; he was slouched down while I rode him.  I turned him lengthwise eventually and lay down on top of him, our mouths together, his hands on my breasts.
 
    
 
   The rest of the hour or so went rather well.  We made love twice.  He was a good lover and made sure I exploded during our second round, which sort of made the caning that much better.  Finally I made my protestations about leaving and he absolutely INSISTED he drive me to where I was going.  I had him drop me off at my truck, which I’m pretty sure was under the one half mile mark, and I kissed him goodbye and waved as he drove off.  When he was out of sight, I turned back toward the large grocery store in front of me, not the one I had picked up Mark, but the one I had parked in front of in the first place.
 
    
 
   Just two more things to do: a carrot in my ass, and getting my car unlocked.
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   01/19/11 – Part Nine
 
    
 
   By the time I meandered into the grocery store, I was pretty tired.  You have to understand, I had been on the go for over twelve hours.  Twelve hours of walking, sex, and public humiliation.  It can take a lot out of a girl.  I think I was pretty much wilted too.  My feet were cold, I had my duster buttoned all the way up to my chin, and I was just bone weary.  Sure, I can spend twelve hours having sex, but only if most of that is on my back.  And it helps to be tied up too.  But I'd been active all day.  The only good news was that the end was in sight. 
 
    
 
   The grocery store was warm, at least... warmer than outside.  After about fifteen minutes sitting over at the Starbucks counter I finally could move my toes and I slowly got up.  I hadn't really been looking for a target, but I wandered on over to the produce section.  The next goal was rather unique, which is why I suspect Master Brandon of being clever.  This goal was simple.  I needed to have a carrot rammed up my ass and keep it in for at LEAST fifteen minutes.  Not as easy as you would think.  First of all, you can't buy single carrots, you have to buy a whole bag of them.  Even at the upscale grocery store I was currently standing in.  While not terribly expensive, a bunch still wasn't cheap, and even with the added incentive of getting to push one into my bottom I wasn't sure I was going to be able to find someone.
 
    
 
   Despite the late hour, I wasn't the only one in the produce section.  A decent looking guy wearing a green apron was patiently stacking navel oranges.  At first, I didn't even see him.  Oh sure, I SAW him, but it was like he didn't register.  But then, after staring at the carrots for awhile, he asked me if I needed any help.  Automatically I shook my head and replied "just looking".  Like any brain addled adult would do.   But then I realized two things: I had an opportunity here, and that a nympho humiliation pain slut would NEVER reply "just looking".  I unbuttoned my duster.  As expected, my right breast had shifted within the net like material of my shirt and the swollen nipple was poking out perfectly.  I grabbed a bag of carrots, turned around, and headed right for the produce guy.
 
    
 
   At first he didn't see me. I guess stacking navel oranges takes a lot of mental power.  But finally he nodded toward me, automatically asking "how can I help you, Miss....." his voice trailing off as his eyes found my breasts and exposed nub.  I let him remain in TITS impairment for a minute or so, just by breathing deeply, and then held up the bag of carrots.
 
    
 
   "I'm curious.  Would it be better to use organic if I wanted someone to stick a carrot up my ass?"
 
    
 
   Talk about flabbergasted.  He could barely mumble after that little question.  Finally he replied with an "uh... um... I think... probably... wouldn't matter."
 
    
 
   I nodded appreciatively.  "DO you happen to have a spare carrot in the back?" I asked next.  This set him off his game even more deeply.  He stammered something that I took to be negative, his eyes still a little wild.
 
    
 
   I sighed dramatically, looking sad.  "That's too bad. I was going to ask you if you'd mind doing the honors.  Never mind though."  I took another deep breath and started to turn around. 
 
    
 
   "Wait!" he said, putting a hand on my shoulder.  He glanced around the produce department.  "Follow me", he said, and took the bag full of carrots out of my hand.
 
    
 
   I followed, a big ole' smile on my face.  He rolled his navel oranges up to this set of double stainless steel doors and I followed him through into the produce department.  I wasn't really prepared for what was back there.  First of all, there were bins of non refridgerables.  Onions, potatoes, tomatoes, avocadoes, and more.  There was also a huge walk-in cooler, which I could recognize thanks to the sign that said "refrigerator. keep door closed" on the front.  The cart full of navel oranges was pushed to the side and then the produce guy was opening the bag of carrots.  He stepped over to a small sink with a hand sprayer and he actually WASHED the carrot next.  Then he looked back over at me.  He suddenly spun, grabbed a nearby stool, and dragged it into an out of the way and rather darkened corner.  I gave him one of my million watt smiles, then shucked out of my duster.  This I draped over the stool.  Then I grabbed my skirt, pulled it up around my waist, and bared my ass.
 
    
 
   "Would you mind sticking the carrot in my pussy a few times first?  Just to get it nice and lubricated?" I asked politely, even as I started bending over the stool.  Again, his eyes almost popped out of his head, but he nodded with a nervous grin.  I felt him move up behind me.
 
    
 
   "There's something in there!" he exclaimed.  I laughed.
 
    
 
   "Those are just my ben wa balls.  They keep me wet.  Just pull them out.  I'll hold them." I replied.  I felt his fingers graze my thighs and then I was moaning as the two latex covered spheres were tugged out of my pussy.  I reached back for them and he put them in my hand.  He tried to hand me the string, but I just grabbed the balls, not caring they were still covered in my juices. 
 
    
 
   "This might be a little cold."
 
    
 
   Might be?  Geeze, it felt like ice!  He pressed the narrow tip to my pussy and began slipping it in.  I was disappointed.  It was too narrow and needed to be much more blunt.  On the flip side, as more went into me he began to stir, wiggling it around, pushing in and out and I was having the typical reaction.  I moaned, arched my back, thrust backward.  It felt... good actually.  This went on for a full minute or so before he finally tugged the root out of my pussy.  Then I felt that little tip press against my bottom.  I whimpered slightly, wishing it was back in my pussy. I relaxed, opening myself up even as he began pushing the carrot in.  I couldn't help tightening involuntarily as the first inch slid into my ass.  It wasn't wide or anything.  I groaned, moaning "deeper" even as he applied steady pressure.  "Stick as much of it in as you can," I whispered.
 
    
 
   I've had lots of different sex toys up my rear, but I'm going to say that if you have to have something shoved up your bottom, a carrot is about as awesome as you can get.  It's narrow at the tip, only widens steadily out to the size of a cock, and seems to tickle your insides.  I MUCH prefer it over the standard butt plugs and dildos that I frequently have up in there.  Once I had about seven inches of carrot up inside me, I felt that I had reached my limit, and I straightened up.  The produce guy was still enraptured, even as I turned around, my skirt still up around my waist.  I reached out to him, pulling him closer.
 
    
 
   "Carrot isn't enough. I want your cock in my pussy," I growled.  I did too.  That initial vegetable fuck had gotten my juices flowing and I wanted fulfillment.  His fingers struggled with his apron and finally he just shoved it aside.  Then he was unbuttoning his pants and I helped, unzipping.  A quick dip into my bag snagged me a condom.  Then his cock was out and I had it in my hands, tugging and pulling and stroking it while he moved up between my legs.  I leaned back against the stool and helped position his shaft.   Then he sank in deeply.
 
    
 
   The carrot fell out at about the fifteenth stroke, but neither of us cared.  At that point it was all about fucking.  We pumped, grinding out hips together and his hands came up as I pulled my shirt to my chin.  I gasped out loud and then his face had that expression, the one of rapture and he exploded, long before I was even close.  He groaned and slumped against me as I held him tight.  Finally he blinked, pulled away and looked at my red, swollen, very wet pussy.
 
    
 
   "You didn't cum" he said.  I shook my head. 
 
    
 
   "And the carrot fell out, too." I replied. 
 
    
 
   He pulled up his pants and buckled the belt back in place.  I just stood there, thighs splayed, leaning backward over the stool.  He stooped down between my legs and for a moment I thought he was going to eat me out.  But instead he snatched up the carrot.  This went back to the sink and he quickly washed it off.  Then he came back.
 
    
 
   "Do you still want it in?" 
 
    
 
   I nodded.  "Yes please."  Then I turned around and presented my bottom for the second time.  He thrust it in my pussy first, and I couldn't help whimpering, pushing back.
 
    
 
   "You like it in your pussy?" he asked. 
 
    
 
   "Yes... but it has to go in my ass." I said, my fingers holding tightly to the stool even as waves of pleasure exploded up through me.  No orgasm, just... really nice waves.
 
    
 
   "But you still want something in your pussy..." he whispered.  I nodded again.
 
    
 
   Then the carrot was being shoved into my ass.  And not gently either.  It went in quick and I gasped and shook as the penetration happened fast and hard.  I couldn't help squeezing and the carrot started to shoot out of my butt.  The produce guy caught it and shoved it back in.  It didn't want to stay.  Then he withdrew about two inches of the orange root, pulled a box knife out of his apron pocket, and carved notches in the thick end of the carrot.  I found out later.  But with his modification in place, he shoved again, until my sphincter locked around the notches and my very own muscles kept the damn thing embedded.   He patted my ass and said out loud "now for your pussy".
 
    
 
   He walked away for a moment and I just stayed there, no doubt looking ridiculous with two inches of carrot end sticking out of my butt.  He returned a moment later and was feverishly working on something organic looking.  I didn't realize what it was he had in his hand until he slid the ginger root finger into my pussy.  Have you ever been figged?  It's a simple process. You take a ginger root, peel it so that the juices are right at the surface, and then you stick it up something that is sensitive.  Depending on how fresh the root is, and how big, and where it was grown, you can experience anything from a mild heat to a burning sting. 
 
    
 
   This was very fresh ginger root, and quite potent. I've been figged a few times before and one was like being fucked with a flaming torch and the other was this mild, rather refreshing screw that was a lot like using toothpaste as a dildo lubricant.  There was this tingle.  That Saturday evening, the figging I received was on the "fucking a torch" end of things.  I cried out as the white peeled root went in and out and the produce guy really gave me a fucking with it too.  It wasn't just a simple in and out.  He RAMMED it in.  He SHOVED it in.  He ROLLED it around inside me.  It was everything I could do not to scream.  The burning spread through my loins and just intensified everything.  The ginger root itself made a serviceable dildo, but when you add the stinging, it was like fucking a decent sized dildo, in someone else's hands, while having it lubed with Stinging O cream.  It was incredible.  The produce guy was obviously just as worked up, because when he saw how powerful my reactions were to the ginger root, he pulled it out, peeled more, and rammed the finger back in.  
 
    
 
   I exploded when on the third peeling, he rubbed the ginger over and across my already burning clit.  It was just too much and I grabbed him, shuddered, let out a bit of a cry, and came.  Hard.  We stayed like that for a while, mostly to give me time to come down.  He went to remove the ginger root, but I stopped him.  It wasn't really burning anyway, not any more at least.  "Leave it in, please?" I begged.  He nodded.
 
    
 
   I was stuffed. There was a carrot in my ass and a ginger root finger in my pussy.  I felt phenomenal.  I felt satisfied.  I felt full.  And warm. 
 
    
 
   We both got back into our clothes, though I continued to remain stuffed.  I cleaned off the ben wa balls and shoved them into my bag.  I wasn't sure when I would need them again, but at that moment, the ginger root was what I wanted.  There was still just a tiny bit of residual sting, though the produce guy said all I needed to do was pull it out, wash it off, and peel it just a little bit more.  WE kissed.  I thanked him.  Then I headed out to my truck.
 
    
 
   Walking was a bit of a chore though, mostly because I was still stuffed with salad fixings.  The burning in my pussy had faded into a tiny tingle, even with the ginger root still firmly embedded between the petals of my sex.  The carrot was also not coming out thanks to the indentations carved by the produce guy.  It actually felt odd.  There was a LOT of carrot in me.  I felt as if every eye was on me, as if everyone would notice that there was a girl walking funny, as if she were stuffed to the gills.  Add the high heels, the open duster, my designer shirt full of holes, one (maybe both) nipples poking out, the short black skirt, and I was nothing but a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   That’s my reality, isn’t it?
 
    
 
   I got to my truck and checked it out.  First of all, it was still there.  Everything seemed in place, but now it was way out in the boonies of the parking lot and no one was parked around it.  The temperature had dropped below fifty and I was freezing my ass off, figuratively speaking.  I buttoned up my duster and tried to stay warm as I looked around for a knight in shining armor.  Hmmm… no white horses.  No lances.  No knights.  I tried to look like I was in peril, but finally gave up as no one approached me.  I headed back toward the grocery store since almost all of the strip shops nearby were closed.  It was after nine pm.  
 
    
 
   Sure. I could have called Becca, who would have come racing out to unlock my truck.  Or I could have called a locksmith myself, but that would have defeated the purpose, right?  Master Brandon had made it clear that I wasn’t allowed to purchase anything with money.  
 
    
 
   Time ticked by and I didn’t see anyone that looked approachable.  At one point the manager of the grocery store stopped to see if I needed assistance.  I must have looked pretty miserable standing out on the front stoop.  I turned, gave him a wan smile, and explained that I had lost my truck keys and that while I had a spare set in the truck, I couldn’t get in.  He offered to call a locksmith for me.  In desperation, I agreed.  While I was waiting, since it had been thirty or so minutes, I moved into a darkened corner, extracted the carrot, and tossed it in the trash.  I kept the ginger root in.  I had to have SOMETHING stuffed in my pussy, and it didn’t really matter if it was pussy juice soaked ginger root or ben wa balls, or even a nasal aspirator.  
 
    
 
   About twenty minutes later a locksmith van pulled up.  I took a deep breath, and went out to talk to him.
 
    
 
   “Hi.  You’ve got the locked truck?” he asked.  He was about forty, brown grayish hair, good looking, mustache, and glasses.  He sort of looked like a walrus.  His blue shirt had a patch on the left breast that declared his name to be Tony.  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m Breanne.” I stated.  “But I need to talk to you about something first.”  I had unbuttoned my duster as his van had pulled up, but now I made sure that it was open down the front.  I know he saw the exposed nipples because his eyes were no longer focused on my face.
 
    
 
   “I’m a little short on funds and can’t pay you with money.  But I’d be happy to screw your brains out in exchange for you unlocking my truck.” 
 
    
 
   “That’s pretty desperate,” he said, tearing his eyes away from my shirt and looking me in the face.  
 
    
 
   I smiled softly.  “There’s lots of kinds of desperate,” I whispered.  “Sure, I want into my truck, but there are other locks to open too.” 
 
    
 
   “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I grinned, nodding.  I held up my wrists.  “You can chain and lock me up too, if you want.”
 
    
 
   He chuckled at that.  “Where’s your truck?” 
 
    
 
   I pointed out into the lot.  “Ford F-150, over there.”
 
    
 
   “What year?” 
 
    
 
   “96’” I replied.
 
    
 
   He whistled.  “Okay, that will be a cinch.  Hop in.”
 
    
 
   I went around to the passenger side of his van and quickly climbed in.  The van was neat, but cluttered at the same time.  It smelled of metal, lots of metal, and a quick glance into the back told me that we wouldn’t be screwing in there.  Most likely.  It looked like a metal shop.  He drove down to my truck and pulled up next to it.  A quick rummage between the seats produced a slim jim and he hopped out.  I started to get out of my seat, but before I even managed to come around the front of the van, there was a loud pop and my truck’s door was open.
 
    
 
   Well.  Damn.  
 
    
 
   “Where are the keys?” Tony asked.  
 
    
 
   “My spares are in the glove box,” I replied, moving closer.  He leaned into the cab and opened the small compartment on the dashboard, extracting my key ring.
 
    
 
   “These are spares?” he asked as he handed them to me.  I just smiled.
 
    
 
   He laughed, shook his head, and then walked back over to his van.  The slim jim went back between the seats and he turned back toward me.
 
    
 
   “Well miss, I hope you have a great evening and next time you get locked out, I hope you’ll call us.  But this is the only freebee you get.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “Freebee?  But I offered…”
 
    
 
   He cut me off.  “I’m not about to take advantage of a pretty girl that way.  You just wanted to get into your truck.  I understand that.”
 
    
 
   I protested.  “No wait, you don’t understand,” I stammered.
 
    
 
   He began to climb into his van.  I rushed up to the door before he could close it.
 
    
 
   “Please.  Wait.  I WANT to fuck you.  I NEED to be fucked.  It’s not about the keys.  I locked them in there myself so I could get rescued and taken advantage of!”  It all came out in a gush, a flood of words that barely made sense, even to me.
 
    
 
   He looked at me with a blank expression.  
 
    
 
   “Please?   At least let me give you a blow job?” I asked plaintively.  
 
    
 
   You know, in hindsight, this was stupid.  I mean, seriously, how many guys turn this kind of shit down?  I know I’ve been turned down before, but geeze, what did I have to do, rape him?
 
    
 
   “Good night, miss,” he said, and started his van.  I backed off, a mixture of fury and sexual frustration flooding through me.  
 
    
 
   I shouted, “I wanna fuck you!” and yanked my shirt up, exposing both breasts.  He still drove off.
 
    
 
   Bastard.  Fucking white knights.  Can’t even trust them to screw the damsel in distress after she’s been rescued!  
 
    
 
   I climbed into my truck and started the heater.  Warmth washed over me, the tips of my breasts tingling.  It took my toes a bit longer to heat up, but they finally thawed and I took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   And was rewarded with a cough.  I sniffled.  I closed my duster, buttoning it up, knowing I needed to stay warm.  I called Becca, told her I was done, safe in my truck, and heading for home.
 
    
 
   Yes. I caught a cold.  It was really bad too.  Chills and fever alternating and I felt awful.  In fact, I felt so bad that I never showed up at Margaret’s place that next Saturday.  I’m still debating whether I should just show up one evening, explain things and apologize, or whether just to not go back.  I feel bad, but I didn’t have her phone number and I never left my card or anything.  She doesn’t know I was sick.
 
    
 
   And then of course after being sick, my time of the month started, which presented its own problems.
 
    
 
   But I’m back in gear.  Healthy again.  Stuffed again, with all sorts of plans for the future.  Right now the big thing coming up is Kari’s Super Bowl Party.  I agreed to help “host” her party, a private shindig for a couple of her clients.  I don’t know the details, only that I don’t need to worry about attire and that I should come prepared for anything.   I wonder if I’ll be the serving tray, or whether I’ll be delivering beer and chips.  Who knows with Kari, right?  Then after the Super Bowl Party I’ll be doing Mistress Ellen’s assignment.  Then Kari’s Riding The Horse.  Then I turn myself over to Mistress Sara.  Busy couple of weeks.
 
    
 
   My best to everyone!
 
   
Love,
 
    
 
   Breanne
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: jumpingjacks]Jumping Jacks
 
    
 
   01/30/11
 
    
 
   My shorts were down around my ankles, my panties just under my knees.  The Husky dildo filled me up and even walking was a sexual turn on after over a week and a half of no orgasm.  The clothespin on my clit was driving me crazy, crushed downward and into my slit by the panties, only to pop back out the moment the restricting cloth was pulled downward.
 
    
 
   I flicked it, twice, just as I had every twenty minutes since he had told me to start.  It was like little electric impulses, jolting my libido like those electrical paddles jumpstart a heart.  The third or fourth time I couldn’t stop at two.  I flicked the peg, then flicked it again, and again, my entire body jerking slightly.  Five, ten, twenty?  I have no idea, but I kept going until finally I had the Husky in one hand, shoving it in and out while I twisted the clothespin around.
 
    
 
   I got back online.  “Um… what was the punishment for cumming, again?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “You didn’t…” he queried.
 
    
 
   “Um… it got away from me.”
 
    
 
   I grabbed the binder clamps and the one pound weights and headed out to the barn. It was a beautiful day, a full seventy degrees, the scents of hay in the wind.  I stripped naked, shucking out of my tee shirt, bra, denim shorts, and then panties.  Barefoot, I moved to the center of the barn, but the Husky wouldn’t stay in.  Finally I pulled it out, leaving only the clothespin still attached to my clit.
 
    
 
   I put on the binder clamps, crushing my nipples.  Oh god they hurt.  Then I weighted them down.  Even motionless, the weights are too much for the binder clamps and tend to tug them off my breasts.  I spread my arms and legs and jumped.
 
    
 
   My first jumping jack resulted in exactly what I expected.  The motion jerked the weights around, tugging painfully on my nipples.  It also slung them forward, pulling on the two binder clamps.  Despite the tightness crushing my nubs, they fell from my body, sending two painful jolts through my breasts.  I put my hands to my breasts, feeling the pain of the release. Then I bent down, picked up the binder clamps and weights, and reattached them to my tits.
 
    
 
   One jumping jack down.  Forty nine to go.  
 
    
 
   By the time I was done it felt as if my nipples had been nailed to a board.  Even now, they’re sore and tender in ways I can’t even describe.  At thirty eight I was actually crying, it hurt so much.
 
    
 
   When I was done, I got dressed, making sure to plug myself with the Husky Dildo again.  It slipped in easily.  My panties kept it in place.  The clothespin on my clit dug into my pussy, the cotton bikini briefs pushing it down.  I finished dressing, went inside, and got two ice packs from the freezer.  I went up to my room, put the ice packs in my bra and sighed in relief.
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes later my shorts were down around my ankles.  My panties just under my knees.  The Husky dildo kept me full.  The clothespin on my clit was driving me crazy, crushed downward and into my slit by the panties, only to pop back out the moment the restricting cloth was pulled downward.  I flicked the clothespin twice, feeling the surge of wetness, the need of orgasm.  My fingers went down to flick it again, and again, but I stopped.
 
    
 
   If I came again, it would mean another fifty jumping jacks.  My breasts couldn’t take that.  I pulled my shorts up.
 
    
 
   Maybe tomorrow.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

Plo[bookmark: plowingandbeingplowed]wing and Being Plowed
 
   02/03/11
 
   Yesterday I waddled around to the back of the tractor and hooked up the tiller. I say waddled, because that's a pretty fair assessment of the way I was moving. It's tough to walk gracefully when you've got a twelve inch rubber dildo up inside you, being held in by nothing more than blue jeans and the grace of God. To be honest, it was the base. It's wide, almost a full four inches and you just can't get a smooth step with that between your thighs.

With the tiller attached, I returned to the tractor cab and climbed up. This too was a challenge. There are ways the human body is meant to bend while climbing, and having a foot long rod embedded inside you isn't good for that type of exertion. But once in my seat I was comfortable enough. I pulled apart the flaps of my duster, unbuttoned my shirt, and exposed both breasts. I wasn't wearing a bra, mostly because I knew it would be in the way. Instead I fished the Japanese Clover Clamps out of my duster pocket and brought them up to my nipples.

The bite was delicious and I would say that it immediately turned me on, except I was already turned on, and dangerously close to an orgasm. The pinching of my nipples only intensified it. I didn't clamp them tightly, only enough to stay on. I sat there, willing myself not to cum, until I could grab the next item needed: my 1 pound weight. This got hooked on the chain connecting the two clover clamps and let me tell you, they tightened all by themselves. With my nipples throbbing, my pussy convulsing, and a heavy steel ball and machine screw tapping my stomach like some sort of demented sex necklace, I cranked the engine.

Immediately the vibrations traveled from the powerful tractor's heart, up through the chassis, right into the seat, and up along the twelve inch Core Driller. This changed the dildo into a vibrator. I made sure the tiller was lifted and headed out toward my target acres: about two hundred on the north side of the farm. We had endured some pretty heavy rain two days before and they were perfect for turning.

I tried of course. To not cum. Master Barrett has this crazy idea that I've been deliberately bad in order to get punished. So now I'm only going to get punished if I COMPLETE the assignment. How lame is that? Especially when he keeps making these assignments that are practically impossible to complete? I mean seriously, I had clamps on my nipples with a ONE POUND WEIGHT, along with a 12 INCH DILDO rammed up inside me, while riding a massively vibrating 175 horse power Tractor, along bumpy terrain. Well what the hell did he think was going to happen?

I think I should get the reward anyway. I only came twice, which I think is pretty damn impressive. How did I do it? Well, I stopped the tractor a few times. Just sat there, got off it, mediated, took deep breaths, thought about the upcoming assignment from Mistress Ellen. All of those things contributed. But I still ended up cumming, twice, when the orgasms snuck up on me when I was finishing. There I was, sitting calmly, trying to ignore the pulsing pain/pleasure in my nipples while slipping up and down slightly on a vibrating monstrosity between my legs, that seemed to be directly connected to the attachment shaft. I couldn't help it. My pussy had been constantly squeezing the Core Driller, a non-stop muscular reaction from my sex that had started practically from the first moment.

I think it was another one of those rough spots that started it. I was handling things okay and then the tractor dipped down and came up through a little dip. I bounced through it. The weight swung wildly between my breasts and I could feel the clover clamps tightening for the umpteenth time. My pussy followed suit and the next thing I knew I was stopping the tractor as the orgasm overwhelmed me. I didn't even get a warning, you know... like "Hey... I'm about to cum. Better stop..." Nada. Nothing. Zip. Zero.

Same thing happened later. Gripping the steering wheel, parts of me throbbing, and then WHAM. Sudden orgasm.

Today I'm not plowing. Got some other things to do. And I'm not wearing the Core Driller. Instead I've stuffed myself with vibroballs. They're on low of course, and will be all day unless I'm with the family. Plus I lubricated them with some Stinging O, a simple oil I use designed to emulate the icy hot feel of muscle cream, but without the medically damaging side effects. Let me tell you, it was tough lying there in my bed this morning, legs spread, the vibroballs covered in thick syrup, my pussy still wide open (I slept with the Core Driller in). Slowly I pushed the vibroballs in, smearing Stinging O all over my labia and inside me, starting a fire. Then I turned on the vibroballs, tucked the remote in my pocket, and went out to deal with the critters.

I haven't cum yet. But I'm close. So close. And worse? In another thirty minutes I have to remove the vibroballs, clean them off, and apply another coat of Stinging O. Every two hours. Between you and me.... I'm not sure I'll be able to keep from cumming today either.

Talk to ya later...
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: superbowlparty]Super Bowl Party
 
    
 
   Sunday afternoon, right around four pm, I pulled up into the business park.  It’s a rather upstanding sort of spot, just south of Downtown in the Rice Village area.  The building itself is an architectural oddity.  Lots of dark wood, horizontal beams, heavy tinted glass, and it’s surrounded by a lush tropical jungle of banana plants, palm trees, and about a dozen other plants I can’t identify off hand.  It exudes “richness”, making you feel self-conscious about your dress, your hair, and whether there is sufficient cash in your bank account to actually even hire any of the businesses inside.  There are two lawyers, a CPA, a marketing firm, a couple of other high scale businesses, and of course, one of the most successful interior decorating firms in Houston.
 
    
 
   That interior decorating firm is Kari’s of course, and I felt decidedly out of place as I opened the foyer door to the building.  I was in jeans, tee shirt, and sneakers, and looked like a normal girl for a change.  No slutty look.  No half exposed body.  Even my tee shirt was normal, not even one declaring “I’m a Fuck Toy! Wanna Play?”  I wasn’t even stuffed with a sex toy!  I had brought my bag though.  Kari had asked I bring the stripper shoes Master Barrett had forced me to buy several months ago, so they were dangling over my shoulder.  I walked through the large interior courtyard, passing offices on both sides, still impressed by the inside garden, skylights, stone floors, and even the “dry” creek bed running through the garden.  I crossed the little bridge and went up the stairs toward Kari’s office.
 
    
 
   Kari’s suite was actually pretty large.  It had her office of course, a corner affair that was almost nothing but windows.  There were two other smaller offices, one of which was her “design” room.  Kari is OCD, which stands for obsessive compulsive disorder, and entropy is her main enemy in life.  Everything has its place, even her design room.  There are binders of fabric samples.  An art pallet the size of one of my hay bales sits on one shelf.  She’s got one of those slanted desks with blank paper on it, coming from a side mounted roll.  The stool is padded and comfortable and even THIS room looks “designed”.  
 
    
 
   She also has a small kitchenette, which I should really call a kitchen, since it has an oven, microwave, sink, refrigerator, and dishwasher.  Hell, I could LIVE in this suite.  There are TWO bathrooms, neither of which are marked for gender, but both are immaculate and have obviously been decorated by Kari as well.  Then there is the conference room, which last time I had seen it, held a massive twelve person oak table, a matching number of chairs, a side table complete with espresso and coffee machines, and all the fixin’s.
 
    
 
   The glass door to her office was unlocked and I walked in with a “halloo”.  The small “waiting” room is more of a niche, and you can actually look down the hall straight into Kari’s office.   I saw her lean over to look through her office door from behind her desk.  Her phone was to her ear and she was chatting amiably with whoever was on the other line.  She waved me in with a smile and bright twinkling eyes.
 
    
 
   “Yes. I want the first set delivered around five pm and the second set at seven.  Yes.  Thank you ever so much, Carlos.  Absolutely.  Thank you!”  she said, then ended the call.
 
    
 
   “Breanne!”  Kari was suddenly up and coming over to me with a hug.  I grinned and hugged her back.  She was wearing the vanilla perfume and I took a deep breath.  Kari loves vanilla.  She even coats her lips with a gloss that TASTES like vanilla.  When I was younger I used to love kissing those lips. I still do in fact.  I just don’t do it very often any more.
 
    
 
   “Hi Kari,” I said.  “Here I am.”
 
    
 
   She grinned.  “Here you are.  Thanks for being willing to help.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged.  “I sort of owe you.”
 
    
 
   “Yes you do, and trust me, you will pay off that debt tonight.”
 
    
 
   I expected as much.  Why else would I be bringing my stripper shoes?  Why else would she have told me not to worry about what I would be wearing?
 
    
 
   “So I suppose you want me to get changed?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Kari shook her head.  “Not yet.  You’ll have help tonight, so we’ll wait until Holly is here.
 
    
 
   “Holly?” I asked, not recognizing the name.  Kari shrugged.
 
    
 
   “The other girl I hired. Don’t worry, she’s not in your class.”
 
    
 
   I smiled, but a little nervously.  “So what do you want me to do?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t you see if Robert needs any help?  He’s in the conference room working on the tech stuff.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Robert was there?  I hadn’t been expecting that.
 
    
 
   For those of you that don’t know, Robert is Kari’s submissive Boy Toy.  He’s twenty nine, a sandy haired blonde brown hunk who is a day trader in stocks, an iron pumping, jogging, racquetball playing freak, who when he gets home, strips naked and submits to every whim Kari has.  We have a lot in common.  Both of us have been sex slaves to the same woman.  At the end of our sophomore year in college, both Kari and I realized that while we were bi-sexual, both of us “preferred” guys.  We ended our D/s relationship and went our separate ways while maintaining our friendship. I found a new roomie and Kari kept the apartment for herself.  Her dad was paying the rent anyway.  To replace me, Kari hunted boy toys.  She’d go looking for the physically perfect specimen, lure him back to her place, screw his brains out while applying increasingly draconian requirements on him.  Very few of them lasted a month.  There were even a few who didn’t last a weekend.  Kari’s idea of sexual fun is to torment the living hell out of her boy toys.  And she doesn’t really do denial.  It’s more about over dose.  With Kari, everything is at one hundred and twenty percent.  
 
    
 
   But Robert has made it past a year and a half now, almost to two, which makes him the longest lasting boy toy I’ve ever know to stay with Kari.  I’m actually really impressed.  He is polite, mild mannered, clean, neat, handsome, the perfect guy to bring home to mom and introduce as a fiancé.  Except he belongs to Kari. He’s devoted to her; devoted enough to be willing to endure her OCD, her anger, her wit, her vitality, her whims, her maniacal trend toward neatness, not to mention pain, denial, and sensory overload when she sexually tortures him.  I know what it’s like to live with her.  It can be absolute hell.  Putting your glass on the coffee table without a coaster is enough to get you bent over the end of the sofa with a spiked dildo in your pussy while enduring fifty swats with a wooden paddle.
 
    
 
   Is it any wonder I’m so fucked up?
 
    
 
   “Robert’s here?” I asked in surprise.  Kari nodded then smiled warmly.
 
    
 
   “It’s a reward.  Be nice to him.”
 
    
 
   I blinked again.  Shock.  Be nice to him?  Huh?  Where did the real Kari go?
 
    
 
   “Okay!” I said brightly, recovering.  Then I turned and headed down the hallway.
 
    
 
   I passed the design room and the second office, both of which were closed up so I couldn’t see into them.  The kitchen was dark and I passed it.  Then I made it to the conference room.
 
    
 
   Holy shit!
 
    
 
   First of all, the table was gone.  And so were the chairs!  How they had gotten that massive table out of there was beyond me.  But it was gone.  Also gone were all but three of the chairs that went with it.  But the room was not empty.  Sitting in a half circle where the table used to be, was five black leather easy chairs, each looking so comfortable, and so wide, that if they were airplane seats you wouldn’t be flying first class, you’d be flying by yourself.  In a Lear Jet.  Each chair had a small table to the right, though the far left chair ALSO had a table to the left.  There was enough space between the chairs and their matching tables in order for someone slim enough to step through.  Heavy coasters already sat on each table – Kari’s influence no doubt.  
 
    
 
   In front of the chairs was the largest television set I’ve ever seen.  It was massive. Don’t ask me how big it was.  I have no idea.  But it was huge.  It was like movie screen big.  And bright.  And detailed.  The television was on, but the sound was muted, which was good, because there was a pretty impressive set of speakers, including one of those big box bass speakers too.  Lastly, kneeling in front of the system, fiddling with one of the equalizer things, was Robert.
 
    
 
   “Hey Robert,” I said warmly when I saw him.  He turned and looked up.  Then he smiled.  
 
    
 
   “Hi Breanne!” he said, standing up and coming over to me.  We embraced and he lifted my chin and kissed me.  With tongue. I melted against him.
 
    
 
   Don’t get me wrong.  We’re not in love, though I admit that he’s HALF of what I’m looking for.  I’ve made love to this man. I’ve been tortured by him. I’ve sucked on him.  I’ve helped Kari milk him, torturing him to the point where his cock was nothing more than red swollen raw meat incapable of even tolerating being inside me.  I’ve seen this man bound, his cock stuffed in leather bindings, tied up between his legs.  I’ve seen this man follow Kari’s orders to put me on the wooden horse, leaving me in agony for hours, only to have him fuck my tender parts later at her command.  I’ve seen him risk hours of punishment or even banishment to give me just a few moments relief, outside of orders.  I’d do practically anything for Robert.  Our bond is just that, one of mutual, shared bondage.  We both are frequently at the whim of our Mistress Kari.
 
    
 
   To be honest, it was a little weird seeing him with clothes on.  Of course, I have before.  We’ve all gone out and about too.  But normally when I see Robert he is buck naked.  Unlike me, he handles his nudity very well.  Of course, I’m a plain jane.  Too thin, farmer’s tan, more freckles than is good for me, and a round face.  The only good parts about me are my blue eyes (which granted don’t go with the dyed red hair), and my lips, which I think are full and sexy and look particularly good when wrapped around something thick I’m sucking.
 
    
 
   Robert broke the kiss and our eyes met.  
 
    
 
   “So you get a day off?”  He grinned in response.
 
    
 
   “Think we’ll get a chance too…” I started to ask and he nodded.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely, Breanne.  That’s one of the benefits of today.”
 
    
 
   I felt a warmth rush through me.  The thought of being able to make love to Robert again just made everything better.
 
    
 
   “Kari said to see if you needed help,” I suddenly said.  He shrugged.
 
    
 
   “Not much left to do.  The screen and sound system are set up.  Pre-game stuff is already on,” he said, motioning to the television.  “But you can help me get the beer cooler stocked.  He pointed to the side table where the espresso and coffee machines had been joined by what one would consider a half sized refrigerator.  
 
    
 
   “Okay!” I replied.  Together we went to the kitchenette, and started transferring samples of about ten different popular beers to the little beer cooler in the conference room.  I was tempted at one point to strip naked so that Robert would have something to watch as we walked back and forth, but decided not to.  Why incur the wrath of Kari just for a little bit of fun, right?  We also set out several bottles of wine.  Robert said that the vino was expensive, but since I can barely tell wine from grape juice, I took his word at it.  I don’t understand why people would pay seventy dollars a bottle for wine.  Is it really THAT good? Can you tell I’m not a wine drinker?  
 
    
 
   It was around four twenty when Kari called to me from the hallway.  I left Robert to his tasks and stepped out of the conference room to go to Kari.  I found her standing at the open door of the second office.  She motioned me forward and I stepped into the spare office past her.
 
    
 
   Which is when I got to meet Holly.  Holly was a blond girl, thin, pretty with a slightly upturned nose which made her more cute than elegant.  Her makeup was a little overdone and she was wearing a mini skirt and halter top that went with the rich décor about as well as my blue jeans and tee shirt.  We were roughly the same size, right down to height and weight though.  We looked at each other with appraising glances.  I’m pretty sure we distilled our judgments down to the basics. My brain cataloged her as high priced hooker.  Excuse me.  ESCORT.  I’m sure she had me pegged as well: unsophisticated farm girl, picking cow pies from between her toes.  The look of disdain was evident on her face.
 
    
 
   It didn’t matter much actually in the scheme of things.  Our duties kept us busy and mostly out of the other’s way.  Except for half time of course, but I don’t want to get ahead of myself.
 
    
 
   Kari had two different colored bags on the table and ignored Holly and mine evident dislike for each other. Kari produced a coin, told Holly that since she was the “visitor” she would get to flip to decide which team she wanted to represent. A horrible feeling spread through me.  Kari tossed the quarter and Holly won the coin toss.  Kari asked Holly if she wanted to represent the Pittsburg Steelers, or the Green Bay Packers.
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit I’m not a football person.  Oh sure, I’ll WATCH it if it’s on. I even have a basic understanding of the rules (but only basic. I had to ask what was going on during the game when instead of going for a field goal after a touchdown, the Steelers went for Two Points. I still don’t know what that’s called.)  Of course as a Houston native, my team is the Houston Texans.  They suck though.  As a Texan, my next favorite team is the Dallas Cowboys.  If the Texans can’t kick ass, at least another Texas team should, right?  Yeah, well they sucked this year too. The last team I care about is the Green Bay Packers.  It’s for a stupid reason too.  My mom is from Wisconsin and she LOVES the Packers.  Our house is frequently filled with shouts as my mom and dad yell at the television during Packers, Cowboys, and Texans games.  It gets distracting too.  But for this Super Bowl, I was rooting for the Packers.  I knew my parents would be too, yelling at our television set if anyone did anything stupid.
 
    
 
   I keep reminding my dad “They can’t hear you!”
 
    
 
   So when Holly declared she wanted to represent the Green Bay Packers, my heart fell and I let out an explosive breath of dissatisfaction.  Kari handed the green bag to Holly and the black bag to me.  I opened it up and found it contained some sort of outfit. I pulled it out and tried to hide my shock.  Cheerleaders.  Kari wanted us dressed as cheerleaders.
 
    
 
   I held up the top.  It was nothing more than an off the shoulder black and red bra.  Sure, it was DESIGNED to be a top, meant to be a top, but it wasn’t more than a sports bra.  It was cut so that most of my breasts would be exposed and as for support, well I wouldn’t want to be doing jumping jacks in it.  My tits would be flopping around all over the place, falling out in seconds.
 
    
 
   The skirt wasn’t much better.  In fact, it was worse.  It was super short, had no “shorts” underneath, and was clearly designed to NOT  cover my butt, much less my pussy.  It wasn’t any longer than six or seven inches and had to be worn very very low, under my hips low.  It was flared which was good, but it provided even less coverage than the skort Kari had given me so long ago.  After I put it on I discovered that I literally had less than half an inch covering my pussy.  Our guests discovered this almost immediately after sitting down too.  But I don’t want to get ahead of myself.
 
    
 
   “I want both of you to change, and then there are some temporary tattoos for both of you.  This would have been so much easier if the Dallas Cowboys were playing.  They at least have cheerleaders and I would have been able to find real costumes” Kari said.  I fished in the bag and found a three inch wide helmet tattoo sporting the Steelers’ multi-diamond logo.  
 
    
 
   “Once you both are dressed, meet me in the conference room and I’ll explain your duties.  The tattoos need to go above your right breasts.”  Kari turned toward me.  “Breanne, more makeup.”  Holly grinned and narrowed her eyes while looking at me.  Then Kari turned to Holly.  “Holly.  Less makeup.”  I grinned.
 
    
 
   Kari left us and without chatting, Holly and I stripped.
 
    
 
   Holly’s body was really pretty.  Her ass had two little dimples where it met her back and her shaved slit was all camel toe.  Her labia were hidden.  Her nipples were perfect big pink circles, the size of milk jug caps and it was only due to my personal distaste of my working companion that I didn’t offer to suck on them for her.  Holly worked on applying her tattoo.
 
    
 
   I grabbed the makeup kit Kari left on the table and immediately added eye liner and eye shadow to my plain countenance.  A little blush on the cheeks, a little mascara, and I looked just as “hookerish” as Holly.  When I turned away from the little mirror in the kit, I saw that Holly was dressed.  Her yellow and green outfit was cut the same way mine was.  Her breasts were practically falling out of the top.  I could actually see the puffed petals of her sex peeking out from beneath the yellow trim of the green skirt.  Or should I say ribbon?  Sigh…
 
    
 
   I moved away from the makeup kit and started dressing.  My outfit wasn’t any better fitting.  I couldn’t tell how much of my pussy was exposed, but I’m sure enough was.  I KNOW half my ass was hanging out.  So was Holly’s whose bottom was almost completely exposed as she bent over the table, face close to the mirror while she thinned out the gunk on her face.  I took a step back.  I could CLEARLY see her pussy between the backs of her thighs. Oh my…
 
    
 
   Lastly I applied the Steelers tattoo to the slope of my right breast.  In short order Holly and I were both done. I opened my bag and put on my stripper shoes, elevating me an additional eight inches higher.  Holly followed suit and put on HER stripper shoes and she gave me a new look.
 
    
 
   “Not bad,” she said grudgingly.
 
    
 
   I smiled.  “You either.  Ready?”
 
    
 
   She nodded.
 
    
 
   Together we exited that spare office and proceeded down to the conference room.  Kari was busy directing Robert’s tasks, micro-managing him down to how he breathed.  She turned as we entered.
 
    
 
   “Oh my. That works well!  Stand next to each other please.”  She studied us and then grinned.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, I know you aren’t going to like me saying this, but your hair would have clashed horribly with the Green Bay uniform.  I’m glad things went like this.”   
 
    
 
   I didn’t reply or even smile.  Like I cared if my hair clashed.
 
    
 
   “All right ladies, let me explain your duties tonight.  First of all, we will have five guests.  Each of them will be treated like kings.  Your job is to provide for any and all of their wants.  Drinks, food, or even sexual requirements.  In fact, I would prefer it if each of the guests had some sort of orgasm during each quarter, except for Robert.  You don’t need to offer sexual services to him.  The other four men are of paramount importance though.  Don’t think you’ll be watching the game.  Your job is to serve the guests.  Understand?”
 
    
 
   Holly and I both nodded.  To me, it wasn’t that much of a surprise. From Holly’s bored look I figured she had expected as much as well.
 
    
 
   Kari continued.  “We will be providing our own half time show.  Both of you will do strip dances and then there will be a faux wrestling match.”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, what’s faux?” asked Holly.  I rolled my eyes.
 
    
 
   “It’s French for fake,” I said, my tone clearly insulting.  Take that bitch.  Holly glared at me.
 
    
 
   “Yes, it means fake.  Thank you Breanne,” Kari said, taking control of the conversation again.  “Breanne will lose and be ‘punished’ accordingly.  At the end of the game, the losing team’s cheerleader will take twice the number of spanks as the difference between the final score.
 
    
 
   Holly again interrupted.  “What does that mean?” she asked. I let Kari answer this time.
 
    
 
   “It means if the Steelers win over the Packers, with a final score of twenty one to say, seven, then you will get twenty eight spanks.  The difference between twenty one and seven is fourteen points.  Fourteen times two is twenty eight.”
 
    
 
   I could see Holly trying to process that.  Then she gave up with a shrug.  I guess it didn’t really matter to her.  I gave Kari a roll of my eyes which she ignored.  Part of me however was thinking about that.  I wanted the Green Bay Packers to win, but I sure wouldn’t mind a decent spanking either.  Maybe it wasn’t so bad to be representing the Steelers.  
 
    
 
   “Lastly, you will need to cheer on your representative team.  That includes hopping up and down when your team does well, and if our guests are rooting for a particular team, to provide encouragement and reward for cheering on their team.  Any questions?”
 
    
 
   Holly raised her hand.  “What if they want to fuck?”
 
    
 
   Kari pointed at the back table.  “There is a box of condoms under the table cloth.  Keep a couple handy,” Kari replied.
 
    
 
   “So we can fuck them during the game?”  Holly pressed. 
 
    
 
   “Yes.” 
 
    
 
   It was my turn to ask a question.  “Do we only fuck guests who are rooting for our team?” I asked.  
 
    
 
   Kari grinned this time.  “Of course not. Part of the fun is getting to fuck the other team over.  Just as you will serve ANY of the guests demands, you will also provide them access to your sexual services as well.  Any other questions?”
 
    
 
   Holly grunted.  “My limits are rather…”  She was interrupted by Kari.
 
    
 
   “I am well aware of your limits, Holly.  That is why Breanne is here.  She will handle anything to intense for you.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Holly’s eyes flared once but then she nodded.  Kari glanced down at her watch.  “Guests will be arriving in the next twenty minutes.  I would like both of you to wait in the front sitting room.  As soon as a guest approaches, you will open the door for them, and one of you will escort him back to the conference room, you will ask if he requires food or drink, get him settled, and happy. Understand?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  So did Holly.  Just then there was a shouted hello from the front of the office and Kari looked over at Robert.  “Robert, will you please escort the delivery back here?”
 
    
 
   Robert nodded and immediately left the conference room.  Holly walked over to the chairs and began studying the leather seats while I stepped close to Kari.
 
    
 
   “She a bit of a bitch,” I whispered.  Kari nodded.  
 
    
 
   “I know. I won’t hire her again, but I needed someone a little more open to adventure than the usual escort girl.  What I really needed was two or three of you!” Her eyes sparkled.
 
    
 
   Just then Robert led four men, all dressed in black pants and white aprons into the room.  Of course there was the usual hesitation as they guys all caught sight of me, then Holly and I flushed crimson and smoothed my skirt down, hoping that my wet slit wasn’t already on display.  
 
    
 
   Kari took control in a second.  She directed the deliver guys to set up the appetizers and food on the back table.  There were crab cakes and hummus and pita bread.  There were flatbread pizzas, assorted sandwiches and wraps, and an amazing dessert tray.  My mouth watered, just looking at all of it.  The four guys set it up in seconds and then were being whisked out the door by Robert, only to have them return a few minutes later bringing MORE.  Kari had them put some of the items in the kitchenette while I moved through the suite toward the front niche.  Holly was still no where to be seen and I sat down on one of Kari’s comfortable waiting chairs, watching the comings and goings.
 
    
 
   Every single one of the delivery guys stared at me.  It wasn’t until Robert walked by, peering at me, before I was informed why.
 
    
 
   “Um, Breanne, you might want to cross your legs or something,” Robert said softly.
 
    
 
   I realized that, while not OPEN, my skirt had risen even higher and that the top of my slit was now CLEARLY exposed.  Ooops.  I blushed, crossed my legs, and watched as the delivery guys all tried to catch final glimpses of me as they left.  Soon I was alone.  
 
    
 
   I could feel the wetness seeping from my pussy and I uncrossed my legs now that I no longer had an audience.  The hall outside was totally empty and I wondered when Kari’s guests would be arriving.  It was just before five pm and I knew the game would be starting shortly.  In fact, the pre-game show had been on for awhile.
 
    
 
   Holly still hadn’t appeared and I was getting bored.  Another glance down the hall out through the glass door of Kari’s office assured me there weren’t any impending arrivals and when my fingers slipped down between my legs I felt the deep wetness of arousal.  I couldn’t help slipping a finger through my slit.  It felt so good, so soft, so right.  I stifled a moan, and then pushed my finger in deep.
 
    
 
   You have to understand, masturbation is an art form. I wasn’t trying to cum though, I was just enjoying the sensation, the FEELING of arousal.  My body reacted predictably; more juice, an indescribable sensation traveling up from my pussy to my half exposed breasts.  My other hand came up and pinched my nipple through the flimsy thin material of the halter top.  Sexual energy flooded through me.  I closed my eyes, reveling in the feeling.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t until I heard the glass door open that I jerked my eyes open.  I yanked my finger out of my slit and my other hand away from my now very hard and obvious nipple even as I struggled to stand up.  
 
    
 
   The man before me was in his early fifties, his gray hair and many small wrinkles around his eyes and mouth giving me my first clue.  He looked at me with a big grin, watching me flush even as I stammered a greeting.
 
    
 
   “You’re about the only thing that the Pittsburg Steelers could use to get me to on their side, young lady.”  His voice was deep and very polite, but held a lot of steel in it (forgive the pun. It is unintended) “Were you finished?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Finished, sir?” I asked, more than a little confused.
 
    
 
   “You looked busy when I came in,” he offered.
 
    
 
   I gasped.  My finger was still coated in pussy juice and I blushed again right down to my halter top.  
 
    
 
   “Oh! Yes sir!”  I looked at my still glistening finger and then stuck it in my mouth.  That got a raised eyebrow.  
 
    
 
   I sucked it clean and then pulled it out with a smile and a little wink.  “Can I escort you to the party sir?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He nodded and I took his arm.  Together we walked back to the conference room.  The moment I arrived, Holly gave the guest a beaming smile and then scooted past us toward the front waiting room.  Maybe the reason she hadn’t been up there with me was because of our animosity for each other?
 
    
 
   My guest was then greeted by Kari who exchanged cheek kisses with the guy and called him David.  No. I don’t know who he was, but from the look of his clothing, an expensive soft polo shirt and tan trousers, not to mention patent leather loafers and I’m guessing he was a highly paid executive who was no doubt responsible for having the corporate offices redecorated.  
 
    
 
   Hey.  Kari isn’t STUPID.  
 
    
 
   David was introduced to Robert and both men took their seats while I got drink orders.  As it turned out David just wanted a beer, I forget which label, and Robert went with a soda.  I spent the next several minutes shuttling back and forth between the two men and the drink and food table, bringing an assortment of munchies and drinks as the two men discussed the impending game.
 
    
 
   Holly showed up a few minutes later with another guest who was just as richly dressed as the first had been.  He was greeted the same way and Holly took over the waitressing stuff as I skedaddled back off to the front.  I got there just in time because TWO men were coming up to the office together.  I managed to get the door opened as they stepped into the office, both of them studying me (and my outfit) with great interest. 
 
    
 
   “Well, another Steelers fan!” said one of the men.  He was African American, and in his thirties while his companion was a few years older.  
 
    
 
   “How are you sir?” I asked politely.  
 
    
 
   “Great, but only if Pittsburg wins.  Do you want them to win, little lady?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded and put a big smile on my face.  “Absolutely sir!” I replied.  Absolutely NOT.  But the Steelers lost, didn’t they?  You can’t see it right now, but I’m smiling.
 
    
 
   But that afternoon I was PRETENDING to be a Steelers fan.  “Let me escort you both back to the party.” I stepped between them, thankful the hall was wide enough, and slipped my arms into theirs.  Then we headed back to the conference room.  Once again Kari greeted my guests, first names only.  The Steelers fan was named Ronald and the other gentleman was named Harold. I found out later that Holly’s guest was Jimmy.
 
    
 
   In short order all of the guests were sitting in their chairs.  Robert was on the very end, followed by David, Jimmy, Ronald, and Harold.  The age range spanned from late twenties to David’s late fifties.  We had four white guys and one black.  Every one of them exuded wealth and power.  It was quite… intimidating.
 
    
 
   Holly and I made sure everyone was watered and fed.  Sorry to put it that way, but it’s the truth.  All we did was shuttle back and forth between the food bar and men watching the game.  Kari turned out most of the lights, leaving us in semi-darkness as the game started up.
 
    
 
   I admit, I watched a bit at the opening.  I thought the girl from Glee did a good job with God Bless America, but I sort of wished Christina Aguilera hadn’t fucked up the national anthem.  Geeze, how hard is it to get the words right?  Plus she added all that fancy crap.  I don’t think any of the men noticed the screw up in the anthem.  The men commented on the fact some of the players weren’t holding their hands over the hearts and someone commented that baseball players are much more respectful of the anthem.  There was a coin toss, which was similar to Kari’s coin toss for Holly and me and our outfits, and then the Packers were doing the kick off.
 
    
 
   Through all of this I had been shuttling pizza and sandwich bits to several of the guests.  Only Ronald was a dedicated Steelers fan.  Robert, David, and Harold said they didn’t really care, as long as the game was good, and Jimmy said he was a Packers fan.  I made sure Jimmy had everything he needed after he declared his support for my favorite team.  Of course, I also doted on Ronald, making sure he had everything he needed too because that was what was required of me.
 
    
 
   Just a few minutes into the game the Packers scored their first touchdown and I really had to try hard not to cheer.  I moved forward next to Ronald, turned so that my bottom was toward him, and sat down on the side of the chair.  I watched the game, my heart cheering even as my face showed my disappointment.  I felt an arm snake around my waist and then I was pulled toward Ronald.  
 
    
 
   “Want to sit in my lap?” he asked.  I grinned and nodded.  
 
    
 
   “But only if you touch me, sir,” I said.  His answering grin was enough.  I slid downward and twisted so that my bare ass was on his lap.  I made sure to lean to the side so he could still see the game.  One of his hands went under my skirt and found my still rather wet slit.  I moaned softly and then felt his other hand on my breasts, squeezing it through the top.  
 
    
 
   Watching football when you’re being fondled is a whole new experience for me.  I wasn’t quite prepared to handle things when the Steelers fumbled the ball and the Packers not only snatched it up but managed to score a second touchdown.  Fortunately Ronald misunderstood my gasps as ones of dismay, but they were also ones of disappointment since he had pulled his fingers out of my pussy and made some wild gestures toward the television.
 
    
 
   I looked down across the row of guests.  Holly was sitting on David’s lap, feeding her breasts to him, her top pulled down.    One foot was actually draped across to Jimmy’s chair and he was touching her leg and the arch of her foot.  To my surprise, I saw Kari handling the mundane task of bringing more munchies and beer bottles forward as Holly and I got more involved.  
 
    
 
   Remembering Kari’s admonition to make sure everyone orgasmed each quarter, I slid off of Ronald’s lap, turning around.  I started unbuckling his belt and he squirmed a little, but then allowed me to extract his cock.  My mouth surrounded him and I began giving him a blowjob even as the game continued behind my back.  I heard the crowd roar, the announcer giving us a play by play commentary, but it all faded as I worked that thick sausage.  Finally Ronald groaned, even as I stroked his balls and then he was squirting his thick cream into my mouth.  I swallowed dutifully.  When I finally lifted my head, I saw Holly doing a similar thing to Jimmy.  I helped Ronald back into his pants and slipped over to Harold.  He accepted me with open arms, pulling me onto his lap. I could feel his hard cock through the material of his trousers and he encouraged me to open up his fly.  
 
    
 
   As soon as he was exposed, he grabbed me around the waist and began to move me.  I knew what he wanted and hesitated, pulling away. I wanted to say “let me get a condom” but suddenly Kari was handing me one.  Harold saw it, let me put it on, and then suddenly I was sitting in his lap, facing the television, slipping a very hard cock into my pussy.
 
    
 
   It was exquisite.  Not my favorite position, and Harold was just a little bit distracted by the game, especially when the Steelers managed to kick a field goal near the end of the first quarter.   Next to us, Ronald cheered, but was still rather agitated that the Steelers were trailing by 11 points.
 
    
 
   There was a commercial break and Harold renewed his efforts to pump me.  It wasn’t a particularly good way to fuck and suddenly he lifted me up, still impaled on his cock, took a few steps to the side, and put me down on the ground. His dick had slipped out of me, but that was quickly rectified as he knelt down between my legs and immediately began screwing me.  I moaned, pleased, my skirt hiked up (ha ha! hiked… get it?) around my waist (which granted didn’t mean much since it didn’t go much lower than that anyway), my hips pumping.  Harold came a minute or so later, clearly not worrying about my needs or desperation.  I struggled to my knees as he stood up and I quickly pulled him to my mouth, sucking on him as there was another roar of frustration from Ronald while Jimmy was shouting something like YEAH YEAH YEAH!  At first I though Holly must be doing something really good, but then I realized that the Packers had scored another touchdown.  I wasn’t able to get a good look because I was still sucking on Harold, cleaning him off, but moments later I was finished, helping Harold back to his seat.  I glimpsed the score.  Steelers 3, Packers 21.  My eyes widened.  Twenty one minus three mean eighteen.  Eighteen times two meant thirty six spanks.  I suddenly began to hope the Steelers started playing a bit better.
 
    
 
   With both Ronald and Harold now satisfied, I checked on everyone to make sure they didn’t need more beer, soda, or food.  There were a few requests and I moved back and forth between the table and the men, bringing a few items.  At one point David took his tiny plate of flatbread pizza, declared he wanted a lap table, and dragged me across his lap.  His fingers found my top and yanked it up, exposing both breasts to everyone’s eyes.  Then he laid his hot pizza slices directly on both nipples. Heat seeped into me and I groaned.
 
    
 
   But before he even picked up a slice to eat it, his hand found my pussy.  In short order I was being fingered again.  It felt so good.  I was shuddering in orgasmic pleasure (but not cumming) when I heard Ronald say “come here sugar.  I want a Packers cheerleader mouth around me.
 
    
 
   I tilted my head.  Holly’s cheerleader uniform was askew, with one breast now permanently hanging out, the one with the Packers’ helmet tattoo on it.  Holly leaned over Ronald, her voice low and sultry.  
 
    
 
   “If you’re upset with the Packers, you can take it out on me.” She said.  Then she slid down and repeated my earlier blowjob.  
 
    
 
   David worked me until I came though.  He played with my clit, rubbing it back and forth until I was gasping and smothering my cries of pleasure with my hand.  My hips were bouncing up and down as he fingered me and ate his pizza.
 
    
 
   That just sounds weird, doesn’t it?  He fingered me and ate his pizza.
 
    
 
   Finally I was able to extract myself from David’s ministrations and when I sat up I asked him if he needed a blowjob or a fucking.  He said no, but told me he needed more beer.  Uh… right.
 
    
 
   I kept my eyes on the score as the second quarter progressed and I was genuinely pleased when the Steelers finally scored a touchdown right before half time, bringing the score to ten to twenty one, Packers favor.  
 
    
 
   The lights came up and I saw that Holly was finished with Ronald.  In her case, the blow job had turned into another lap fuck, but unlike me and Harold, she and Ronald had been able to consummate their purely sexual relationship in the easy chair.  She kissed him and joined me as the men got up and stretched, or straightened their clothes.  A few went to the restrooms while a few perused the food.  
 
    
 
   Kari pulled both Holly and me aside and handed us both dildos.  They were huge affairs, easily as big as my Core Driller back at home, and both with strange wooden handles at the bases, making them more like giant flesh colored dildo swords.  Holly laughed as I waved mine around and I couldn’t help joining her.  They looked so ridiculous.
 
    
 
   “As soon as the guys get back and the half time show starts, the two of you will strip naked between the television and the chairs.  You will then wrestle.  The object is to impale your opponent with the dildo.  I want you to make it look good.  A few nipple bites, squeeze or spank bottoms.  Whatever, then Breanne, I want you to lose.  Holly, shove that dildo up inside her, pump her good, then take her sword away.  Then take her sword and shove it up her ass.  Got it?”
 
    
 
   My eyes narrowed even as Holly grinned.  “Kari,” I began “you know that I don’t like…” Kari lifted her hand.
 
    
 
   “No arguments Breanne.  You will do this.”
 
    
 
   I hesitated only a moment and felt Kari’s burning fury.  I bowed my head submissively.  “Yes Kari.”
 
    
 
   She nodded, her lips thin and tight and Holly grinned at me.
 
    
 
   I was then cornered by Ronald who had me pressed up against the wall, feeling me up.  I didn’t mind.  It kept my mind off the half time show.  He asked about the dildo sword, obviously hoping I’d hand it to him to use on me, but I laughed, told him it was for the entertainment in a moment, and asked him to be patient.  This was sort of hard considering his fingers were tugging on my clit, but I managed.
 
    
 
   When the Black Eyed Peas started their performance at half time, everyone but David had returned from the restrooms.  Holly and I were sent to our respective sides as Kari laid some boundary tape down.  As the music started, Holly was brought forward first to strip.  She did so with flare, flinging her top to Jimmy and the silly half skirt to Robert.  Then it was my turn and I followed suit, tossing my top to Harold and the bottoms to Ronald.  Ronald lifted the skirt to his lips and nose.  Then Kari made a show of us lubricating our dildos, which began by pouring a generous amount of oil on each dildo, us rubbing it over the entire length, and then each of us demonstrating our availability by being directed to insert the dildo sword into our OWN pussy.  Talk about vulgar.  I have to admit though, it FELT really good.  
 
    
 
   And then both Holly and I tugged our stuffing out, turned and faced each other naked except for dildo swords and our stupid high heels, and moved into the ring.  The men cheered us on, shouting out suggestions that were less than helpful.  Holly really got the first move in by reaching out, grabbing my left breasts, and literally slinging me to the ground by the nipple.  It hurt.  She fell on top of me and suddenly I was struggling against her for real.  My arms were trapped partly under myself and one was under her leg.  I twisted but then she moved again and suddenly she was straddling my face, her slick wet used pussy rubbing over my nose.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help it. I licked her.  What else was I supposed to do?  Holly groaned and ground down on my face while the guys cheered her on.  I doubled my efforts, trying to make her swoon as I licked and sucked on her clit.  Finally I pushed her off, rolling away even as I grabbed my sword and jabbed it at her pussy.  It actually went in an inch before Holly closed her legs and literally clubbed me with her dildo sword.  I went down again and time she rolled me over onto my stomach.  She straddled me again, but around my waist, facing my feet.  She grabbed one leg, pushed it out and I felt her dildo sword press against my pussy.
 
    
 
   I could have bucked her off. I could have closed my legs, but instead I lifted my ass a bit, and spread my legs wider.  The guys roared in approval as the Green Bay Packers Cheerleader proceeded to jam her dildo sword into the Pittsburg Steelers girl.  I gasped, eyes widening as the huge dildo was buried to the max.  I didn’t need to fake it as she leaned back, wrenched my own sword away from me, and then pressed it to my ass.  I was in the perfect position for the guys to see everything. I looked up at the television and saw that the girl from the Black Eyed Peas (the band of course) was wearing sparkly football pads and a short knee length black skirt.  The thought “well that looks stupid” went across my mind, right before “HOLY SHIT!”  Holly pushed my dildo sword into my ass.
 
    
 
   It’s not every day you can say you’ve been double fucked by twelve inch dildos, but I could.  Holly had fun then, doing this rapid double pump where she extracted each dildo out by a few inches and then rammed it back in.  She alternated too, so I was just gasping and shaking and then I was cumming right there on the floor as the halftime show went on.
 
    
 
   Finally Kari announced the winner and Holly stood up to accept the congratulations of the men, including Ronald, who I guessed enjoyed watching me get impaled both anally and vaginally, despite my allegiance to the Steelers.  My body, especially my bottom and thighs were smeared with oil and Kari handed both Holly and me towels.  I had trouble walking, but Kari help me back into my cheerleading skirt.  Holly got herself completely redressed but when I reached for my top, Kari stopped me.  She led me back out in front of our guests and told me to put my hands behind my head.  I did so, my breasts completely on display, the Steeler’s helmet logo visible above my right breast.
 
    
 
   “As punishment for losing the half time match, Breanne will have to wear these for the remainder of the evening,” Kari said, extracting a pair of large silver Japanese clover clamps from out of her pocket.  I whimpered slightly but then let her put them on my breasts.  She tightened them both diabolically until the pain shot up through my tits.  “Furthermore, she is to submit to any punishment you gentlemen wish to inflict upon her.  On the back table is an assortment of whips, objects, and of course you might have noticed the small buckets on each of your tables, filled with clothespins.  Enjoy!”  
 
    
 
   Then the lights lowered.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne.  Come here.” It was Robert’s voice.  No one else had spoken.  I think everyone else was too astonished to do anything.  Holly however was already sitting in Harold lap and his hand was working something under her skirt.  I moved over to Robert and stood before him.  Everyone’s attention was torn between me and the television, since the game had just started.
 
    
 
   “Get your dildo sword” Robert ordered.  I moved quickly to the back table, found the monstrosity that I had just been fucked with, and came back. 
 
    
 
   “Lay down in front of me, legs in my lap.”  It was an odd order, but I followed it.  He grabbed my calves and pulled me up higher and higher until I was actually lying on my shoulder blades, my neck bent slightly, my legs spread with my pussy at his knees.  It was quite uncomfortable.  
 
    
 
   Then he took the dildo sword, positioned it at my opening, and pushed.
 
    
 
   Jimmy grabbed my left ankle, holding me steady as the dildo sword penetrated deeply.  Robert fucked me with it, pounding it in over and over until I felt as if I were being repeatedly kicked between the legs.  Then Jimmy pulled out a clothespin and handed it to Robert.  He paused his thrusts long enough to put it on my clit, which of course sent me right over the edge into orgasmic bliss.  I was quite vocally cumming of course, which made it practically impossible to realize that Jimmy was shouting “NO!!!!” and Ronald was crowing down the row.
 
    
 
   After I exploded and the Pittsburg Steelers scored a touchdown raising the score up to 17 verses 21, I was released and told to continue my duties.  The clothespin and clover clamps were left dangling from my sensitive parts as I got drinks.  The chain between my nipples was repeatedly tugged on and starting with Jimmy, they began “tipping” me a clothespin for every minor item brought.  By the end of the third quarter my breasts resembled a hedgehog, my pussy had about eight clothespin dangling from the clit and labia (both inner and outer), and there were even a few clothespins on weird spots, like my earlobe, one on my side (pinching the skin painfully) and even one on my tongue.
 
    
 
   I was much too distracted to pay attention to the game (much less the funny or not funny commercials.)  Speaking of commercials, I just want to say that I thought the Doritos commercials pretty funny, but the Pepsi commercials were just plain stupid.  Crude too in a couple of cases.  I also liked the little kid playing Darth Vader.  That was cute.  Okay, anyway, I really wasn’t paying too much attention to what was going on.  Holly was basically just going from guy to guy, sucking dick, getting poked, soft vanilla non-painful sex.  I, on the other hand, was getting fondled, flicked, spanked, and generally tormented.  At one point, after a whispered conversation with Holly who had just finished bouncing up and down on Ronald’s lap, he told me to go get something he could hit me with.
 
    
 
   Have you ever gotten an order like that?  To be honest, it wasn’t a first for me.  Trembling, I went to the back table.  No one had requested any of the items Kari had laid out.  There was a thin cane, a real riding crop, a cat-o-nine-tails with leather thongs, a leather sap that looked like a duplicate of my own at home, and a heavy wooden paddle that I knew belonged to Kari.  
 
    
 
   I’ve been hit with the paddle before, so I avoided it and picked up the cat.  The multi thronged whip was sturdy, would no doubt hurt, but wouldn’t be too bad.  I took it back over to Ronald.  He took it, studied it for a moment, complimented me on my choice, and then told me to kneel down in front of me and push my ass upward.  Holly watched with unveiled pleasure as I got down on all fours and then pressed my clamped and pegged breasts to the carpet, arching my back and lifting my ass.  I made sure my legs were spread as well, though not because I WANTED to get hit on my pussy, but because the clothespins attached to me there was digging into my thighs.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how it happened, but evidently just as I was about to be whipped, the Packers scored another touchdown.  Ronald cursed even as Jimmy had leapt up from his seat and was jumping up and down with Holly, his hands clenched around her buttocks.  Ronald swung the whip at my ass in frustration.
 
    
 
   Damn it hurt!  I hissed as the sting spread through my buttocks.  It took a moment before it just turned to heat, but before that happened he had struck again.  Then again.  By the fourth stroke I was wiggling my ass in agony.  That’s when he started aiming lower, trying to target my clothespin covered pussy.  Soon my thighs were scarlet lined and then he managed to snap one of the wooden piranhas off my labia.  I cried out, shuddering and he let loose another flurry.  Some of the snaps managed to knock clothespins off.  Others just bit into my wet slit.   
 
    
 
   “Whoa dude,” said Harold, grabbing Ronald’s wrist as he started another swing.  I’m not sure what happened next except that another blow didn’t come.  Then I heard Kari’s voice behind everything else.  
 
    
 
   “Actually Harold, Breanne is a nympho humiliation pain slut and responds very well to extreme types of punishment.  By all means, Ronald, feel free to continue whipping her until those clothespins are all knocked off.” 
 
    
 
   I lifted my head and looked up at the game.  The score was 17 to 28 in favor of the Packers.  The Steelers had the ball and seemed to be pretty far down the field.  My pussy throbbed and I was pretty sure I could feel a few welts.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, please roll over and present your pussy for whipping.” I heard Kari say aloud.
 
    
 
   I rolled, stifling the groan I wanted to make.  I stayed in the same spot, just turned over, trying to ignore the clamps all over my body.  When I was on my back, I spread my legs and lifted my ass off the ground.  Ronald now had a completely perfect target, covered in wooden clothespins.
 
    
 
   And no one said a word to stop him.
 
    
 
   The first stroke down there was more of a test, a light slap to see how I would react.  I jumped, let out a tiny gasp, but other than that, did nothing. I stayed in position too, which was pretty cool.  Ronald’s next shot was much stronger and actually snapped one of the clothespins off my labia.  I hissed and then whimpered.  This seemed to egg on Ronald who then decided to REALLY swing at that spot between my legs.
 
    
 
   I think pain can be experienced in a lot of ways.  Sometimes it’s a dull throb, like what I was feeling on my breasts.  It pulses with your heartbeat and can be absorbed and adjusted too.  Sometimes pain is like a river, onward flowing agony that moves through you, unfaltering, powerful, and with no relief in sight.  A clamp to the clit is like this.  And then lastly pain can be like a volcano, smoking quietly and then all hell breaks loose, a rushing explosion of lava, of smoke and ash, of overwhelming hurt soars into the sky, only to come crashing down and laying waste.  Everything turns to cinders.
 
    
 
   Even if I’m not horny, I can take the dull throbbing pain any time, and it usually will turn me on.  If I’m already excited, say after wearing my ben wa balls all day, or having the vibrator on inside me, or having it done to me outside, in public, with people watching, then I can usually handle the river as well.  It turns me on.  But unless I’ve been sexually tortured all fucking day, pushed to the edge of that orgasmic cliff over and over but been denied, or even if I’ve been OVER stimulated, shoved off the cliff for orgasm after orgasm, it’s tough to take the volcano.  
 
    
 
   And I was NOT over stimulated or even much in denial. I’d had my orgasms.  I was only a little turned on.  And when that volcano erupted between my legs it wasn’t orgasmic, it was just “Holy Shit this hurts!”  Ronald whipped every single clothespin off my pussy and I clenched my teeth, rolling, struggling to keep my legs open, keening, moaning, eyes shut. He didn’t stop after knocking loose the clothespins, even the one that had been on my clit.  No, he kept at it.  Until there was another shout from the assembled guests and I heard Jimmy groan and begin making suggestions to the Green Bay Packers on the screen.  That’s when the beating stopped.  
 
    
 
   I just lay there, still spread open, the heat and fire slowly ebbing into something more easy to handle.  My chest rose and fell deeply as I struggled to master myself.  Ronald was cheering and then David was helping me up, pulling me to my feet.  I allowed myself to be moved to his lap and he wrapped his arms around me as I struggled to get a hole of myself.
 
    
 
   After two or three minutes, David put his lips to my ear.  I’d like that blowjob now, followed by that fuck.  I blinked and then nodded. I was grateful.  It was vanilla and it would get my mind off the still fiery residual pain I was feeling between my legs.  I slid down his chair, helped him free his cock from his trousers, and immediately began sucking on him.  I don’t think Holly had fucked him either, since his cock tasted normal.  She had probably sucked on him, but that would have been it.  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t long before he was standing at attention.  I picked up a condom from the side table next to the chair (I’m guessing that Kari was keeping us well supplied).  I applied it orally of course, and this got some appreciative groaning out of David and Jimmy commented on how talented I seemed to be.  Then I stood, straddled David, face to face, his eyes peering over my shoulder at the television screen, and I slipped my poor bruised and abused pussy down over his cock.
 
    
 
   It felt wonderful.  Sure it hurt too, but it was the throbbing hurt and I was wet.  I went slow to, grinding my hips after each thrust, pausing between to squeeze his cock inside me.  His hands came up to my still clamped breasts and he began removing the clothespin still attached outside and around the clover clamps.  Soon only the steel chain between my nipples remained and he left that on, grabbing hold of it in order to guide me up and down.  My breasts ached and it felt awesome.
 
    
 
   Now it was Ronald’s turn to shout something and Jimmy was clicking his tongue.  I couldn’t turn to see, but Robert told me later that the Steelers had scored again, bringing the score, half way through the fourth quarter, to 25 to 28, with the Packers leading.  At the time, I was busy doing my best to screw the dickens out of David, so I wasn’t really paying any attention to the game.  A little bit after the roar of the crowd, David reached up and removed the clover clamps.  Pain rushed through my breasts and down to my clit, where I moved my hips in response to the stimuli.  The chain was dropped and then his mouth was nibbling on my crushed nubs, sucking them, tasting them, chewing on them, even biting them lightly.  I wrapped my arms around his head and held him close even as we moved together.
 
    
 
   “I could do this all night” I whispered in his ear and his hands went to my hips.  He slid a little farther down, the easy chair tilting back.  His right hand went to the side and suddenly we tipped backward, the footrest coming up.  Evidently it was the change in position he needed because moments later I felt him turning to granite inside me.  His cock throbbed and his upward thrusts intensified.  I ground down, not just back and forth fucking, but circling, moving in unexpected ways, changing the angle of his penetration.  His face took on that peculiar look of both pain and pleasure I knew so well and then he exploded, thrusting up into me in glory.
 
    
 
   I didn’t cum.  Sure, I was horny.  Sure I would have liked too, but I wasn’t close.  That makes a difference.  I laid my body against his, feeling his heart beat against my chest.  Our reverie was interrupted by Jimmy shouting at the television.  Evidently the Packers were doing something stupid.  I turned to look as the Packers failed to get their touchdown on the third down, just yards away from the Steelers’ goal.  So instead the Packers went for a field goal, bring their score up to 31 and leaving just a minute and a half on the clock for the Steelers to take the ball down field and score a touchdown.
 
    
 
   They didn’t.  Packers won.  25 to 31.
 
    
 
   Kari tapped my on the shoulder as the game wound down.  I was still nestled in David’s lap, his cock having slipped out of me.  I didn’t want to move though.  I knew what was coming.
 
    
 
   But I rose.  I kissed David too, then removed his condom.  It was full, really full, and I bent down and sucked the juices off his cock too, cleaning him before gently putting his soft cock back in his boxers.  I stood up and moved around the chairs, getting a soft pat on my ass from Harold as I did so.  
 
    
 
   Kari handed me my cheerleader top.  This surprised me, but I put it back on.  With my breasts covered I felt a little better.  But then Kari pulled the halter top down, letting it bunch up BELOW my exposed breasts, lifting them nicely.  I whimpered a little when Kari pulled out the clover clamps and reattached them to my nipples.  So once again dressed as a Steelers’ Cheerleader, I was then led to the front of the room, between the guests and the television.  
 
    
 
   “Gentlemen, the difference in score was six points.  Time two equals twelve.  As mentioned earlier, the losing team’s cheerleader gets that many strokes of the paddle.” Kari announced.
 
    
 
   No one said anything.  There were no objections, no “wait Kari, I think she’s had enough, don’t you?”  Even David watched with hungry eyes, putting his hands together.  Kari told me to bend over and I grabbed hold of my ankles.  The clover clamps on my breasts dangled down, swinging and Kari turned me sideways so that both my swaying tits and my ass would be in view.
 
    
 
   And then she hit me. 
 
    
 
   Kari’s paddle is made of cherry, is approximately five inches wide and eighteen inches long, meaning that it covers quite a surface area.  To make things more painful, there are eight holes drilled in the paddle at varying intervals.  These holes make wind resistance less of an issue and increase the amount of actual pain delivered to the recipient of the spank.  I have been hit with this thing before and let me tell you, it’s a monster.  A bare handed spanking is NOTHING compared to Kari’s paddle. I once saw Robert’s ass after she had spanked him, his cock oiled and pinched between her thighs.  I was amazed the man could actually sit down afterward.  Of course he had gotten around thirty strokes. I was going to get twelve.
 
    
 
   By the time we reached eight I was crying and Holly had been summoned to help hold me in place.  The clover clamps and chain were swinging wildly with every impact and my ass felt as if I had sat down on a stove top.  I gyrated my hips wildly but it didn’t change things for Kari, who continued to slam her paddle into my ass with accuracy while everyone cheered her on, even Ronald.  I heard him comment to Harold that I deserved those spanks for the Steelers failure to get the ball down the field.
 
    
 
   When we hit twelve I would have fallen over it wasn’t for Holly, who was literally holding me up by the shoulders.  It took me almost a fully minute to recover.  At least I hadn’t blubbered.  Sure, I was tear streaked, but at no point had I screamed, covered my ass, and sobbed.  I had done some teeth clenching, hissing, and wailing, but never lost my composure.  Sort of.
 
    
 
   When I was able to straighten up, my ass felt as if it were still on fire.  Kari came up to me, hugged me tight (deliberately bumping the clover clamps again) and whispered in my ear “now pose and show every guest your spanked ass.  And do a good job.” 
 
    
 
   I nodded and then moved over to Harold.  I did my best to smile and look sexy, and it must have worked because he grinned at me.  I slowly turned to present my ass, swaying and twisting at the same time in a sort of grotesque parody of a strip dance.  Of course all of my assets were already on display, from my still red streaked and swollen pussy to my blistered red bottom.  
 
    
 
   After Harold I repeated the procedure on Ronald.  He reached out and touch my ass, running a finger down one cheek. I almost screamed.  But then I turned and bent down, kissing him.  I got rewarded by another hard yank on the chain connecting my nipples.  Then I straightened, disengaged, and moved on to Jimmy.  He didn’t touch me but he sure appreciated the curves and spanking.  
 
    
 
   David only reached up to my breasts, cupped them, bounced them once or twice and then settled back in his chair.  I moved on to Robert.  
 
    
 
   Robert.  I hadn’t blown him. I hadn’t fucked him.  He had politely turned down every sexual offer of sharing from David and Jimmy and he had watched the game with pleasure.  Now I moved in front of him, shimmied with something bordering on desire, and then leaned in to him.  His hand touched my breast and traveled down my side.  I felt it cross my hip, then move inward.  I spread my legs and he slipped one, just finger into my sopping wet slit and I ground down, finger fucking him in a disgustingly lewd dance that not just put me on display, but made my sexual deviance that much more prevalent.
 
    
 
   “Gentlemen, I want to thank all of you for coming. I hope you’ve enjoyed the party.  We’ve prepared some gift bags for you to take with you and I hope to talk to all of you again.”  Kari announced suddenly.  Robert tugged his finger out of my snatch.
 
    
 
   And the party broke up.  I guess no one wanted to stay and watch Glee.  Gee.  What a surprise, right?  Anyway I helped get our guests up and loaded down with goodie bags.  I was surprised how much food was left, but then I remembered that a second delivery had been expected at some point.  Later I found the kitchen stuffed with food.  
 
    
 
   Our gentlemen found themselves going home with their favorite beer, snacks, desserts, and in Jimmy’s case, Holly.  Evidently she arranged to spend the night with him. I wonder how much that cost him too.  Jimmy was the last to leave, except for Robert.  Kari walked Jimmy and Holly to the door while I puttered about, throwing trash away and generally cleaning up.
 
    
 
   Kari came back into the room with a sigh of relief and I looked up from where I was tossing some half-eaten food in the trash.
 
    
 
   “So was the party a success?” I asked politely.  
 
    
 
   My best friend, my former (and sometimes current) lover, my mistress nodded.  “I think so.  David said he’d call me next week and Jimmy hinted at the same thing, which is the only reason I allowed Holly to go with him.”  Kari grimaced.  “Holly did well tonight, but I’m not sure her predatory instincts work with my goals.”
 
    
 
   I’m pretty sure I won’t be seeing Holly again.  He he he…
 
    
 
   Robert came over and hugged Kari and kissed her gently.  It was oddly protective, as if he were the master and she the submissive needing comfort.  I just watched.  
 
    
 
   Finally Kari broke the embrace and she looked over at me, then back at Robert.
 
    
 
   “Robert?  Will you please fuck that girl’s brains out?”  Kari told him, nodding at me.
 
    
 
   My heart went up to my throat.  I blinked in shock even as Robert turned toward me grinning.  Kari turned and left the room, turning down the lights as the opening music of Fox’s television show Glee filtered through the room.
 
    
 
   Robert came up to me and touched my cheek, my throat, his fingers coming down to my breasts.  He took hold of both clover clamps and I suddenly grabbed his hands, keeping him from doing whatever he was going to do.
 
    
 
   “You’re supposed to fuck my brains out,” I said.
 
    
 
   He nodded, eyes flashing with need.
 
    
 
   “Is it going to hurt?” I asked breathlessly.  I could feel my pulse quicken, my body tighten, my pussy begin to pulse.  I felt his fingers holding the clamps on my nipples, perfectly still.
 
    
 
   Then he smiled.  “Oh yes.  It’s going to hurt a lot Breanne.”
 
    
 
   And he twisted the clover clamps.  He dragged me to the ground and I cried out, pain rushing up from my bottom and my breasts even as his mouth found mine, crushing against me.  
 
    
 
   And it hurt.  And I came.
 
    
 
   Packers 31.  Steelers 25.  Breanne wins.
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   02/10/11
 
    
 
   I have spent the last two and a half days writing.  I’m actually getting good at it.  Sort of.  Michael still takes me to task for a few things, especially for making up words.  Evidently there is no such thing as the verb “orgasm-ing” Well damn, there should be.  I spend a lot (oops… another no no.  No “alots”) of time “orgasm-ing”.  I’ll just add it to the dictionary.  
 
    
 
   Sunday I went to Kari’s Super Bowl Party.  If you haven’t read about that, you should.  It was a wild party.  Even though I had to be the Steelers’ Cheerleader, my favorite team won anyway.  I got spanked for it though.  But hey, you can read about it yourself.
 
    
 
   So what’s this about?  Simple. I didn’t cum.  Last week.  One day.  Which brings us to what happened on Monday, the day AFTER the Super Bowl Party.
 
    
 
   Monday afternoon I hopped in my truck.  I was ostensibly heading out to run a few errands and had told my mom I'd be out for a couple of hours.  That part was true.  What wasn't so true is that I wouldn't really be running errands.  I had a more sexually devious purpose in mind.  Lately, I've had things flipped on me from Master Barrett, who felt that my continual efforts NOT to cum, should be rewarded by what I really wanted: sexual torture.  He decided that if I came, I didn't get what I really wanted.  This sort of sucks for me, since half of his little "toy of the day" orders make it practically impossible for me NOT to cum.  Seriously, when you have a nine inch rubber cock inside you, with clamps and weights on your nipples, while riding a jouncing bouncy tractor while plowing fields, how can you NOT cum?
 
    
 
   But on Friday of last week I managed.  The toy of the day was my chastity belt and I was instructed to keep one vibrator on at all times, on low of course.  This meant I had three choices. I could keep the clitoral vibe on, which would have had me cumming in minutes.  I could keep the vaginal vibe on, which would have had me cumming in an hour or two.  Or I could keep the anal plug humming which I could stand all frickin’ day.  Guess which one I did?
 
    
 
   So in the end I was free and clear and Master Barrett told me my reward.
 
    
 
   I was to strip naked.  Get out the alligator clamps (all three), Stinging O, bottom plug, and vibroballs.  Apply the Stinging O to the vibroballs, plug, my clit, and my nipples.  Insert the plug, then the vibroballs.  Turn the vibroballs on low.  Attach the alligator clamps to my nipples, then clit.  Once I was clamped, I was to flick the jumbo clit clamp until I orgasmed.  Then I was to remove the clamps, reapply the Stinging O and clamps, then attempt to cum again by flicking my clit.  After the second orgasm I was to again remove the clamps, reapply the Stinging O and turn the vibroballs to medium.  I was then to reapply the clamps and flick my clit until I orgasmed.  After the third orgasm I was to remove the clamps, reapply the Stinging O and keep the vibroballs on medium.  After my fourth orgasm I was to remove the clamps, reapply the Stinging O, reapply the clamps and turn the vibroballs to maximum.  I was to then flick my clit until I came the fifth time.  No breaks between "sessions" and I was to remain naked the whole time.
 
    
 
   I complained of course.  A punishment like this would take hours.  And with no control over the vibroballs, and not being allowed to stimulate myself with anything other than little flicks, it meant spending a lot of time naked, legs spread, flicking my clit over and over.  Non-stop.  Ouch, right?  There was just one variable I did have control over: the where.
 
    
 
   A lot of spots occurred to me: my bedroom (family too close), Kari's place (price to high, plus she'd probably want to help), the barn (to uncomfortable)...
 
    
 
   and I finally made my decision.
 
    
 
   I pulled over to the side of the road.  Since the temperature had risen back up almost to the sixties I felt comfortable doing my usual thing at the front of the truck.  Once more at the grill, I slowly unbuttoned my shirt, removed it, folded it, and set in on the hood.  My bra came next.  I kicked off my boots, then tugged my jeans all the way down.  I then followed with panties, folding them and putting them on the hood as well.  I was in the process of picking it all up when I heard the car. 
 
    
 
   This farm to market road isn't well traveled.  In fact, I rarely see a vehicle.  So the odds of me being interrupted during my stripping procedure is pretty slim.  Since I was literally buck naked except for my socks, and my duster was inside the cab, there wasn't anything to do.  I bent down and took off my socks, trying to hide behind the grill.  It only sort of worked.  By the time I had my socks off the car had whizzed past me.  I turned to follow it with my eyes and watched as the brake lights came on.  With socks in hand, I gathered up my clothes and quickly moved to the cab.  I climbed in, just as I thought the car was going to start backing up.  I hope they got an eyeful.
 
    
 
   I pulled on my duster and buttoned one or two of the buttons.  Just enough to keep my boobs from being completely on display as I was driving.  Then I took off down the road.  It was about a fifteen, twenty minute drive for me and finally I pulled into the spot I wanted to be.  It was a large parking lot and my truck was backed up to the very edge, right by a tree line, and I could see the whole place.  Even better though, one of the major entrance/exits to the lot went right past my truck.  Granted, it wasn't the ONLY one, but it was busy enough.  I looked out over the busy lot with all sorts of shoppers coming and going.  Then, calmly, rationally, purposefully, I unbuttoned my duster and shrugged out of it.  So there I was, sitting bare ass naked in the parking lot.  Within twenty seconds a car drove right past my truck.  The driver never even looked. 
 
    
 
   I reached over to my small bag and extracted the few items I was going to need.  The first item was the bottom plug.  I also pulled out my Stinging O.  A thin coating of oil made the plug glisten and I lifted up my ass and tilted to the side.  Almost instantly I felt the tingling coolness of the lubricant.  It was tough to get in.  Bottom Plugs are usually hard to get in yourself, especially big ones like this.  Finally I took the expedient of cramming the thing between my rear end and the seat.  Then using the steering wheel to get a good grip, I straightened up above it and then just relaxed.  Slowly I sank on to the plug and gasped loudly as it went in.  I hate anal plugs. I hate having things up my ass.  The ass is an EXIT, not an entrance.  It always feels so weird to have something up in my butt.  I made the most of it though.  Did my best to open up and accept the huge four inch plug.
 
    
 
   Next was the vibroballs.  I pulled these out of my pussy, dried them off on one of my socks, and then held them in my hand.  These too received their own coating of Stinging O, which was already puckering my rear end around the plug.  Since I was already wet because I had actually pulled them out in order to lube them, they went back in rather easily.  My pussy quivered in chemically induced trembles as the Stinging O tormented the lining of my sex.   I turned the remote up to low and then did the next step.  I grabbed the bottle of Stinging O and coated my clit and my nipples.  Another car drove past, the driver ignoring me.  Of course, I'm pretty sure that not even my breasts were visible, but each time I was approached, my stomach tightened in nervous expectation.  What if they DID see me?  With my nipples now standing out in hard little bumps I grabbed the alligator clamps.  Each one was rather small, no longer than two inches, and both were connected to the ends of the same chain.  Carefully I pinched the clamps open and centered my still cooling and heating nubs right in the center of the notched toothed jaws.  As I let the clamps close pain blossomed and surged down to my pussy in waves that seemed influenced by the throbbing of my nipples.  I hissed, now trembling in sexual arousal and agony, a strange mixture that made each sensation much more powerful and charged. 
 
    
 
   Lastly, I reached for the jumbo alligator clamp.  I had picked it up from a hardware store and blunted the teeth slightly.  They were still pointed but now only left red marks instead of actually cutting into me.  I pinched it open, set it above and around my clit, and waited for another car to drive by.  It wasn't long, maybe thirty or forty seconds and then a gray coupe drove toward my truck. I trembled.  I waited until I could see the other driver's face before I let the clamp close on my clit.  I actually cried out as the pain surged through me.  Oh GOD it hurt.  I shook, my hands clenching the driver's wheel.  My legs were obscenely spread as well, the heel of my left foot banging on the truck door and my other leg draped across the center column into the other seat's leg well. 
 
    
 
   Then I started flicking.  Now you need to understand what Master Barrett means by "flick".  This isn't just simply a swipe of the hand making the clamp on my clit wiggle.  No.  This is a FLICK.  Take your middle finger and curl it so that it's touching your thumb.  Now press up with your thumb so that there is pressure on your middle finger.  Now try to push your middle finger past your thumb.  When your thumb finally bends down enough you'll feel this surge of energy flow from the middle finger knuckle down and out.  Now imagine that middle finger, flicked hard, impacting a piece of metal, that is attached to my clit.  It flops with the impact, twisting and turning and biting into me.  Imagine me making short sharp cries with each flick.  Now imagine that when you finally get to around fifty or so, I cum.
 
    
 
   That whole first orgasmic session, my brain was on autopilot.  I watched approaching cars, timing my impacts as they came closer, with harder and more frequent flicks causing my hips to jerk and my pussy to tighten around the buzzing vibroballs.  My thighs burned and ached as I spread my legs wider.  My nipples burned in agony from the alligator clamps attached there.  My nerves overloaded and then one flick finally did it. I yelped loudly, both hands going to my sex, my head thrown back, every tendon in my body tightening. I came in this wave of pain and exposure and embarrassment.
 
    
 
   When I finally recovered my wits, I opened my eyes to see a car stopped in front of my truck.  There was a guy in there that was looking at me.  I guess I looked like I was unconscious or something.  I waved and he nodded and then drove off.  Thank God.  I was worried he was about to get out and check on me. 
 
    
 
   I reached up to my nipples.  Bracing myself as best as I could, I squeezed both evil clamps open and let out another cry as the blood rushed back into my crushed nubs. I could see the little red marks of the alligator teeth on my nipples and I whimpered loudly to myself as I set the clamps on the seat next to me.  Then I reached between my legs.  My clit was throbbing and was still hurting quite a bit, so I WANTED the clamp off my clit.  I squeezed it open, experiencing another rush of exquisite pain that was almost immediately converted into pussy juice.  I hissed, closed my eyes, rolled to the side slightly, and then put down the clamp.    A few deep breaths later I pulled out the Stinging O and squeezed some of that oil onto a finger.  Delicately as possible, I began rubbing it into my abused nipples.  Then once my breasts were on fire a second time, I grabbed the nipple clamps, repositioned them, and let them bite down.
 
    
 
   It was all I could do not to scream. 
 
    
 
   Trembling from the pain and the building need in my pussy (remember the vibroballs were still on), I applied a dollop of Stinging O to my clit.  That tender bundle of nerves did NOT appreciate the chemical application.  But then I added insult to injury when I grabbed the jumbo alligator clamp and let it chew on my clitoris for a second time.  Watching a line of cars drive past, I began flicking.
 
    
 
   This time I day dreamed.  Flick. I thought about the Super Bowl Party and getting whipped at the end. Flick, Flick, Flick. I thought about the upcoming assignment for Mistress Ellen, and spending the day being trained and then screwed by dogs. Flick, Flick, Flick, Flick.  I day dreamed about being lifted off of Kari's wooden horse, made to spread my legs, while Kari whipped me on the pussy before setting me back down for more torture. Flick, Flick, Flick, Flick. I remembered some of my days in college where I'd be walking along wearing high heel sandals, a super short flared skirt that barely covered my ass, and one of Kari's "sexy" tee shirts, announcing that I had "3 Holes To Fill". Flick, Flick, Flick, Flick. I remembered and relived that first day when we got our apartment and Kari stripped me naked and explained the new rules: that I had to be exposed and available at all times.  Flick, Flick, Flick, Flick.
 
    
 
   And I came a second time.
 
    
 
   Once more I removed the alligator clamps from my nipples and clit.  It was pure agony. I rolled, gasping for breath, my eyes squeezed shut, literally falling over in the seat.  When I could sit upright again, I grabbed the bottle of Stinging O, daubed the oil on my nipples and clit, whimpering through every cold tingly moment.  Then I put the alligator clamps back on my breasts, followed by the horrible metal teeth on my clit. 
 
    
 
   Flick Flick Flick.  There was a car in front of me.  Flick, Flick, Flick.  I remembered Kari and me standing in a field with Gary Johnson, me bent over, my jeans and panties around my ankles while Kari whipped my ass with a willow switch and I tried not to bite Gary's cock, which was in my mouth.  Flick, Flick, Flick, Flick.  Then I was walking that rope across my barn, icy hot and Tabasco sauce soaking alternating knots as I slowly sawed myself in half as I shuffled along the overly taut rope.  Flick Flick Flick Flick.  I suddenly wondered how Mistress Sara was going to cane my feet, ass, AND breasts, if I was tied up on a bench.  Flick Flick Flick Flick.  Then it was a hot summer's day at the Kemah Boardwalk, me in a bikini top and loose skirt, sans panties of course, with Kari, who had just purchased a push up pop.  We were sitting on a bench and she calmly lifted my skirt and proceeded to shove her orange flavored ice into my pussy.  Flick Flick Flick Flick.  I was in a dorm room, drinking Sangria and orange juice and vodka, impaled on someone's cock while another one went in and out of my mouth.   Flick Flick Flick Flick.
 
    
 
   Oh My GOD I was cumming!  My third orgasm.
 
    
 
   Taking off the alligator clamps after the third orgasm was even more terrible than the two times before.  Pain radiated through my breasts and my clit felt like someone had been giving me paper cuts and pouring lemon juice on them.  Just in one spot mind you.  Over an hour and a half had gone by.  Over a hundred cars had passed within a few feet of naked me and my flicking fingers.  My fore finger, middle finger, and ring finger of my right hand were all sore from the repeated flicks.  This time I cried real tears as the clamps came off.  When the crushing pain turned to throbbing hurt I reached down, hand trembling for the bottle of Stinging O.
 
    
 
   And I did it all again.  I can't even begin to explain how much my nipples hurt.  My clit was beyond that.  I inspected it before putting the alligator clamp back on it.   Red. Swollen to twice its size, with little red teeth marks on the clitoris and clitoral hood.  It looked like raw meat.  Shuddering, wishing I could stop, I once more squeezed the jumbo size alligator clamp open, positioned it over both my clitoral hood and the clitoris itself, and let it close. 
 
    
 
   I wonder what its like to be on fire.  Not a sunburn, but actual burning.  No, I'm not going to do it.  I'm not stupid obviously.  But I wonder how much difference there is in the pain I was feeling compared to having six inches of your forearm burned to a crisp.  I'm sure being burned is worse, especially since my agony was self-induced, which just makes me either stupid or a nympho humiliation PAIN slut.  The fact I kept cumming was a pretty good signal I was the latter.  The fresh coating of Stinging O wasn't as momentous either.  I was probably getting used to it, or the exquisite pain I was feeling was so much more powerful than the cooling tingling slowly heating discomfort of the oil.  I left the vibroballs at medium of course, wishing I could turn them to high.  But then I was ready.  There was nothing else to do but start.
 
    
 
   Flick Flick Flick. I remember the homecoming float our senior year.  Kari would have been prom queen if she had wanted to run, but she wasn't into that.  I remember us helping to build it, along with the giant daisy flower in the front.  It had a hole for a face and I ended up sitting there.  But before we started, Kari stuffed me with a vibrator on high and cuffed me.  I couldn't get out of the flower.  I couldn't stop the buzzing.  So I just sat there and came and came, over and over while the float went down our town's main street over toward the high school.  I remember seeing my parents waving and smiling while I tried to hide the orgasm I was having, keeping my pleasure, my distress, my need off my face.  Flick Flick Flick Flick Flick.  I remembered meeting Michael and his wife jenni for the first time, wearing this super revealing little black dress, black nipple clamps visible underneath the material, and stuffed with ben wa balls.  I teetered on the high heels.  They were so sweet.  So understanding.  So wonderful.  So loving. Why didn't we leave together?  I wanted to let them both use me, to take me, to hurt me.  I still wonder what I did wrong that night.  Flick Flick Flick Flick.  I'm crying, standing out in the rain.  It's the middle of summer and I'm half-naked, bent over the hood of my car.  The white dress I'm wearing is transparent but that means nothing, especially since it's pulled up around my waist. My bared breasts are pressed to the hot sizzling hood, heat streaming into my nipples even as Kari uses the wooden paddle to scorch my rear end.  I was late meeting her... flick flick flick flick. 
 
    
 
   The fourth orgasm was strong.  Convulsions rippled through me and I resisted the urge to grab the alligator clamp on my clit and twist.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I just sat there, gasping, shuddering, shaking, trembling until the waves ebbed and the adrenaline flooding my system began to dissipate.  Another car had come to a stop in front of my truck and the driver, a woman this time was looking at me.  I summoned the energy to wave and when I did she nodded and drove off.  
 
    
 
   Removing the alligator clamps almost was more than I could handle.  It was like having the worst sunburn of your life followed by someone giving you a vigorous massage.  With sand on their hands.  I actually curled up in a ball on the seat as my brain practically shut down from the agony.  When I could breath again I slowly sat up, staring resolutely out the windshield.  I cranked the vibroballs up to maximum, taking deep slow steady breaths.  I watched maybe five cars drive by.  Finally I reached for the Stinging O and once more dabbed the oil onto my nipples and clit, trying desperately to barely even touch them.  
 
    
 
   I waited of course.  The tingling began first, not nearly as intense as it had been when I first started, but when the coolness started to turn warm, I knew I was ready.  I took my alligator nipple clamps, held them up to each breast, and let them close.
 
    
 
   Ready is a misleading term.  I wasn’t ready.  Not really.  When those two metal jaws bit down on my nipples I felt like screaming.  It hurt.  A lot.  Like sharp needles being driven through my tits.  I’m sensitive on my nipples and those alligator clamps were the very thing that sends me, if I’m already aroused, into sexual abandon.  With my hips grinding away already thanks to the vibroballs roaring inside me, I grabbed my jumbo alligator clip.  It was hard to put it on.  My hands shook and I didn’t want to pincer the wrong spot.  Finally, with two hands steadying my grip, I positioned the metal teeth over my clit and the hood, letting them close steadily increasing pressure until the sensation became discomfort and discomfort led to “Oh My God, this HURTS!”  
 
    
 
   My brain was fried.  I tried to slip into day dreams, remembering past torments, sexcapades, parties, gangbangs, even more recent assignments.  But nothing came.  The throbbing of my clit was too much.  If I had just kept the clamps on through the five orgasms, I might have been okay.  But taking them on and off, re-lubing my clit and nipples with the Stinging O… it was just too much.  My right hand was down by my clit but I couldn’t bring myself to flick the alligator clamp chewing on my pussy.
 
    
 
   A car drove by.  Flick.  I almost jumped out of my seat.  Five seconds later another one came.  Flick.  A minute later another.  Flick.  With each car or truck that passed I flicked the jumbo alligator clamp, feeling my hips begin a herky jerk thrust pattern that soon had me gasping, wishing the vibroballs were cock and that I was tied spread-eagled to a bed.  Flick. Flick  Flick.  There were times when I went almost a whole minute not touching the clamp, and times when four or five cars hit the exit at the same time.  It was too random, too strung out, and I realized I needed to pick up the pace if I was actually going to cum. 
 
    
 
   So two flicks per car.
 
    
 
   Green sedan.  Flick flick.  White van.  Flick flick.  Red sports car.  Flick Flick.  Cream Lexus.  Flick Flick.  It went on.  Finally I felt myself ripening.  I was already turned on, already horny, already wanting release, but there is a difference between wanting and needing.  I NEEDED to orgasm at that point, and my fingers began flicking at the alligator clamp at a faster pace.  My hips jerked and thrust forward with every movement of my hand and the metal pincers flopped back and forth with my clit.  Like some demonic jewelry decoration, the clamp dangled down through my petals and I spread my legs even farther in order to feel the touch of the clamp.
 
    
 
   I remember flicking the clamp and then suddenly being unable to control myself.  I remember grabbing it and PUSHING it into my clit.  Pain exploded through me at the same time something ELSE exploded through me.  My body literally popped in fiery bliss as I screamed out loud, my orgasm overwhelming the pain, the hurt, the agony of my torment.  It was SO POWERFUL.  I squirted juices all over the floor of my truck cabin and I slid down beneath the dash in a quivering, blubbering mass of tear streaked barely conscious nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   I guess it was ten minutes later when I realized I needed to pick myself off the floor of the cab.  The center column was digging in my stomach, my clit and nipples were throbbing, and the vibroballs were still roaring in my pussy.  It wouldn’t do to get horny again.  Slowly I pulled myself up, grabbing hold of the steering wheel.  I managed to get back into my seat just in time to see the wide eyed look of astonishment and shock in his eyes.  I quickly dragged one arm across my tits while the other went down to cover my bare slit even as I pressed my legs together.  The clamp on my clit hurt.
 
    
 
   He just stood there, looking at me.  His car was parked askew of mine, as if he were just checking me out.  Early twenties, probably just a bit younger than me, dressed in slacks and a polo shirt and a leather coat opened down the front.  Finally I lowered my arm from across my chest, giving him a very clear and unimpeded view of my alligator clamped tits.  I unrolled the window (yes my truck is that old) and felt the cool air swirl into my truck.  My nipples were already hard, but they hardened more and I bit down the sudden new surge of pain.
 
    
 
   “Can I help you?” I asked politely, trying to keep my voice steady despite the throbbing hurt.
 
    
 
   “Uh…” was all that came out of his mouth.  Tits impairment, along with a big old dose of “Holy Shit!”  
 
    
 
   Ignoring my audience now, I reached up and squeezed open both clamps on my nipples.  I hissed, closing my eyes.  Oh God it hurt to take those off.   Then, looking straight at him, I reached down between my legs.  His eyes followed my hand.  My fingers found the jumbo alligator clamp and opened it, sending another lightning strike upward from my abused sex to my overloaded brain.  I didn’t just hiss, I squealed, hard, shaking like a leaf in a winter storm.  He just watched.  
 
    
 
   My chest heaving as I sucked in deep breaths, I turned back to look at him.  He was still shocked.  I reached for the vibroballs remote, but couldn’t find it without looking, so I glanced down, found the little plastic teardrop shaped controls and silenced the vibroballs.  Then I looked back at my voyeur.  
 
    
 
   “Did you come over to check on me?”  I asked.
 
    
 
   He nodded, still flabbergasted.  I guess my bare breasts helped with that.  
 
    
 
   “Awww… that’s sweet.” I smiled for him despite the residual agony I was feeling.  “Do you have a big cock?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He blinked.  No response.  Still speechless.  I grabbed my duster and popped the door open.  The vibroballs remote fell onto the concrete.  He had to take a step back.  I was stiff as I got out of the truck.  The door blocked the view of any passing cars as I pushed my arms into the duster.  Finally I buttoned it all up and stuck the remote into the inside pocket.  I was still barefoot of course, and the asphalt was cold on my toes, but I shoved the truck keys into my pocket, grabbed my purse, and then, eying the cold steel alligator clamps, took those too.
 
    
 
   I closed the door of my truck and locked it, then turned to my voyeur.  “All right, let’s go!  Your place of course!” and I walked over to his car.  He was still in shock, though now my breasts were concealed by the duster, at least now showing a little independent thought.  He followed me over to his car.  I stood at the passenger door, sort of hopping up and down.  The concrete was cold.
 
    
 
   He opened the car door and I got in.  The door closed and he moved around to the driver’s side door.  By the time he got in I had the duster unbuttoned and my tender red hard nipples exposed.  A moment later my pussy was also in view.  His eyes widened again and I leaned over, holding out my hand.  He did the expected thing and matched the move, palm up.  I dropped the alligator clamps into his fingers.  Again, a look of surprise.
 
    
 
   “What do I do with these?” he stammered.
 
    
 
   I grinned.  “The little ones go on my nipples.  The big one goes on my clit.  Then you flick it.” While he just looked at me in shock, I pulled the bottle of Stinging O out of my purse and rubbed a little into each nipple.  They tingled.  Then I did my slit.
 
    
 
   I turned slightly toward him and presented my breasts. He started with my left nipple.  Oh it hurt.  Yes it did. I was hissing and moaning, even whimpering.  Then he did my right nipple.  Throbbing pain.  He looked down between my legs as I parted my thighs.  I reached into my duster and grabbed the vibroballs remote and cranked it up to full power.  The vibrations roared through me and my hips churned.  I could barely hold still long enough for him to do what needed to be done.
 
    
 
   And then my clit was crushed, once more caught between the jaws of a metal monster with no feeling, no mind, sending both pleasure and pain up through me to my brain.  I spread my legs wide, leaned back, and gasped “please, hurry… I need to fuck you!”  The car took off and I closed my eyes.  But then I felt his hand on my leg, sliding across my thigh until it was close to my pussy.  I tensed.  No… was he?
 
    
 
   Flick. Oh God Yes He Was. Flick. Damn that hurts! Flick. Geeze I want to FUCK!  Flick.  God I need to cum!  
 
    
 
   Flick.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: valentinesday]Valentine’s Day
 
   02/12/11
 
   I was hiding it.  My moodiness.  My agitation.  My hurt feelings.  Was it one thing?  No.  But the picture and the comment was like a spike driven deep.  A man who screws a dozen girls is congratulated and called a stud.  A girl who fucks a dozen guys is castigated and called a slut.  I know. I’ve been laughed at, ridiculed for my dress, my behavior, or spreading my legs.  I'm just a shitty lock, aren't I?  And there are other issues, but the picture was the straw that broke the camel’s back.  Master Barrett wanted to know what I wanted to do for Valentine’s Day.  
 
    “Are you asking what I'll be in the mood for on Monday?  Or what I'm in the mood for doing on Monday?  There's a difference,” I said, my tone bleak.
 
    Barrett nodded.  “Mood for doing I think.”
 
    “So basically you're asking, with my current mood, what I want to have to do on Monday?”  I asked, wanting clarification.
 
    “Not exactly” he replied.  I cut him off.
 
   “Well, personally I'd like to be walking along a parking lot when suddenly a van pulls up.” I said, feeling the rush of anger and frustration and want and need in me.  “Two men should grab me and drag me into the van.  My clothes should be ripped off my body. Not taken, but RIPPED, PULLED, TORN off me.” I tell him.  There is silence.
 
    “I should be gagged and then cuffed and chained in a fetal position while one of them shoves an un-lubricated giant dildo into my pussy.”
 
    Barrett interrupts me, not sure where I am going with this.  “I'm asking, given that you will be fucked stupid on Saturday, what do you think you'll be able to do on Monday.”  There is a moment’s hesitation.  “Though I do like your idea,” he admits.
 
    I ignore him and continue.  “Then, on the drive to where ever, they take turns sticking a sharp screwdriver into my clit, my ass, my pussy, and along the bottoms of my feet.  They frequently slap my ass.”
 
    “I’m not sure I'll be able to arrange this though.” Barrett comments.
 
   I ignore him.  “When we get to where were going, my legs will be freed and I'll be dragged out of the van and into a warehouse.  A bed frame, with nothing but springs, will be in the center of the room, as well as a chair with no seat.  I'll be forced into the chair, bound to it and then they'll use a whip on my tits until I'm screaming into the gag and my breasts are streaked with welts and maybe even bleeding.  Then they'll shove one of those mechanical fucking machine dildos under me, attach clamps connected to a TENS unit to my clit and nipples, crank the power on both machines to full, and zap and fuck me at the same time.
 
    
 
   “After I'm nothing but a blubbering crying broken girl, they'll let me loose and I'll be fucked by every man there, repeatedly, in every hole, until I'm sore and can't even count the number of cocks that have been inside me.  Then I'll be moved to the bed frame and tied to it.  Spread Eagled.
 
    
 
   “They'll attach a vibrator to my clit and while I'm enduring the over-sensitivity, they'll put alligator clamps on my nipples.  Then a bucket of water will be dumped on top of me. A car battery will be brought out, with one end attached to the bed frame.  Then they’ll amuse themselves by touching the other end to my nipples, then clit. Back and forth. Over and over.
 
    
 
   “It will burn of course, but they won't care.
 
    
 
   “After I've passed out, been awoken, fucked again, and then electrified a second time, I'll be untied from the bed, dragged to the middle of the floor, and told to stand on a thin narrow wooden block.  A rope will be dropped down from the ceiling and wrapped around my tits, binding them tightly. My wrists will be bound behind my back.  A dildo on a long stick will be stuck up inside me and then wedged between the concrete and my pussy, lifting me up slightly off the wooden support.
 
    
 
   “Then the bastards clamp my tits and add those heavy weights.  The wooden block is kicked out from under me.  Now all my weight is either on the dildo stick or on my bound and stretched breasts.  I'm screaming.  They let me down after ten or twenty minutes, but not before having fun with a whip too.  As soon as my ass is as welted as my tits, I'm lowered.  The ropes are untied from my breasts, and a noose is made.  This goes around my neck.  A cot is brought forward and one of the guys lays down on it. I'm forced to straddle him and lower down, but they pull on the rope, forcing me to bounce. I can barely breathe.
 
    
 
   “I almost pass out as we fuck.  And fuck. And fuck.  I cum.  
 
    
 
   “We cycle through guys until every single one of them has cum inside me, filling me with cream.  I'm untied from the rope and then dragged to a corner and hosed off. The water is cold and stings.  They hold my legs open, rinsing my privates, forcing the hose up into my pussy, rinsing me out.
 
    
 
   “A blindfold is applied.  Someone writes something on my ass, my tits, and then I'm loaded into the van again.  We drive, me bound, trying to ignore the vibrator they've shoved up inside me, on high, or the nipple clamps chewing on my breasts.  I hear the ocean.  
 
    
 
   “There is sand under my feet. It's dark. I can tell that much.
 
    
 
   “I'm unbound for a moment, and then kicked hard between the legs, a blow that brings a cry of agony to my lips.  I fold into the sand, dropping like a rock.  They pull me into a spread eagled position and there are ropes and hammering.  I'm bound spread open. 
 
    
 
   “Then the sounds fade.  I'm left like that.  I squirm, trying to free myself.  Nothing.
 
    
 
   “I feel the sun rise. I can't see it.  But I feel it.  There is no one passing.  No sounds but birds.  Several gulls have landed near me, but my shouts have frightened them off.
 
    
 
   “I'm scared of them trying to eat me. Alive.
 
    
 
   “The sun is hot.  It starts baking me.  Thirsty. Hot. Cooking.
 
    
 
   “My skin begins to burn.  It hurts.  Agony.  Please...
 
    
 
   “Then I hear something... someone... I call for help and there are footsteps.  I beg, I plead. I ask for water.  Instead I feel someone move between my outstretched legs.  Something wet and oily is poured on my pussy.  I gasp as a cock is forced inside me.
 
    
 
   “The pressure of his body against mine hurts... my nipples... still clamped, ache and burn.  He cums.  Stands.  I feel droplets of his fluid on my skin.  Oil... 
 
    
 
   “And then he leaves.  My voice is gone.  I scream silently...
 
    
 
   “The sun goes down.  I am barely conscious.
 
    
 
   “Someone is untying me.  Water is poured in my mouth and I'm lifted and dragged to a vehicle.  No ropes are necessary.  They throw me into the back of the van.  I feel something between my legs.  It’s one of them.  Another cock.  More oil.  It just hurts.  He pumps then flicks my clit.  Non-stop.  I can't help it.  I orgasm.  I cum and it hurts.  I still can’t scream. 
 
    
 
   “The van stops in the parking lot I was abducted from, a full day later.  I'm dumped, naked, thirsty, hurting, burned, raped, fucked, with a vibrator duct taped into my pussy, nipples clamped and weighted.  And I can't even summon the strength to move.  It just hurts, it just so intense.  I'm found by a good Samaritan hours later, who calls the police, the paramedics, and soon I'm at the hospital.  
 
    
 
   “The doctor comes in to treat me and I shudder, thinking I recognize that touch, that  laugh, that grunt and I tell the police nothing. I know what the doctor will do to me...
 
    
 
   “What I want him to do to me… them to do to me…especially if I say nothing.
 
    
 
   I turn back and look at Master Barrett.  “That's what I'm currently in the mood to do on Monday. Happy Valentine’s Day.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: ahotlatte]A Hot Latte
 
    
 
   02/14/11
 
    
 
   I know.  You want to know what happened on Saturday, don’t you?  Everyone does.  I’ve been getting emails about it in fact.  Even got chastised a little for leaking little bits of it on my twitter account.  But what you’re about to read isn’t what happened on Saturday.  I’m only now getting over it and I’ll probably start writing that up on Monday.  So why didn’t I write it up starting Sunday?  Well, I still had to tell you about what happened on Friday.  
 
    
 
   Friday was a tough day for me.  Things got emotional. I was feeling… nervous about Saturday.  Seriously, wouldn’t you be too?  I mean how often is it that you put your naked body in the hands of practical strangers, who have orders to apply “strict obedience training” to you, and then plan on actually making you fuck not one, but five different dogs?  Wouldn’t you be a little out of sorts?
 
    
 
   And then there was the Valentine’s Day conversation, which I see Michael has already posted on the blog.  I was a tad bit moody when talking to Master Barrett and that came out in the rushing mixture of anger, sadness, some self-condemnation, and the revelation that I’m a shitty lock.  Yes, that’s right. A shitty lock.  See, a key that opens tons of locks is called a MASTER key.  A lock that opens for a ton of keys… is called a shitty lock.  Trust me, I understand the symbolism here.
 
    
 
   In any event, I ended up signing off from the messenger in a fit, actually leaving more than one friend dangling.  I’ve already apologized, but I didn’t get back on till Sunday.  By then I had recovered.  Mistress Ellen’s Doghouse assignment was finished. I survived the extreme humiliation inflicted upon me, and may even have a new friend next time.  I mean, next time I’m at Mistress Ellen’s.  Maybe. I don’t know.  And no… she didn’t adopt a dog.
 
    
 
   So what happened Friday?  Just read.
 
    
 
   I sat for about fifteen minutes in the parking lot.  It wasn’t because I didn’t have anything to do.  It was because of what I HAD to do.  My stomach was doing the normal flip flopping that preceded every time I was about to do something so insane.  I had left over an hour ago, which was way more time than I really needed, but I had spent a few minutes changing out of my usual blue jeans, tee shirt, and duster and put on the denim flared skirt and white cotton blouse.  The skirt was relatively short.  In fact, I could feel the vinyl of my seat on my bare bottom UNDER the skirt.  I wasn’t wearing any panties either, something that was necessary for this assignment.
 
    
 
   My blouse, which would normally have qualified as elegant or even professional based upon its cut, slid down into the “slutty” category due to the face that the material was so thin that had I been wearing a bra it would have been perfectly visible.  As it was now my nipples were blurrily clear through the thin cotton and the sharp points of my nubs pressed against the cloth.
 
    
 
   The last part of my outfit did even more to make me look like the slut I am: a pair of platform heels with crystal four inch soles and a rather high eight inch heel.  They pushed me almost to six feet, which made me a little dizzy from the height.  It was also tough to drive in them so I slipped my feet out of my flip flops and shoved them into the stripper shoes.
 
    
 
   And I sat there.
 
    
 
   I had to do it of course.  It was an assignment that I agreed to.  No way out of it.  I had done my best to pick a slow time, and I could see that the dining area was practically empty.  Finally I took a deep breath, grabbed my purse, and got out of the car.  I hurried across the parking lot.  It was sunny, but still pretty cool and I wished I had been able to wrap my duster around me.  As it was, I almost tripped in the shoes, ending the assignment before it had even begun, but I recovered, one hand on the door frame.
 
    
 
   I stepped into the coffee shop, warmth and delicious smells surrounding me.  I love these places.  Come in, get a warm drink, sit in your chair and read a book or a magazine and just… relax.  Well I wasn’t exactly here to relax.  Slowly I stepped up to the counter.  The barista looked at me, her eyes taking in my outfit in about five seconds and classifying me as slut almost as instantly.  She was polite though as I bit my lip and ordered.
 
    
 
   “I’d like a tazo chai latte and an extra cup of just hot water please,” I ordered.
 
    
 
   “Name?” she asked.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne,” I replied.  
 
    
 
   “Anything else?” She asked, somewhat haughtily.  I shook my head.  Yes. I am a slut.  A nympho humiliation pain slut, but I was there under orders.  All this went through my head but I didn’t say anything.
 
    
 
   I paid for my drinks and moved to the end of the counter as another barista worked the steam machine and mixed the tazo chai and the milk together.  I was nervous of course.  There were four other guests, three of whom were male and I was the new floor show.  I was painfully aware that my skirt was too short.  Oh, my ass wasn’t exactly showing.  But if I had bent over to pick up a quarter from off the floor, I would have been showing a lot of cheek.  That and my shoes, bare toes, and very thin sheer shirt were making me the item of the hour.
 
    
 
   Finally I got my drinks and I thanked the guy behind the machine with a soft word and smile.  Slowly, I threaded my way through the tables until I was able to sit down at one of the tables in the back.  I was facing out, clearly visible to two of the guys still watching me.  The third guy was now slightly out of sight and the other girl in the place, who was near my own age and typing away on a lap top was sitting three tables away from me along the same wall.
 
    
 
   When I sat down I felt my skirt rise, making sure that my bare bottom came in contact with the cushioned padding of my seat.  I kept my knees pressed together, but noticing that I was still attracting attention from the two guys across the dining area from me, I bit my lip and parted my legs slightly.  Probably not enough to let them see anything but shadowed darkness, but enough to keep them entranced and looking.  I took a sip of my latte and then opened my purse.
 
    
 
   I had purchased and even tested the metal tube several days before.  It was nothing more than a hermetically sealed cigar tube, designed to keep air and humidity from affecting the tobacco product.   It was about fourteen inches long, had a screw on cap, and was made of machined aluminum.  It had cost me about nineteen bucks.  Not bad for a new sex toy, right?
 
    
 
   I put the tube on the table in front of me, right next to my two cups.  Slowly I unscrewed the tube.  A quick glance over at the girl to my left demonstrated she had no interest whatsoever.  Another look up and both men across from me quickly looked down at their own reading material.  But I could see that both tilted their heads to look at me from under the brows.  When the tube was uncapped, I lifted it up with one hand and picked up the cup of hot water.  
 
    
 
   I poured the steaming fluid into the tube.  Some of it spilled, but there was more than enough to fill the metal cylinder up to the brim and I quickly screwed the cap back on, making sure it was tight and nothing leaked out.  I could feel the metal heating up already.  
 
    
 
   My audience (I call them that because that’s what they were, despite their pathetic attempts to appear NOT to be looking at me), were now quite interested.  I could see the quizzical looks on their faces.  What on earth was I going to do with a cigar tube, right?
 
    
 
   This was where it got dicey for me.  I pulled the tube back against my stomach and then lowered it down to my lap.  It was now sitting on the narrow strip of skirt covering my pussy.  I could actually feel the heat from it now.  Then, ignoring my thumping heart, I moved the cylinder down between my thighs.  I deliberately didn’t look over at the two guys pretending to drink their coffees and read their books. I knew if I did they would look away.
 
    
 
   Slowly I inched the cylinder up between my legs.  I had to spread them farther apart of course.  The metal was hot against my thighs, hotter than my test had been.  For a moment I wondered if I should let it cool a bit more, but that wasn’t part of the assignment.  The cylinder had to go in the moment I filled it up.  I pushed a little more until I felt the tip touch my slit, just below my clit.  In an instant my pussy tightened up but also gushed as the heat seared my petals. I gasped out loud, earning a look from the girl sitting down the row from me.  A quick glance at my voyeurs showed enraptured looks.  I’m sure they couldn’t really see, but they KNEW what I was doing.
 
    
 
   I moved the cylinder downward slightly, pushing, spreading, probing myself with the smooth rounded tip of the cigar tube, inserting it slightly into myself.  I couldn’t help trembling as the burning sensation spread through my petals.  I pushed the tube a few more inches in and felt the heat spear into me, burying itself inside me like a hot brick under the blankets.  I shuddered as more of the cylinder went in and finally my hand managed to push most of the heated rod into my well.  I pulled my hand away, blushing scarlet, even as my hips suddenly pumped with a thrust that would have done even Michael Jackson proud.  I couldn’t help it; the cylinder was just so HOT.  I felt as if I were sitting on a chair made of pins and needles.  And things were not getting easier.  I quickly took a gulp of my latte, enjoying the taste but still dealing with the uncomfortable post I was now technically sitting on.
 
    
 
   I tried to drink quickly.  Granted, it wouldn’t allow me to leave, but it would move me to the next stage of my humiliation.  I had to keep the hot cylinder in my pussy until I had finished my latte.  I sucked it down quicker and quicker, even as my bottom wouldn’t stay on the seat.  My hips were jerking wildly, trying to deal with the simmering in my pot.  My muscles were contracting, and while I know I wasn’t being burned, I sure was feeling the singe.  No doubt I looked like I had ants in my pants I was jerking around so much, and in a clearly sexual manner.  I felt beads of perspiration come up on my forehead as my body began trying to cool itself off. I felt hot and resisted the urge to remove my shirt and fan my breasts.
 
    
 
   Suddenly one of the men across the dining area stood up.  I thought he was leaving, but instead he picked up his cup and magazine and approached me. I almost panicked right then.  
 
    
 
   “Hi! Can I join you?” he asked.  The other guy was now looking daggers toward us as he scooted out the chair opposite me and sat down.
 
    
 
   “Um… yes. I guess so,” I replied, privately mortified.  I was having trouble sitting still, since my hips were doing this rather sexually explicit grinding pump.
 
    
 
   “So do you come here often?”  He asked, clearly not knowing where to begin.
 
    
 
   “Nope” I shook my head.  It was true. I picked a coffee shop FAR away from my regular haunts.  That’s why it took half an hour to get here.
 
    
 
   He didn’t know what to make of that. “So… whatcha drinking?”  
 
    
 
   “Tazo Chai.”  Again, I shortened my answer.  I wasn’t in a mood for chit chat, especially since my overheated sex was beginning to respond in predictable ways to having something stuck up inside it.  I took another sip of my latte, wondering how long I was going to be subjected to a cross examination.  
 
    
 
   He waited though, looking at me fidget.  Finally he pursed his lips and nodded.  “Not very talkative are you?”
 
    
 
   For the first time I laughed.  “Under the right circumstances you can’t get me to shut up,” I replied, more my usual self.  That is, my usual self while stuffed with a fourteen inch, relatively hot, metal cylinder wedged between the seat my cervix.
 
    
 
   “What circumstances are those?” he asked, clearly intrigued.  
 
    
 
   I suddenly grinned.  “I’m not sure I’m ready to tell you.”
 
    
 
   He changed tacks “That’s a novel outfit you’re wearing.”
 
    
 
   I could tell he was fishing for information.  Who was I?  What was I doing?  And more importantly, where did the metal cylinder go?  I wasn’t playing. “I’m glad you like it,” was all I said.
 
    
 
   See, when you’re being interrogated, keep your answers short.  They’re going to ask you open ended questions or make comments that encourage you to spill your guts.
 
    
 
   “So… what do you like to do for fun?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Oh… the answers I could give to that, right?  I almost wish I had replied “well, I like going to coffee shops, ordering hot water, pouring it into a fourteen inch metal cylinder, and then shoving it into my pussy.”  But I didn’t say that.  I shrugged instead.
 
    
 
   You might be wondering why I was tolerating this at all.  All I really needed to do was chug my latte and waddle on out of there, right?  I would have done that except for one thing.  Master Barrett’s assignment included just two more little items.  I had to leave the cylinder inside me until I was done with my drink.  But I wasn’t allowed to leave until I had cum.
 
    
 
   Yeah.  I had to orgasm INSIDE the coffee shop.  And now not only did I have an audience, I had a companion too.  Great, just great.
 
    
 
   But then I had a thought. (Yes. I think too, not just fuck.)  And I realized that my drinking companion already had made up his mind about me.  I was DRESSED like a slut.  I was wearing fuck me shoes.  My skirt was too short.  There was little doubt he could see the outlines of my nipples pressed against the front of my shirt.  Lastly, I was still doing a somewhat curious hip thrusting, bounce up and down fidget in my seat.  It was this last bit he focused on next.
 
    
 
   “You seem a bit uncomfortable,” he said.
 
    
 
   “I am uncomfortable,” I replied, readying my broadside.
 
    
 
   “How come?” he asked nonchalantly.
 
    
 
   I leaned forward intently, ignoring the sudden spasm rippling through my pussy from the change in position.  The cigar tube dug in a little deeper and my sex tightened around it, pulsing.  “I’ve got a fourteen inch long cigar tube filled with hot water stuck up inside my pussy,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   Revelation can be a hard thing, both for the person who is doing the revealing and the person who is suddenly enlightened.  Granted, I’m pretty sure all I was doing was confirming his suspicions, but having me come forward like that and just ADMIT it, was almost more than my drinking companion could handle.  He actually rocked back, eyes widening and took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   He let out a sort of half chuckle, more in astonishment than amusement.  “Can I ask… is there some reason you’re doing this?  It sounds kinky.”
 
    
 
   I smiled again.  It was getting harder not to rock my hips.  Maybe having an orgasm in there wouldn’t be so hard after all.  I could feel it building up.  “It’s an assignment,” I replied.
 
    
 
   Now it was his turn to look incredulous.  “An assignment?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Yep.  All of it.  Dressing like a slut, coming in here, ordering a drink and hot water, publically filling the tube, and then pushing it up in my pussy.  And that’s just the start.”
 
    
 
   He was truly intrigued now.  He leaned forward, eyes bright and intent.  “What’s the rest?”
 
    
 
   I leaned forward again, my voice dropping down to a whisper. “I have to orgasm before I can leave.”
 
    
 
   “Seriously?”
 
    
 
   I pressed my lips together and bobbed my head.
 
    
 
   “Wow.” Then he took another sip of his drink.  I joined him.  My latte was almost gone.
 
    
 
   “So do you do these assignments often?” he asked, putting down his cup.
 
    
 
   “Two or three a week usually, but sometimes more, sometimes less.  Then I have to write about them on a sex blog.”
 
    
 
   He blinked at that.  “Really?  That’s fascinating.  It must make for some fantastic reading.”
 
    
 
   I laughed.  “Well it sure beats reading War and Peace.  Just think… by this time next week you’ll be a character in one of my blog posts.”
 
    
 
   “I will?” He seemed a little disturbed by the thought.
 
    
 
   “Sure” I said.  “You approached me during an assignment.  We’re chatting.  And I’m almost done with my latte which means I’m allowed to remove the tube.  Of course I may NOT take it out yet, since I’d be stuck here for hours unless I orgasm.  But you’re here which has made the story more interesting if nothing else.  So of course you’ll be in the post.  Here.  Here’s my card.”  I pulled one of the stupid business cards Michael had printed up for me out of my purse.  It was simple.  Just a few wavy lines and in yellow: Breanne Erikson, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  Michael Alexander Stories.  Plus it had my email address: Breanne@michaelalexanderstories.com.
 
    
 
   “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut?” he asked after a moment.  
 
    
 
   “It’s a title,” I replied.  
 
    
 
   “So what does it take to be a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut?” he asked, a little too loudly.  I glanced over to my left.  The girl who was sitting two tables over had glanced over at us.  She looked away when I peeked at her, but I could tell she was now listening.  Great.  Another member of the audience joins in.  Sigh…
 
    
 
   “There are some rules you have to follow,” I explained.  “It’s very demanding.”  A sudden surge of wetness between my legs told me that if I didn’t want to have to orgasm twice I needed to finish my latte and get on with my assignment.  But talking about being a NHPS was getting to me.
 
    
 
   “Like what kind of rules?” he asked.  His voice clearly carried several tables over.
 
    
 
   I was beginning to have some trouble between my legs.  I moved one hand down into my lap and pulled my skirt upward a bit until I could touch the metal tube.  I un-wedged it from between the seat and my cervix, all while trying to maintain a static smile in front of my drinking companion.  With my other hand I picked up the latte and drained it down.  I set the empty cup on the table next to the half filled cup of hot water.
 
    
 
   “Rule #1 is that I have to be stuffed at all times.  I have to keep cock or at least a sex toy inside my pussy at all times, so I’m always wet and ready.”  I too said it more loudly than I should have.  But I was having trouble keeping my voice steady.  I slid the tube halfway out and then pushed it back in again.
 
    
 
   Have you ever masturbated and tried not to let anyone know?  Seriously, get a blanket someday, go out to the park, and masturbate.  You have to keep them from seeing the movement, plus keep your face completely expressionless.  It’s hard.  And my right arm was clearly moving under the table, a fact my drinking companion had not missed, despite the fact he hadn’t said anything.
 
    
 
   “Are there any other rules?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, swallowing.  My pussy was beginning to clench.  The heat had dissipated to a point where the tube was merely warm, rather than scalding hot, making it the perfect temperature.  “Rule #2 says I’m supposed to be ready for a punishment or torture at anytime, for anyone, anywhere.” My chest shuddered as I tried to control the pleasure I was feeling between my legs. It was very very difficult.
 
    
 
   “That’s quite an open ended rule,” my drinking partner replied.
 
    
 
   “I know.”
 
    
 
   “I mean, with a rule like that, you might be left at the whim of someone like me!” he said with a chuckle.  
 
    
 
   “Would you punish me or torture me?” I asked softly.
 
    
 
   He leaned back for a moment.  “I might.” 
 
    
 
   I began pumping the cylinder in and out. Lightly of course, but there was little doubt about what I was doing.  My right arm moved steadily as I moved the cylinder in and out.
 
    
 
   “What would you do to me?” I asked.
 
    
 
   This is usually the point where I discover what kind of person I’m dealing with.  Most men are not equipped to deal with a girl like me.  Their idea of torture and punishment is a light spanking after dinner, then making love.  Or maybe being put in handcuffs and tied to the bed.  That’s all.  My idea of torture and punishment is a little more intense, as you know doubt already know.  And confronted with this question, most men fail my immediate “should you become my next dom” test.
 
    
 
   Remember, if a NHPS ever asks you what you want to do to her, give her the most exotic, intense, painful, sexually exciting scenario you can possibly think of.  Add lots of whippings, spankings, clamps, hot wax, rope, public humiliation, cock sucking, and any other interesting fetishes you have ever dreamed about.
 
    
 
   My drinking companion unfortunately was in category one, rather than category two.  He tried for romance, rather than rough sex.  
 
    
 
   “Maybe a light dinner, some wine, then take you back to my place and coat your body with oil before putting you in some handcuffs and making you cry out in ecstasy.” He said sensuously.  Blech, how vanilla and boring.
 
    
 
   “That doesn’t sound like torture or punishment,” I replied, clearly expressing my disapproval.  The only good thing going on now was the fact that I was going to cum soon.  
 
    
 
   My response clearly confused him.  Wrong answer.  Oops.  
 
    
 
   “Uh… well, what do YOU like?” he asked, to cover his mistake.
 
    
 
   My tone was a bit scathing.  “So you want me to tell you how the date should go?  Isn’t that a bit awkward?  The sex slut plans her own date?”  I punctuated this with a rather explicit moan, making my current masturbatory efforts now somewhat public.  The girl two tables over gave us both a dirty look.
 
    
 
   “Well, I wasn’t meaning… look, I’m just not…”
 
    
 
   I cut him off.  “You’re not into kinky. I get it.  If you check out my blog be prepared for some real masochism though.  I don’t do things light.” I replied.  Of course this sentence came out with little gasps throughout, right where I shoved the cigar tube back into myself.  
 
    
 
   “I didn’t mean to offend you.” He said stiffly.
 
    
 
   “I’m… not… offended.” I said, gasping out the words.  I was close.  “You… just… aren’t… right for… me.” The cylinder was moving pretty quickly now.
 
    
 
   He looked crestfallen.  “Well, I just don’t understand.   What do you want?”
 
    
 
   It was the girl two tables over who responded.  “Idiot.  She wants you to spank her and whip her and make it hurt!”
 
    
 
   It was right then when my pussy decided it had had enough.  It clenched tightly in spasms and I let out a whimpering moan through clenched teeth as the orgasm rocked through me.  I trembled, bracing myself between the seat and the table, my hips doing this herky jerky shake that rattled me to the core.  Or maybe it was my core rattling the rest of me.  I’m just not sure.  I guess we can experiment with that later.
 
    
 
   Both my drinking companion and the girl two tables down watched, one in astonishment and one in expectation.  As I came down from cloud nine I was greeted by silence.  I looked around the coffee shop.  Except for these two, my orgasm had gone unnoticed.  Slowly I started to calm down, my breath the only thing revealing the levels of physical exertion that I had just endured.  With the hand still in my lap, I extracted the cigar tube from my pussy.  It squelched for some reason as I extracted it.  I brought it out from under the table, its glistening length making it clear where it had just come from.  I dropped the end in the half filled cup of water, swirled it around, and then used a napkin to wipe the rest of my cream from its length. I would have sucked it clean, but I thought that might be taking things a bit far.  But I did twist off the top and pour the now luke-warm water back into the cup.
 
    
 
   Then I put the cylinder in my purse and stood up.
 
    
 
   “Thanks for the conversation.  Enjoy reading the blog.” I said with a smile.  I took a step away, but then felt a hand on my wrist.  I whirled, expecting to have to break free of him, but it wasn’t my drinking companion.  It was the girl from two tables over.
 
    
 
   “Can I have one of those cards?” she asked, lips curved up in a smile.  One loose strand of brown chocolate hair came down off her forehead.  She was thin, elegant, and dressed like a professional.  I smiled.  Another card appeared and I handed it to her.  She looked down at it.
 
    
 
   “I look forward to reading your blog, Breanne.  I’ll be in touch,” was all she said.
 
    
 
   I stumbled again on my way out to my Saturn coupe.  Damn shoes.  I rolled my eyes and sighed.  It’s the price we nympho humiliation pain sluts pay.  Fuck me shoes and public orgasms.
 
    
 
   But we love it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: doghouse]Doghouse
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   02/16/11
 
    
 
   Saturday morning I climbed into my truck, tossed my bag of toys in the seat beside me, and turned the key in the ignition.  I was nervous of course.  Who wouldn’t be, right?  To help settle my nerves I grabbed the remote to the vibroballs and turned it up a notch.  I needed the distraction.  My pussy quivered and I held my breath for a moment as my body adjusted to the increased stimulation.  Slowly I put my boot on the accelerator as I put the gear into drive and I moved off down the driveway.
 
    
 
   Don’t worry. I know I’m not supposed to drive while being vibrated. I wasn’t going far.
 
    
 
   As soon as I got off our property I pulled over to the side of the road.  It was a breezy morning, but not terribly cold.  Sure, I still had my duster, and I’d be wearing it, but Kari’s instructions had been pretty specific.  I was to arrive at her place by eight o’clock, naked, unstuffed, with a set of specific toys.  Those were in the bag, and let me tell you her list made me nervous.   There were some things in there that weren’t the most pleasant sex toys ever.  Unless you happen to be a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   I put the truck in park and cranked up the vibroballs to full.  I moaned quite a bit as my pussy convulsed around the two elliptical objects buzzing inside me.  Had I reached down, even for a moment, and placed any amount of pressure on my clit, I would have cum.  Instead I got out of the truck.  I moved to the front and took off my duster.  I laid it neatly on the hood and then started unbuttoning my shirt.  It was a long sleeve number, teal of course, leaning more to the blue end than the green, but it was warm.  I shivered a little bit, and not from the vibroballs either, as I shucked out of the shirt, folded it, and laid it on the hood.
 
    
 
   My jeans went next, which left me in just bra and panties.  I had placed the remote on the hood.  I started to hurry, not because I was worried about being seen, but because I had goose bumps.  I tugged off my bra, my nipples hardening in about three milliseconds, and then I pushed my panties down my bare legs and off my feet.  I grabbed my duster and swirled it around myself, trembling.  I dropped the remote into the inside pocket, buttoned the whole thing up, and then grabbed my clothing and tippy toed through the gravel back to the cab.  
 
    
 
   Kari had said I didn’t need shoes and I had stupidly forgotten to bring even my flip flops.  So I drove barefoot.  I cranked the heater up, set it to both floor and vent, and took off. I stopped about twenty feet later to turn off the vibroballs.  Then I took off again.  The drive to Kari’s apartment wasn’t bad.  It took the usual forty minutes, even with weekend traffic, and I enjoyed the warm feeling, wondering if any of my fellow road hogs suspected that the pretty red head in the truck was naked under that coat.  After a while, I started getting warm so I unbuttoned it.  I didn’t put on a show, but if anyone had really looked, they would have been able to tell that I wasn’t wearing anything under the duster.
 
    
 
   I pulled up to Kari’s apartment complex, punching in the code to get in through the gate. I parked as close to her apartment as possible, since I was well aware that I’d be leaving my duster in the truck.  Kari had a very simple rule.  If I had to come to her apartment, I had to do it appropriately dressed, and in Kari’s lexicon, that meant nude.  It was a twenty second run from the parking lot to her door, but I’ve done it so many times that I shucked out of my duster, removed the vibroballs (yes I licked them clean before putting them away,) grabbed my bag, and got out of the truck.
 
    
 
   And then got right back in again as two guys in a coupe came around the corner.  I sort of shrank down as they drove past, hiding my nudity behind the dash.  They never even looked at me.  When my heart stopped racing, I tried again.  This time I locked the truck and took off, my bare feet slapping on the cold asphalt.  I got up on the sidewalk and ran down the corridor, past about a dozen units before taking the stairwell up to the third floor.  I ran along the balcony, slowing as I did because I didn’t want to attract attention and because Kari didn’t appreciate it when I showed up breathing hard.   She once told me that I needed to walk.  I told her I didn’t want to be arrested for public indecency.  She just laughed.
 
    
 
   I know.  It’s one of my hard limits.  But Kari gets away with shit.  I’ve actually been detained by the police once for being naked in public.  It was my freshman year at school and Kari had ordered me to strip and skinny dip in the fountain one night as we were crossing the school campus.  It had been meant as a private show for her, and to humiliate me, since it was still the first semester and I wasn’t used to doing so much public stuff.  A bike cop had shown up, rolling out of the darkness and Kari used her amazing ability to get me off the hook.
 
    
 
   It also took a body cavity search.  But that’s another story.  
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and waited for my heart to slow down as I stood in front of Kari’s door.  Then I knocked.
 
    
 
   It opened after about ten seconds and I saw Kari there, in jeans and a pretty red blouse.  The jeans were designer, and must have cost about two hundred bucks.  The jeans I had been wearing earlier cost twenty bucks and came from Wal-Mart.  Mine looked like they could stand mucking out a stall.  Her jeans looked like they could handle MAYBE a walk through a mall.  
 
    
 
   See? I’m not jealous.  Not at all.  Okay.  Maybe just a little bit.  Kari is just so damn successful.  I know she got a big boost from her dad with start-up funds, but geeze, she rakes in six figures a year and I’m lucky to bank away thirty grand.  Of course, I have absolutely no over head and there are some other benefits about living with your parents, which I can’t go into, but still…
 
    
 
   I wonder what it would be like to be rich.
 
    
 
   Kari grabbed me, hugged me, and pulled me into the warm dwelling.  As usual, the place was immaculate.  Not a speck of dust anywhere.  Nothing out of place.  Even the couch pillows were properly pluffed.  I put my bag down under the small door table where Kari kept her keys.  God knows what would have happened had I dumped it on the couch.
 
    
 
   Robert was sitting on the couch, just as naked as I was.  However, unlike me, he was already in bondage.  His arms and legs were free, but his cock had been stuffed into a hose like contraption that curved under his crotch and was connected to the back of a belt wrapped around his waist.  In essence, it was like a thong bikini, except his dick made the thong.  I could also see that there was some sort of vibrating toy stuffed into the hose.  I felt sorry for him.  It couldn’t be comfortable.  I know from experience that a man’s tip can be very sensitive and with his cock in a position preventing a hard-on, combined with non-stop stimulation of the tip, and I knew he’d have a tough time.  I wondered how long he had been stuffed in the thing.
 
    
 
   But he greeted me with a warm smile and a verbal hello.  I grinned back at him and smiled.  Robert and I shared something special.  We both have served under Kari and understand her.  In fact, Robert is the longest lasting boy toy Kari has ever had.  He’s lasted well over a year, in fact I think he’s almost to two years.  Not sure though.  I’d have to ask.  He’s perfectly suited to Kari though.  He’s handsome, muscular, flexible, polite, demure, very manly, and a closet submissive.  He’s also a day trader on the stock market.  He keeps asking for money to invest for me, but I’m scared to play the slot machines much less the stock market.  Kari tortures him constantly, so I have no idea how he actually manages to work.  But he does.  
 
    
 
   “I have a present for you,” Kari announced.  I turned toward my former and current Mistress.  “I hope Mistress Ellen approves of it.” 
 
    
 
   She pulled an item out from behind her back and I winced.  The first thing I noticed was the fur.  It was a tail, about a foot long and very fluffy.  From the way Kari was bending it, I was pretty sure there was some metal inside so you could form it.  But what really got to me was the fact that it was attached, quite permanently by the way, to the biggest black rubber butt plug I’ve ever seen, owned, or had shoved up my ass.
 
    
 
   Kari knows I don’t like butt plugs.
 
    
 
   “Get on all fours,” she ordered.  I complied immediately.  Not to do so would have resulted in some serious discomfort, not that I wasn’t about to experience serious discomfort anyway.  I shuddered as I arched my back, lifting my ass upward.  I felt Kari press the anal plug to my bottom, but she slid it downward and started pushing it part way into my pussy.  I know what she was doing.  She wanted my own lubrication to handle the plug.  
 
    
 
   Usually, when I go out on an assignment that I suspect I might get something up my ass, I pre-lubricate myself.  I know.  It’s weird, isn’t it?  But it’s a hell of a lot better than taking something dry.  I use a non-water soluble mineral oil, much like baby oil, but with some citrus scent to it.  I have a special applicator that allows me to squirt about a teaspoon’s worth of oil up into my ass, which helps me stay clean, smooth, and undamaged.
 
    
 
   I hadn’t done it that morning.  I wasn’t expecting a plug. It hadn’t been on the list of things to bring.
 
    
 
   I started to moan though as the thick plug pushed into my pussy.  Kari kept ramming it in deeper and when she reached around and started to rub my clit I gasped and started thrusting back to meet her movements.  Just as I was getting close to cumming, she yanked the plug out of my pussy, moved it to my ass, and used my own thrust backward to start the implantation.
 
    
 
   I cried out.  It wasn’t what I was hoping for, but after the initial clenching of the buttocks, I tried to relax and Kari worked the plug into my anus.  God it was big.  It was huge.  It felt huge.  Finally it slipped home, my sphincter locking around the base.  I now had a huge tail waving above my rear end.
 
    
 
   “Aw!  What a cute little puppy!” Kari exclaimed, rubbing my head as if I were a dog.
 
    
 
   She stood up, went to my bag, and rifled through it for a moment.  My dog collar, complete with the little “Breanne” tag she had bought me, came out and she quickly locked it around my throat.  The leash followed.  I was then paraded around the apartment, still on all fours, still desperate, dragged forward by the leash.
 
    
 
   Kari marched me back to where Robert was sitting.  He was ordered to spread his legs and scoot forward to the edge of the couch.  I could now CLEARLY see the nature of his torment.  His balls had been smashed to the sides, the hose pushing his testicles apart.  The whole thing was pulsing and I think that Robert was actually FUCKING the hose.  His face was flushed, though still outwardly calm.  I could see a bit of oil or fluid leaking from the end of the hose, coating the base of his cock.
 
    
 
   “Lick his balls like a good little puppy” Kari told me, pointing at Robert’s groin.  “I’ve got a few things to do and then we’ll go.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t hesitate but immediately drove my nose up between Robert’s thighs.  I’ve given Robert blowjobs before, even screwed him silly.  Once I even participated in milking him: a sixteen hour tag team affair that ended with him sobbing in agony, even as he was cumming inside Kari.
 
    
 
   Robert is also incredibly clean, shaved, rarely eats red meat, garlic, or onions, or drinks beer.  This makes even his cum taste good.  So I had no second thoughts about licking his balls, no matter how distasteful that might seem to some.  I pressed my nose up to the cock hose restraint and began licking.  He moaned and then whimpered.  I felt his hand on my head and he began rubbing my hair, stroking me even as I moved over to the other side of the restraint and licked his other testicle.  I tried to suck one into my mouth, but the way the hose was pulled back between his legs made it impossible.  So I stayed with licking.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t long before Robert’s breathing got a little heavier and my heart went out to him.  You have to understand, I love Robert.  Oh not as a potential mate or anything like that, but we have a bond through our servitude with Kari.  Even with me being an EX-sex slave and him being a current one, we connect on a deeper level than most people.  In short, I felt sorry for what he was going through.  As my mouth gently probed between his legs my hand came up, grabbed the hose his cock was stuck in, and began squeeze gently.
 
    
 
   “Oh God, no Breanne!” he gasped.  I lifted my face long enough to see the scarlet flush of desperation on his face, his muscles tightened, his hands clenched into fists. Oops.  I quickly let go of the hose.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry!” I whispered, just as Kari came out of the back bedroom.
 
    
 
   “You’re sorry for what?” she asked, eyes narrowing.
 
    
 
   “Nothing, Kari.” I replied.  I had to stifle my urge to call her Mistress, an appellation she never liked from me, even when we were in college.  Odd though that she requires Robert to call her that.
 
    
 
   She grinned.  “Did you touch the hose, dear one?”  She laughed.  “There’s oil in it and very uncomfortable if he gets a hard on, isn’t it Robert?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” Robert said, his voice rough and full of tension.  He was obviously suffering from just that.  I can’t imagine what he was going through. I know that when a guy gets turned on blood flows into the cock and hardens it, but considering the rather curved and bound restraint Robert’s cock was in, I’m guessing that the blood flow of arousal merely made his cock hurt.  Not to mention the vibrating toy in the tip, tantalizing his tip.  I wasn’t helping by touching him.  I was making it worse.
 
    
 
   “Tell Breanne why you’re being punished,” Kari directed her boy toy.
 
    
 
   “I came at an inopportune moment,” Robert replied, looking at me.  
 
    
 
   Kari clucked her tongue.  “That’s not why you’re being punished.”  She bent over and grabbed the hose, sliding it up and down, clearly moving it along the sides of his folded cock.
 
    
 
   Robert shuddered, gasping and groaning.  “I came on your favorite shirt, Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “That’s right.  And that’s why you’re being punished.”  Kari said, giving the hose a final squeeze.  She turned and looked at me.  I had pulled backward, my orders to lick Robert’s balls forgotten.
 
    
 
   Kari turned, leaving Robert to his personal torment and focused on me.  “Get on all fours,” she ordered.  
 
    
 
   I immediately obeyed, dropping down to my hands and knees.  My hair fell down around my face and I could feel the huge tail sticking out of the bottom plug waving in the air.  Kari walked around me, examining me for a moment before disappearing back into her bedroom.  Both Robert and I stayed where we were, trained to well to risk moving.  Kari returned after only a minute and she began working on my hair.  In short order she had parted my red locks to either side of my head and finished the style with pigtails sticking out from the sides of my head.  It kept my hair under control, but it had the added effect of making me look stupid.
 
    
 
   Or really young.
 
    
 
   Or like a Bassett hound.
 
    
 
   “Clench your ass,” Kari told me.  I did so and she shook her head.   “That won’t do at all.  Wiggle your ass instead.”
 
    
 
   I “shook my booty” as it is sometimes referred and Kari laughed delightedly.  “When you like something, you are to do that.  Your tail wags.”
 
    
 
   I blushed, horrified that my “tail wagged”. 
 
    
 
   Kari grabbed hold of my leash then and pulled me toward the apartment door.  She grabbed my bag, set it next to her purse, and then went and kissed Robert.  She whispered a few directions to him and I heard his immediate “yes Mistress” responses.  Then Kari came back to me, told me to stand up, and opened the apartment door.
 
    
 
   Cool air rushed over me and my skin immediately raised in goose bumps the size of my freezing nipples.  I hurriedly followed Kari as she led me across the balcony and down the stairs, my leash, bag, and her purse in her hands.  We made it to her private parking space with no one around to see me and I was pushed into Kari’s car.
 
    
 
   Kari tossed me a blanket which I hurriedly wrapped around myself.  It was cold, and even Kari’s expensive BMW didn’t heat things up quickly enough to keep me from starting to shiver.  I buckled in under the blanket, the strap between my breasts, but I was most uncomfortable where I was sitting.  The tail was applying some rather odd pressure to the anal plug, which was pushing against my insides rather differently.  I couldn’t get comfortable.
 
    
 
   My stomach was doing flip flops as we got closer to the kennel.  It wasn’t even nine am yet and already I was half dreading the day.  Part of it was because I knew what was coming.  Mistress Ellen’s Anniversary Assignment had been rather clear on goals, if short on details.  I knew that I was going to literally be “bred” to five different dogs.  To make matters worse, Kari had volunteered to “arrange” things, which in and of itself would have made me nervous.  Mistress Ellen had said I was to be subjected to “extreme obedience training.”  What did that mean?  More tricks? I already knew “fetch”, “sit”, “beg”, and “suck”.  
 
    
 
   To be honest, I have no idea why I accepted the assignment in the first place.  Maybe it was because I didn’t think it would score enough points to even be in contention.  Maybe it was because I wanted the risk.  Personally, I absolutely hate the idea of sex with an animal. I’d never fuck one of our goats, or a horse, or a pig for God’s sake.  It’s not even a THOUGHT in my mind.
 
    
 
   The first dog I ever had sex with was a German Shepherd at a friend’s place.  It was during my freshman year of college and Kari and I were spending the night playing truth and dare and spin the bottle, drinking games, and by the time three am rolled around I was pretty plastered, naked, and already had a chocolate bar eaten out of my pussy by our host.  He was naked too.
 
    
 
   I ended up getting dared to let our host’s dog eat a spoonful of peanut butter out of me.  I agreed, but only because I had already used up all of my “passes” on the dares.  I ended up bent over an ottoman, my wrists and knees tied to the legs, while our host took a huge spoonful and stuffed me with peanuty goodness.
 
    
 
   I squealed when the dog began licking me, his rough tongue hitting my clit and worming its way into my pussy.  But it wasn’t long before I became excited.  It was this day when I realized the truth about being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  It’s not about whether I like something or not.  After the peanut butter was gone a blanket was thrown over my back and the next thing I knew something not human was pushing its way into my pussy.  I objected.  I said no. I pulled on the ropes tying me down, but Kari just let it happen anyway.  That German Shepherd stuck his bulbous cock into my pussy and humped me so fast and so hard that I ended up screaming out in pleasure and orgasm, totally mind fucked by the endorphins and adrenaline and the mental agony of being screwed by a dog.  It took about a minute for the “bulb” on the dog’s cock to shrink enough for him to pull out, but by then I was just a blubbering mass of screwed girl whose eyes were glazed over in sexual bliss.
 
    
 
   I have a few hard limits.  Blood, scat, pee, children (um mostly), anything that will send me to jail, that sort of stuff. I’ve been asked why “fucking dogs” isn’t on that list.  It should be, I know.  But it still comes down to that question.  Do I like having sex with dogs?  Hell no.  Fuck no.  No way.
 
    
 
   Do I cum?
 
    
 
   Oh God yes.
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   We pulled up to the Kennel, the same one I had been to before when Kari had arranged for me to spend a day getting “trained” and “bred”.  I was nice and toasty from the blanket and heater and really didn’t want to get out of the car.  Kari grabbed my bag and her purse, opened her door, and then came around to my side.  She opened my door and grabbed my leash, pulling it out from under my blanket.  I scrambled as she pulled me out of the car, trying to maintain my balance and not go sprawling on the cold asphalt.  At first I stood up, the cold surface of the parking lot painful to the soles of my feet.  But one look from Kari had me dropping down on to all fours.  On hands and knees I made it to the sidewalk, my skin already crawling as the cool air took away the last vestiges of heat I had been wallowing in on our way there, and we moved to the door.
 
    
 
   The hours of the Kennel were plainly marked and for a moment I was scared that we would have to wait.  It was about five minutes before nine and the door sign stated it didn’t open until ten am on weekends.  But Kari merely pushed on the glass door and it opened.  
 
    
 
   HEAT.  It was the first thing that went through my brain as my knees transitioned from course rough concrete to linoleum tile.  I was still a bit cold, but not terribly.  No one was in the waiting room though and Kari marched me right up to the counter.  She knelt down next to me, stroking my head, my back and my rump.  It wasn’t the kind of caress you give a lover, or even a slave girl.  It was the kind of caress you give your favorite canine.
 
    
 
   “Now listen, Breanne.  You are not to speak until I tell you otherwise.  You can bark, whine, whimper, moan, and yelp, but no words can pass your lips.  Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, stifling the “yes, Kari” that threatened to escape from my mouth.
 
    
 
   She patted my head.  “And I want to see that tail wagging when the employee comes in.  All right?”
 
    
 
   I nodded again, this time giving my ass a little wiggle.   I could feel the tail swoosh over my rump.  How embarrassing!
 
    
 
   I heard a door open and then a familiar man walked into the little lobby.  It was Bobby, the dog trainer I had met (and fucked) during my first time here.  He looked down with a grin and greeted Kari with familiarity.
 
    
 
   “Hello Miss Kari. I see you’ve brought Breanne back,” he said politely, coming around the counter.   “Wow. Nice tail.” 
 
    
 
   Kari grinned.  I looked away.  This was intolerable.  I flushed crimson, right down to the tips of my breasts.
 
    
 
   “As I discussed with your manager, here is the list of tricks I want her trained to perform.”  She handed over a typed sheet which I didn’t even get to see or read.  I had an inkling of what was on it, but since I had been removed from the process early, I wasn’t sure other things had been added to it.  Bobby took it and started reading.  I could tell that there were a few things on the list I hadn’t seen because his eyes widened and he looked down at me.
 
    
 
   “Everything you will need is in this bag,” Kari said, handing over my little duffel.  Bobby took it.
 
    
 
   “All right, Miss Kari.  We’ll take Breanne back and get her worked.”  He paused.  “I mean, train her.”  He flushed suddenly.
 
    
 
   Kari laid a hand on his arm.  “I know what you mean.  But I do want you to work her over.  That’s the point.  This particularly puppy is rather difficult to train and I expect you might have to use some negative reinforcement to get her to cooperate.  Please feel free to use extreme measures.”
 
    
 
   Bobby nodded.  They exchanged control of the leash and my heart fluttered as Kari turned and left, leaving me once again in the hands of unknown people who could practically do anything they wanted to me.
 
    
 
   I was quickly pulled from the lobby into the same medicinal quality side room I had seen back in November.  I was treated to a chorus of yelps and growls and barks, but rather than being led to one of the wall kennels, Bobby and I stopped by a phone on the wall.  He picked it up and dialed a three digit number.  I stayed on my knees and waited patiently, trying not to let the slack metal leash touch my breast.
 
    
 
   “She’s here sir,” Bobby said into the handset.  He listened for a moment.  “Absolutely.  Yes sir.  No sir, she usually doesn’t get here until five till.  No.  I’ll have Breanne ready and loaded before that.  Yes sir.”
 
    
 
   This totally confused me.  I guessed Bobby was talking about someone else, but I wasn’t sure.  He replaced the handset and pulled me forward.  At the end of the room there was another kennel, this one obviously intended for travel.  A soft blanket lined the bottom and Bobby opened the tiny grated door, unclipped my leash, and pushed me in.  
 
    
 
   It was small and I found myself scrunched tight, almost in a fetal position.  My head was pressed to the front of the carrier and I could feel the steel door wires pressing against my feet and ass.  I was not comfortable.  Had Bobby wanted to, he could easily have shoved my Husky dildo right into me and I wouldn’t have been able to do a damn thing about it.  Bobby left for a moment and then a few minutes later I heard a heavy cart roll in.  I caught a glimpse of it and then whimpered a bit when he struggled to pick up the carrier I was in.  He managed to get it slid onto the cart and centered.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, Breanne.  We’re just taking you someplace where you can get properly trained.  The Kennel here is too busy and we don’t really have a private spot to train you in.  The Boss and I are handling your training.”  He tapped the top of the carrier and then stepped away.  He returned another minute later, this time wearing his coat, when I heard the squeak of a door.  Bobby uttered a quiet “shit”, and then stood in front of the carrier, blocking my view.
 
    
 
   “Morning Bobby.  What are you doing here?” a girl’s voice said curiously.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t see Bobby’s face, but I could hear the tension.  “Morning Lisa.  Just some personal stuff for David.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t know who “David” was either. But now I had a better idea of who “she” was.
 
    
 
   I heard Lisa laugh as well as steps.  “Is he getting another one?  What is it?  Another lhasa apso?”  I heard that voice come closer.  Bobby shifted, moving quickly around to the other side of the carrier, the side that had my ass pressed to the door.
 
    
 
   “Uh no!  It’s a different breed.  Secret.  Private.” Bobby’s voice was becoming high pitched.  He suddenly tried a different track.  “Why are you here so early?  It’s only eight forty!”  
 
    
 
   Lisa had stopped moving.  “Oh, I wanted to get an early start on cleaning the run.  I hate it when you guys close on Friday night and don’t clean it.  So I thought I’d come in early, get my paperwork done, and then go clean it before we get any clients.”  There was a pause.  “What the hell?”
 
    
 
   I froze.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is that?  Is that a person?” Lisa’s voice suddenly tightened.  “Get out of the way, Bobby!”
 
    
 
   “No! Wait. Lisa! I can explain!” Bobby said.
 
    
 
   I heard and felt the door at my rear open and then there were hands on my back, soft hands.  Girl hands.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing to her?” demanded Lisa.  I stayed in the carrier.  I heard movement behind me and something fell.  I was about to back out of the carrier and break the rule about speaking, wanting to save Bobby from the misunderstanding, when suddenly there was another voice.
 
    
 
   “That will be enough.”
 
    
 
   “David!  She came in early sir!  I tried…” stammered Bobby.
 
    
 
   I shivered in the carrier.  This was not what I expected.  
 
    
 
   “Miss Davis, please let go of Bobby.  He is operating under my instructions and rest assured, the young lady in the carrier is here of her own free will.”
 
    
 
   I could hear Lisa’s incredulity.  “Really?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes.  She has a humiliation fetish where she behaves like a dog.  We’ve been asked by her mistress to train her.  This will be her second time here.  In all aspects we treat her like any of our other clients,” David said.
 
    
 
   There was a long pause.  “I don’t believe this,” I heard Lisa say.
 
    
 
   Bobby laughed “Oh, you should believe it.  Last time we had her fetching this huge dildo and bring it back to us and then we were pushing it….” His voice broke off.  “Sorry David.”
 
    
 
   I could hear the contrite tone in Bobby’s voice.  I guess David was his boss and had given him one of THOSE looks.
 
    
 
   “Bobby, please load Breanne in the van.”  I heard David say.
 
    
 
   “Why?  Where are you taking her?” Lisa asked suddenly.
 
    
 
   “To my house, actually.  I have sufficient space to conduct the training necessary, as well as the appropriate animals to provide her company.  It was my intention not to have you participate, much less witness this.  I appreciate your dedication to work however.”  David replied.  “Please go get clocked in, clean the run, and handle the counter until Eric gets here this afternoon.
 
    
 
   “I need to see her face. I need to know that she’s doing this willingly.”  Lisa suddenly demanded.
 
    
 
   All sorts of things rushed through my mind.  Oh God no.  Please please please don’t make me face her.  I’m NOT doing this willingly!  I won’t be able to look up at her face and make her understand that. I can’t explain the compulsion that has put me here.  Don’t make me do this!  This little monologue went through my brain in like a second.
 
    
 
   “Ms. Davis, as you can see, she is not under duress in her cage.  She could easily speak out if she objected, but she has been instructed by her owner only to bark, whine, or squeal while here.  We must respect that.  Now, we need to get her loaded and back to my house if Bobby and I are to complete the list of required routines.”
 
    
 
   “Why can’t you train her here?” Lisa asked.  The tone of her voice changed.  
 
    
 
   The carrier shifted and I felt Bobby start wheeling me out of the room.
 
    
 
   “Wait! Please, Mr. Keller!  I don’t mind, seriously!”
 
    
 
   There was a sigh of patience, “Miss Davis, some of the routines we will be teaching this animal are sexual in nature.  And as much trouble and lost time as it will be for us to move her, I don’t want to offend your sensibilities.”
 
    
 
   “You mean you’re going to have sex with her?” Lisa asked surprisingly.
 
    
 
   I nodded self-consciously.  Of course they would.  Stupid twit.
 
    
 
   “That is part of it.  There are other requirements her owner has specified.”
 
    
 
   “Like what?” Lisa voice seemed to tremble.
 
    
 
   I don’t know what happened at that point.  Evidently LOOKS were exchanged, but then I heard David Keller again.
 
    
 
   “Bobby, please load Breanne in the van.”  Bobby grunted and the cart started to move toward the doorway again.
 
    
 
   “Please! Mr. Keller.  I don’t mind you training her here.  In fact, I’d feel better about it.”
 
    
 
   
  
 

“It doesn’t matter how you feel, Ms. Davis.  This situation has nothing to do with you.  Now please go about your duties.”
 
    
 
   “But!  But I want to help!” Lisa said suddenly.
 
    
 
   The carrier stopped moving.  Evidently even Bobby had been shocked by that comment.
 
    
 
   Keller’s voice came rather quietly at this point.  “You wish to help train her?  Are you aware of what you’re asking?”
 
    
 
   “Yes sir,” the girl’s voice was a bit breathless.
 
    
 
   There was a long pause and I figured Keller was thinking his way through things.  Personally, I didn’t exactly want to be moved.  Kari wouldn’t know where I was, and while I have no doubt she would rescue me if needed, I wanted to stay where she knew I would be.
 
    
 
   “If you really feel comfortable with this, then we’ll avoid the trouble of moving her.”  I heard more shifting.  “Bobby, why don’t you take our new tenant to the exercise room and review the routines you and Eric have already taught her?”
 
    
 
   “Yes sir!” Bobby said with a resigned tone and I felt the carrier move and turn me around the other direction.  For the first time I caught a sight of the other two voice actors in my little drama.  Mr. David Keller, who I presumed to be the manager, was a short man, white haired, with a slightly up turned nose.  He was thin, but had a kind mouth.  He exuded patience, which I had guessed from the way he talked to his staff.  He was dressed in jeans and a polo shirt with the kennel’s name on it.
 
    
 
   No. I’m not giving that out.  And his name, and Bobby’s name, and even Lisa’s name aren’t what I said they are.  I’ve changed it for obvious reasons.  To protect the guilty of course.  If I could go back in time and change Kari’s name to better protect her I would.  As it is, I’m careful never to reveal her last name either.  Man, security issues suck, don’t they?
 
    
 
   Okay, I also got a good look at Lisa.  Brown willowy hair, shoulder length, sort a pretty, but she could also have stood to lose about twenty pounds.  She was thick at the hips and breasts and butt.  Cream colored skin, much lighter than mine, clear complexion, and these huge brown eyes that looked like great big pools of coffee.  She was kind of pretty in her own way.  Her attire matched David Keller’s; jeans and polo shirt.  
 
    
 
   “Can I help?” I heard Lisa ask Bobby tentatively.  
 
    
 
   “What about cleaning the run?” asked Bobby, who sounded a little disappointed that we were staying at the Kennel.
 
    
 
   I could see Lisa shrug through the front of the carrier.  “I can do it later.  It won’t take me that long.”
 
    
 
   Keller took a deep breath, clearly thinking.  “Miss Davis, your duties today are very clear.  You are running the facility.  I expect you to answer the phone and handle the front desk.  Bobby is technically off the clock today in order to assist me with Breanne.  You however are not. I expect you to complete your regular duties, even if you do assist with training Breanne.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Sir!” Lisa said, her head bobbing up and down.
 
    
 
   Keller turned toward Bobby. “When you’ve run her through the previous routines, call me and I’ll come down and we can start the new ones.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, David,” Bobby replied.
 
    
 
   And I was pushed away.  The carrier spun dizzyingly and suddenly I was pointed at another swinging door.  The cart and carrier rammed it full force and the door smashed open while I was battered by the impact inside the carrier.  I recognized the room.  It was the same room I’d been in last time, bent over with my hands caught in tied-on mittens.  I trembled for a second before I heard the gate at my rump and feet open.  
 
    
 
   “Come on out little Bre.  Come on girl!” Bobby said softly, stroking my ass.
 
    
 
   “We’re supposed to talk to her like a dog?” Lisa asked, obviously still a little uncomfortable with my role.
 
    
 
   “Yep.  Part of the whole deal.  Treat her as much like a dog as possible.”
 
    
 
   “Except people don’t have sex with dogs.” Lisa objected.
 
    
 
   I almost laughed right there, a hyper maniacal laugh of irony.  I was pseudo-raped by a dog in this very room just three months ago!
 
    
 
   Bobby grabbed my ankle and suddenly I didn’t have a choice about backing out of the carrier.  Slowly I moved and then found myself kneeling on the hard floor, head down, unwilling to meet either Bobby or Lisa’s eyes.  
 
    
 
   “She’s kind of cute,” Lisa observed.  
 
    
 
   Bobby was rifling through my bag.  He pulled out the Husky dildo and showed it to Lisa.  “Trick number one!” he declared, then threw my favorite dildo across the room.
 
    
 
   “Fetch!” he declared.
 
    
 
   Last time I had been here I had learned fetch.  It basically consisted of Bobby or Eric throwing my dildo about fifteen to twenty feet away and then me going and getting it with my mouth.  During training, they had then stuffed me with it, pumped it a few times, and then thrown again.  My pussy suddenly gushed at the thought of suddenly being penetrated.  I moved quickly, my knees hurting slightly on the hard floor.  It was smooth, like tile, but I’m not sure what it was.  I got to the Husky, opened my mouth, grabbed the tip, did my best to get as much of the rubber cock in my mouth, and brought it back to Bobby.
 
    
 
   He took it from me gently, patted me on the head, and praised me.  But I didn’t get rammed.  I’m going to admit I was a bit disappointed.  Then Bobby held out the Husky to Lisa.  “You want to throw it?”
 
    
 
   Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Lisa more than a little hesitant to take the sex toy.  It was almost funny.  She was staring at it, obviously having never seen a nine inch rubber cock before.  She grabbed it by the balls at the base, with just her finger tips.  I mean God knows where it’s been right?  Well I know and could give you a pretty good history of that toy.  She looked at me and tossed it underhand.  It fell about ten feet away and I hurried back over to it, once more took the tip in my mouth as if I were sucking cock, and walked it over to Lisa.  
 
    
 
   Our eyes met for the first time, and surprisingly I felt comfortable.  My mouth was distended around the huge rubber phallus in my mouth and I met her on my terms, not hers.  It makes a difference.
 
    
 
   “Better take it and praise her,” Bobby told Lisa.  “You don’t want her slipping.”
 
    
 
   Lisa took the dildo out of my mouth and patted me on the head.  The touch was a little stand-offish, certainly not what she would have given a real dog.  “That’s a good girl,” Lisa told me.
 
    
 
   Bobby reached out and took my Husky from Lisa.  He didn’t put it back in the bag though.  Then he squatted down next to me.  
 
    
 
   “Roll over!” I heard him say.
 
    
 
   This had been the first trick I had been taught.  I immediately fell on my side, rolled onto my back, and spread my legs wide.  Since I was lying between the two kennel attendants I got to see both their expressions.  Bobby was admiring.  Lisa was a bit harder to interpret.  I could see fascination, but also repulsion.  It was strange.  It was clear what was going through Bobby’s mind.  Lisa was a bit more difficult to get a handle on.
 
    
 
   Then Bobby’s hand was on my pussy, rubbing my clit quickly.  I gasped, back arching in pleasure.  I needed that reward.  I moaned.  
 
    
 
   “Bobby!  What are you doing!” demanded Lisa, who stared at us in shock.  Bobby just looked up at her and grinned.
 
    
 
   “Incentive.  Positive reinforcement.  It’s not like we can give her doggie treats,” his tone was a little condescending, which was a surprise since I hadn’t suspected that level of sophistication in Bobby.  His thumb came off my clit and he rolled me back over onto my stomach.  I moved to my hands and knees almost immediately.
 
    
 
   “You want to give her the command?” Bobby asked.
 
    
 
   I looked up at Lisa.  She hesitated for a moment, then said “Roll over.”  
 
    
 
   Immediately I did as ordered, rolling onto my side and then onto my back.  My breasts flattened and I spread my legs, looking up at her.  
 
    
 
   “Good girl,” Lisa praised me, but didn’t bend down.
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you going to reward her?” asked Bobby.
 
    
 
   “What?”  Lisa asked, still staring at me.
 
    
 
   “You have to provide the positive reinforcement.  You know.  You’ve done this before.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, but never on a person!” Lisa said a bit forcefully.
 
    
 
   “You’re the one who wanted to help,” Bobby replied.  “You gave the command, you have to do the reward.
 
    
 
   Lisa bit her lip but then bent down over me.  I let out another gasp as she touched me between the legs, a quick rub over my pussy that didn’t really do much, but was clearly more than Lisa wanted to give.  
 
    
 
   “Good girl.” I heard.
 
    
 
   I closed my legs and rolled back onto my hands and knees.
 
    
 
   “Remember ‘beg’ Breanne?” Bobby asked.
 
    
 
   I sure did.  Last time it had been Eric who had taught me this trick, by grabbing my nipples and pulling me upward into a kneeling position.  Hoping to avoid Bobby grabbing my breasts I quickly knelt upward, brought my hands to my chin, and curled my fingers over in the classic “begging” position.  I was rewarded with a pat on the head.  
 
    
 
   “So what other tricks did you and Eric teach her?” Lisa asked.  Bobby looked uncomfortable for a moment. I remembered that the only other trick they taught me was “suck it”, which involved something not very doggie like. I wondered if Bobby would have the nerve to whip it out in front of his co-worker.  He hesitated a moment but then shook his head.
 
    
 
   “That was about it.  Let’s call David and let him know Breanne’s ready for the new routines.”
 
    
 
   “What routines does her owner want her to learn?”  
 
    
 
   Bobby was already heading toward the phone on the wall and just extracted the paper from his pocket.  He handed it to Lisa.
 
    
 
   Lisa unfolded the paper and I watched in growing alarm as her expression went from curiosity to astonishment, to something akin to active concern.  Her face flushed crimson, obviously from embarrassment and she frequently looked down at me.  Bobby was already on the phone but Lisa suddenly knelt down next to me, her voice a whisper.
 
    
 
   “Do you know what’s on this list?” she demanded. 
 
    
 
   I shook my head and whined.  I hope she understood.  No.  No I have no idea what’s on that paper.
 
    
 
   “There going to hit you.”  Each word was punctuated.  “Are you okay with this?”
 
    
 
   I trembled slightly, but then nodded.  Our eyes met.  
 
    
 
   “You like this, don’t you?” she accused.  “It turns you on.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, a very human gesture and gave her a little smile.  Then I wiggled my ass, sending my tail into back and forth motions. She sighed deeply and then put her hand on my shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Me too.”
 
    
 
   Before I could even blink in surprise she was standing up and turning away.  I just stayed in position, mostly because I was still in shock from her tacit admission.  It explained a lot.  Bobby had hung up the phone and moved back over to my bag and was unpacking some of the items in it.  I had been a little concerned with the list of items, but it also prepared me a little bit for what to expect.  I knew from the moment that Kari had told me to include my sap, that a whipping in tender areas would almost certainly be included.  
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   Lisa left for a few moments, leaving me alone with Bobby.  Evidently she had to go do a few things to open the kennel for business.  Bobby took the opportunity to put his hands on me, stroking and squeezing my dangling breasts, touch my pussy, and even push a finger into my dripping sex.  I was moaning, head down, ass up, the tail extending from my anal plug waving like a flag of surrender, hoping to be ordered to “suck it”, when David Keller came in.  
 
    
 
   He moved over to the side table, picked up the list Lisa had dropped when she left, and read it through quickly.  He went back to the items from my bag, picked up my sap, and moved over to me and Bobby.
 
    
 
   In moments all of us were on our knees, except I was also on my hands as well.  David ran his fingers over my body, stroking me, rubbing me, and even putting his fingers into my pussy, feeling the wetness. I shuddered, but not from revulsion, from desire.  I was getting turned on already.  That embarrassed me too and I blushed again, resisting my need to thrust backward on the fingers impaling my pussy.
 
    
 
   Then the touch was gone and David Keller said in a very authoritarian voice “Present.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  What the hell was I supposed to do?  Then suddenly hands were on me and my world flipped.  They literally knocked me over, rolling me onto my back.  But before I could spread my legs, Keller was kneeling at my feet, grabbing my ankles.  He pushed my legs upward, bending the knees until they were near my stomach.  Then he applied pressure on my thighs, spreading my folded legs outward.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t the most comfortable position, but it certainly did “present” my pussy.  I held my legs folded and spread and Keller let go long enough to pull out the sap and lightly tap my clit.  It didn’t hurt at all.  It was a love tap.  A slight touch.  And it felt like lightning exploding through me.  Then Keller mashed his thumb against my clit and rubbed lightly for about twenty seconds.  I moaned.
 
    
 
   But I wasn’t give time to really explore that sensation because almost immediately they yanked my legs downward and I was rolled and pushed and manipulated back onto all fours.  I realized we were about to repeat things and I braced myself.
 
    
 
   “Present” Keller said again, rather dramatically I thought.  But again, before I could even move myself, I was pushed over, grabbed, folded, and spread.  The sap struck my clit, though it was done lightly; a bit heavier than the first time, but still no pain.  I moaned as my clitoris was once again rubbed heavily.  Then I was put back on all fours.
 
    
 
   We did this three more times, each time with a slightly heavier strike between my legs. I was starting to gush and I think they could tell that the sap strikes were helping to turn me on.   Keller handled the commands, the sap, and the reward.  Bobby just helped manhandle me into position.  At one point I looked up, even as I was being flipped over, and saw Lisa standing in the doorway, watching with a fascinated expression on her face.
 
    
 
   Eventually we got to a point where I was doing most of the maneuver myself, flipping over, pulling my legs up and even spreading them.  Each time I did this I knew another stroke was coming and I whined and moaned as the sap licked me between the legs.  Two more repetitions followed with no more thumbing of my clit, only the strokes, and on the final ordered command of “present!” Keller hit me several times, the last one of which had me thrusting my hips forward and then cumming.
 
    
 
   They let me lie there for a moment, my chest heaving, reveling in the orgasmic bliss, which was certainly nicer than what Kari usually does.  With Kari in control, either I’m already half-way to my next screaming orgasm, or I’m rolling in pain.  Or both.  So getting a moment to bask in the afterglow, even though I was lying on the floor between two guys, with a girl watching from the doorway, was pretty nice.
 
    
 
   I was roused when Keller grabbed my nipple.  It wasn’t a pinch, but it was close, and quite a bit of discomfort shot through my breast.  My eyes snapped opened and I squealed a bit as he pulled me upward and then put me back on all fours.  I wished he would just tell me what he wanted me to do, rather than manhandling me around, but I understood that a real dog wouldn’t have understood.  
 
    
 
   So we started the “next” trick.  
 
    
 
   “Cup!” barked Keller.  I just waited.  Having no idea what was coming, or what was expected, I just stayed in position.  Keller reached down to my chest, grabbed both breasts with his hands, and pulled me upward until I was kneeling straight.  It wasn’t exactly the most comfortable of touches either.  Then, once I was upright, my knees spread obscenely wide, Keller let go of my breasts and grabbed my hands.  These were brought up to my breasts and he had me “cup” my breasts, plumping them and lifting them up.  I arched my back naturally, just from the position I was in.
 
    
 
   During this whole procedure Lisa was watching from the doorway.  I know because I was able to see her.  Her eyes were glued to what was happening and I could tell she was turned on.  I know, you’re wondering how.  I just could.  Her chest was moving a little more, her thighs were pressed together, her eyes were intent, her mouth slightly open.  I’m a girl. I can tell when another girl is turned on.  Trust me.  Guys can too.  I’ve been told horror stories about guys marrying women who are always frigid and never sensual.  I think that’s why what guys really want is a slut.  Or at least a girl that ACTS like one, in the bedroom, for them alone.  If you took the “nympho” out of my title then I’d bet I’d be prime marrying material.
 
    
 
   Of course, some guys obviously don’t care about the “nympho” part either, since I’ve gotten a few marriage proposals already.  Note to fans: don’t email me marriage proposals.  I’ll NEVER accept one that way!  LOL
 
    
 
   I was brought back to the immediate when a thin plastic rod was snapped against my cupped nipples.  I blinked in shock, even as I registered the short burst of pain.  Keller hadn’t hit me hard, in fact it was just a love tap, but I was unprepared for it.  I gasped out loud.
 
    
 
   Then Bobby was plunging his fingers into my wet sodden sex and I jerked as the penetration sent waves of incredible pleasure through me.  The slight sting from my nipples was transformed into spice that only made the whole thing taste better and I almost came.  Bobby pulled his two or three fingers out of my pussy and then I was pushed back to the floor on all fours.
 
    
 
   “Cup!” barked Keller.  I almost managed to rise up on my own, but he had both nipples again.  The pressure was incredible. It didn’t hurt.  It felt… arousing.  I managed to cup my breasts with only guiding fingers on my wrists and then the rod was snapped against my nipples again.  I moaned, shaking slightly.  Bobby’s fingers went back into my pussy.
 
    
 
   Two more repeats of this and I was just about ready for another orgasm.  The snaps against my breasts weren’t serious, though Keller had increased the pressure of his flicks.  I could see faint pink lines.  But I’ve had rods like this across my bosom and buttocks before, leaving red welts that almost bled.  This?  This was NOTHING.  I was in the throes of another wave of near orgasmic pleasure when Lisa came over and touched her boss on the shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Keller?  Can I talk to you for a moment?” Lisa asked.
 
    
 
   Keller sighed, looked at Bobby, handed him the cane and stood up.  I was only barely cognizant of the two of them, boss and employee moving over to the corner.  Bobby pulled his fingers out of me and I moaned in desperation.  I felt a hand on my shoulder, pushing me down as Lisa said something to Keller.  I wasn’t able to hear and when I went to all fours I lifted my head to watch.  Lisa was a pale shade of scarlet and wasn’t looking at Keller’s face.  Then he said something harsh and she flinched.  He pointed at me and I picked up a few words.
 
    
 
   “Think… she’s… hurts… sex… not… working… employment… on the clock…”
 
    
 
   I know.  It didn’t make much sense at the time either.  Plus I was distracted by the fact that Bobby had said “Cup!” and had grabbed my nipples, tugging me upright.  With only half my attention now on Lisa and David Keller, I saw Lisa looking unhappy and dejected and then Keller jerked his head toward the front room.  She left.
 
    
 
   The cane crossed my nipples, much harder than David Keller had hit me and I gasped, my brain suddenly focusing on Bobby and the pain.  My pussy convulsed and when Bobby finger fucked me again I came, noisily and wetly.  Keller returned and watched as I writhed in sexual climax.
 
    
 
   In a daze I saw Lisa.  She was crawling toward me, her hair pulled into two stupid looking pigtails that matched mine.  Her heavy large bare breasts dangled beneath her, and an oversized collar hung around her neck.  Bobby and Keller didn’t say anything, but just watched, neither excited or surprised or angry.  Lisa was naked, her sex covered in a trimmed but still furry patch of pubic hair.  She moved to me, even though I was lying on my back and put her mouth on my clit, sucking on me.
 
    
 
   And then I blinked and Lisa wasn’t there at all.  Nope.  I had DREAMT it.  Sorry. I know.  You were hoping.  But seriously, did you really think that would happen?  If this was a stupid sex story then sure, I’d find sluts all over the place who would want to share what I was doing and I’d just insert them in.  But come on, you REALLY think the world is populated by sluts?
 
    
 
   Of course, I suspected even then that Lisa had proclivities in that direction, and HAD she stripped naked and joined me, I would have been very happy about it.  As it was she chickened out or something because all she did was stay late and slip Kari a note that said “I need to talk to you about Breanne.” and then her phone number.  It’s been almost a week and Kari hasn’t told me if she even called Lisa.  So we’ll see what happens.  But no, I did not have sex with Lisa, or see her naked.  So stop wishing.
 
    
 
   We did one more repeat of “Cup,” this time without the finger fucking and with a cane stroke not so harsh.  Keller had taken control again and we moved on to the next trick.
 
    
 
   “Spread” was much harder to learn.  It basically involved me reaching between my legs while still on all fours, and “spreading” my labia open.  This was immediately followed by Bobby shoving my Husky dildo into my pussy.  Obviously I didn’t object to this, though I admit the repeated single thrust full penetrations started to bruise me a little after about six repetitions.
 
    
 
   We took a break after that.  It was almost noon and I was led out of the training room and back into the preparation room that held a few kennels.  I got yapped at by a few of the dogs and I saw Lisa again, who was staring at my naked body with rapt attention.  Bobby led me to a water bowl where I lapped up enough to slake the thirst that had built up over the last few hours.  What was most humiliating though, was my need to use the restroom. Not being able to talk sucked, so I whined a little bit hoping Bobby would understand. He was obstinate though and grabbed me by the leash, fully intending to put me in one of the little kennels.
 
    
 
   Lisa came to my rescue though.  “Bobby!  She needs to use the bathroom!”  Lisa said angrily, bursting through the half open door where she had been watching.  She grabbed my collar from him and I gratefully followed her as she led me away from the kennel.  I sighed in relief as we headed toward the small bathroom door I had seen, tucked in the corner, but then blinked as Lisa turned and I was pulled to the door leading outside.
 
    
 
   A cool breeze hit my skin which immediately rose in goose bumps, but at least I wasn’t freezing.  Lisa pulled me out into the yard and over toward one fence.  I couldn’t BELIEVE she was going to make me pee out in the yard!  I’m not going to go into details here.  I rose up to squat but got a swat on the ass and was told to lift one leg like real dogs do.  I did my best, eyes closed in utter embarrassment.  That humiliation was upped when, on our way back to the building, I noticed David Keller looking down at me from the upstairs office.
 
    
 
   When we got back in, Bobby looked at Lisa.  “David says for you to feed her and then bring her up to his office.”  
 
    
 
   Lisa just blinked. “Feed her? Feed her what?”
 
    
 
   Bobby shrugged.  “Dog food I guess.”
 
    
 
   I admit a surge of anger flooded through me.  I might be forced to have a tail, my ass stuffed uncomfortably while perverted people tormented me sexually.  I might be forced to stay on all fours, whine and bark, and generally behave like a dog.  I might even be mittened and set in place while two handlers repeatedly arrange for me to be dog fucked over and over.  
 
    
 
   But dammit.  Dog food?  That just is like so low.
 
    
 
   If I hadn’t been so hungry, I wouldn’t have tried it of course.  Thank God it was dry. There was no way I could have eaten the wet stuff.  Dried dog food wasn’t too bad.  I only ate enough to quiet my stomach.  So maybe a handful?  Bobby gave me a doggie biscuit a bit later and it was more like a under sugared cookie.  Imagine an animal cookie with only half the sugar.  
 
    
 
   After lunch I carefully climbed the stairs as Lisa led me up, my leash attached to my collar.  The upstairs office was rather large and was basically Keller’s domain.  There were book shelves, a desk and computer, and two dogs that immediately came over and stuck their noses to me.  It was an uncomfortable few minutes as wet cold snouts sniffed me between the legs, along my face, and even my breasts.  Keller didn’t call them off or anything.
 
    
 
   “Here she is, Mr. Keller,” announced Lisa.  Keller nodded from his desk.
 
    
 
   “Just take off the leash and leave her.  Thank you, Lisa.”  Keller said.
 
    
 
   “Sir… about my request…” she left it hanging.  
 
    
 
   Keller gave her a sharp glance. “We’ll discuss it later, Miss Davis.”
 
    
 
   A submissive “yes sir,” came from Lisa.  Interesting, right?  She turned and left, going down the stairs.
 
    
 
   “Here, girl!  Here, Breanne!” David Keller called, snapping his finger once and pointing to the floor on the other side of the desk.  I crawled as quickly as possible around to him.  When I got there I discovered something that Lisa had never seen.  Keller’s pants were undone and his cock was hard as a rock and sticking straight up.  The computer monitor, which had been turned away from the doorway, was covered with images of girls having sex with dogs.
 
    
 
   Oh yuck.
 
    
 
   “Suck” Keller ordered.  I’d done this trick before, countless times, and I moved into a very un-doglike position.  I used my mouth AND my hands and I gave him the blowjob of a lifetime.  I’m good at sucking cock.  Lots of people know that.  There’s a trick to it.  Part of it is reading your subject.  You’ve got to know what appeals to them and adjust.  I once had a guy who only felt the arousal if you rubbed the edges of his tip.  Usually that’s just too much for guys.  Most guys like a 3 to 1 rub.  Three long full bodied strokes up and down the shaft, to one complete lick or rub around the tip.  Keep that in mind girls, if you are having issues.  If you can’t make your guy cum while sucking, then do the 3 to 1.
 
    
 
   David Keller came of course, and I did my best to swallow and lick up every last drop.  And I didn’t stop either.  After he had gone soft I continued to lick and fondle and stroke and generally play with his cock.  Ten, then twenty minutes went by and I began to suspect that he had masturbated earlier in the day, because it was hard to arouse him.  But finally I managed, all the while he clicked through photo after photo of girls being banged by dog dick.  There were videos too and I tried to ignore them as I sucked on him.
 
    
 
   “Present!” he said suddenly.  In surprise, I pulled my mouth of his semi-rigid dick and then immediately laid down.  I spread my legs, brought my knees up to my waist and then opened my legs.  I braced myself, expecting the sap or a smack or something, but I only heard Keller opening a drawer.
 
    
 
   “Now stay, Breanne!” Keller said.  I swallowed, wondering what was coming.  I heard a jar opening and then Keller was bending down toward me, a goop covered spoon in his hand.  I smelled the peanuts and knew what was happening.  I’ve experienced it before.
 
    
 
   Now I was a snack bar.  He smeared the peanut butter all over my pussy and then, to my horror, actually stuck the spoon into my hole and made sure a good percentage of the goop was INSIDE me.  Then he scooted his chair back and called his dogs over.
 
    
 
   There were two of them, a German Shepherd and a smaller Scottie.  Both dogs immediately began nosing around my groin and I closed my eyes and grit my teeth as I felt the first rough but tentative licks.  My thighs trembled, not from the position I was in, but from what was happening to me and then both dogs went into high gear to lick their snack away from the living plate before them.
 
    
 
   If you’ve never had your pussy licked by a dog, then there really isn’t a way to describe the sensation enough for you to really get.  First of all, dog tongues are rough.  When a human person licks you, it’s very soft and gentle, and usually there is some sucking to offset the licks.  When a dog licks you, its like being fucked on a sandy beach… lots of grit.  Add to that the fact that when a human licks you, there are specific targets, like the clitoris.  Dogs don’t make that distinction, so once they’ve licked your clit clean, and you’re desperate for more, unless you put more peanut butter there, they move on.  It’s sexually frustrating, humiliating, and rather gross.
 
    
 
   I’ve been licked by a dog before.  But I’d never had anyone fill my pussy up with peanut butter.  The sensation of that German Shepherd (and I guess the Scottie too), sticking their tongue up inside me, licking it out, doing their best to get every last morsel, was… awful.  It was horrifying.  I was in abject misery.
 
    
 
   And I came.  God, I hate admitting it!  Yes, damn it. I came, okay!  And yes, to that point, it was the best damn orgasm I had experienced all morning.  I know! I’m sick!
 
    
 
   I was crying too.  Not sobbing, just a few tears.  Shaking and trembling while laying there, my legs brought up and spread, I had trouble adjusting to what was happening.  When I started to orgasm I actually spoke, muttering “no, no, no” over and over.
 
    
 
   Right after I came and the dogs started showing less interest, David Keller came off his seat.  His pants were now gone and he knelt down between my dog licked legs.  His cock went right inside me, slipping in a mix of pussy juice, dog spit, and smeared peanut butter.  I gasped and groaned as he moved my legs and then we screwed, hard.  His mouth came down to suck on my nipples and he fucked me like that for several minutes before pulling out, rolling me over, and doing me… doggie style.  What else?  He pulled out as he started to cum, sending ribbons of white cream squirting across my ass and back.  Then he sighed, said “stay” again, and sat back down in his seat.
 
    
 
   The dogs came back, their tongues probing.  I was facing away from Keller so I don’t know what he was doing, but I felt a tongue licking my ass, cleaning up the juices and peanut oil, and cum.   I felt the rough tongue glide over my brown button and then into my pussy, getting every last bit.  It was awful.  If it had lasted any longer than it did, I would have cum again.
 
    
 
   Keller spent a few minutes getting cleaned up and dressed. I however was left with smeared thighs and a dripping cunt.  Finally he called downstairs on the phone and spoke with Bobby.
 
    
 
   “Bobby, would you please come up and get Breanne?  She needs to be taken outside and cleaned.  Could you handle that?  Yes.  Good.  Very well.”  He hung up the phone.  Moments later Bobby appeared at the stairs and quickly clipped my leash to the collar.  I was led downstairs without a further word.  I would like to just say right now that going down the stairs on all fours is an awful thing to make a person do.
 
    
 
   The temperature, while having climbed almost to the upper sixties, was still a bit brisk. Thank God there wasn't much wind.  I was once again led outside and felt the soft grass under my hands and knees rather than the hard tile or the carpet of Keller's office.  It was definitely a plus.  Bobby led me around to a second building at the back of the yard and when we entered I was surprised to see a full grooming station, including a tub, table, blow dryer, and the other various things doggie groomers need to groom doggies.  Bobby hung my leash on a hook by the tub, which I figured was common practice and water began pouring into the large basin a few moments later.  He squirted some sort of soap into the water and in moments there was a rather nice set of bubbles foaming up into iceberg like mountains.  I watched as they floated across the water.  A few seconds later Bobby grabbed my leash and pulled me over to tub. I started to climb in obediently, which I suspect was a nice change for him, because it looked for a moment like he was going to slip his arms under my stomach and just lift me up and into the tub. 
 
    
 
   The water was fucking cold!  OMG!  I literally cried out as put my hand into the water.  I stopped, totally unwilling to inflict that icy water on the rest of me. I swear, if it was above seventy degrees I'd be surprised.
 
    
 
   Bobby blinked and then said "Oh.  Oh.  Right..."  He floundered for a moment, but then shrugged.  He knelt down next to me, slipped his arms under my stomach, lifted me, and before I could even fight, dumped me in the water.  I went down, slipping on the smooth bottom and rolled, going completely under.  When I managed to right myself I had to wipe suds out of my eyes.  Bobby reached out and began scrubbing me with this heavy brush that stung.  I cringed away from it, shivering with cold, whimpering at my discomfort.  He kept a firm grasp on my collar and when I bucked and tried to climb out I was literally dragged back into the freezing water, dipped and then scrubbed even harder.  When he got to my pussy I cried out as the stiff bristles cleaned the remnants of peanut butter, dog spit, and cum from my sex.
 
    
 
   Bobby also cleaned inside me, which I highly suspect is not routine for most dog grooming scenarios.  At least, I HOPE it isn't.  If it is, then I feel sorry for dogs!  For me, Bobby used another more narrow brush and it was a combination of OUCH and OOOHH that had me bucking back against him.  I had almost gotten used to the cold water when Bobby suddenly grabbed the sprayer and sent a fresh jet of icy liquid over me to rinse the suds from my body.  I squealed, shivering again and then Bobby scooped me up and carried me over to the table.  I collapsed onto my stomach, shivering, tiny droplets still covering my skin.  Then there was this roar and sudden heat blew across my back. I looked up.  Bobby was blow drying my skin.  I moaned as the hot air quickly dried me out, sending the little water droplets rolling off my back and down my sides to soak into the fluffy towel I was laying on.  I basked in the heat, enjoying it.  I closed my eyes, almost nodding off.  If it hadn't been for Bobby reaching down to caress my pussy, slowly rubbing his fingers through it, I probably would have fallen asleep.
 
    
 
   But that caress was enough to get my juices going.  It wasn’t long before I was moaning and twisting on the table, his hands stroking my sides, cupping my breasts, squeezing and pinching the nipples, fingers working inside me.  Then he lifted me off the grooming table, put me on the floor and unzipped his pants. 
 
    
 
   Like a bitch in heat I attacked him, my mouth opening to suck on his cock even before he commanded me to. I wanted him. I wanted him inside me.  I licked and sucked and then stroked and it wasn’t long before Bobby was pulling away, his thick hard cock pulsing.  He moved around behind me and then knelt down between my ankles, the extended shaft already moving between my buttocks and then downward to my soaked slit.  I groaned, pushing back, my body and brain already deep into the urgency of sexual want and I felt the tip of his cock penetrating me.
 
    
 
   I guess you’re probably wondering why I’m spending so much time on this little vanilla screwing, right?  I mean seriously, so I got hammered doggie style in the grooming shed.  Does it really matter?  Where’s the good stuff?  Where’s the stuff I want to read about?  Where’s the part where the dogs fuck her?
 
    
 
   Well, it’s hard to write about that.  So yes… I’ve been… sort of… delaying… getting to this part.  Is it so difficult to understand how much I HATED what happened?  How embarrassed, how humiliated, how utterly disgusted by it I am?  And to know that through all five times I was cumming and cumming and cumming?  
 
    
 
   When Bobby was done with me I was led back to the main kennel building through the yard.  The sun was overhead and the weather warmed up to almost seventy degrees, so it was actually a bit more pleasant.  I was feeling rather good, since I had cum again with Bobby’s cock inside me.  
 
    
 
   When we got inside I caught a glimpse of Lisa coming down the stairs from David Keller’s office and I’m pretty sure her eyes were red.  Maybe from crying. I have no idea.  If I ever see her, I’ll ask.  But privately, I suspect that she asked again.  Whatever it was.  My guess?  I think she wanted to either be the one to continue the training or… join me perhaps.  But did she know what was coming?  Did she know what was about to happen to me?  Did she know that since she was denied joining me she saved herself a canine rape?
 
    
 
   Bobby led me to the training room, that same linoleum tiled spot I had spent the morning begging, presenting, cupping, lying down, and being finger fucked, smacked, caned, and orgasming.  But it wasn’t until Bobby was getting down the mittens that I realized that the part of the day I was scared of was coming, and soon too.  I swallowed, allowed myself to be hindered by the yellow hand booties and waited.
 
    
 
   I was left alone then. I crawled into a corner and resisted the urge to sit with my back to the wall.  How un-doglike, right?  So instead I curled up into a ball.  Those ten or fifteen minutes were awful.  I kept thinking “why am I doing this?” or “how could I do this?” and eventually I kept coming back around to “why am I like this?  Why do I keep cumming?”
 
    
 
   I felt the tears flowing and then the door opened.  Bobby came in, followed by David Keller.  In Keller’s hand was a leash and on the end of that leash was a dog.   
 
    
 
   I shrank back into the corner.  He was huge.  I think he was a German Shepherd, maybe even the one I’d already experienced licking me out in Keller’s office.  I wasn’t sure.  He looked at me in expectation even as Keller and Bobby put yellow booties on all four of his paws.  To be honest, at the time I didn’t appreciate that.  Now I do.  Those dogs would have scratched the crap out of my back had they not done it.  Bobby came and got me when they were done and I was pulled… yes pulled… away from the wall and toward the center of the room.  
 
    
 
   I wasn’t fighting, but I was not cooperative.  Bobby had to literally move me into an acceptable position: my arms flat on the floor, my forehead pressed down between them, my legs spread, my ass up in the air.  I trembled while they were getting me ready.  I could feel the tears on my cheeks.  Then Keller and the dog were close. I heard the sniffing, the shuffling, the chuffs of the dog as he was presented with his bitch.  I heard gloves being snapped on and then the cold wet nose of the dog sniffing me between the legs.  I flinched away, but Bobby used a single arm to stop my forward movement.  Then Keller said a command and the dog jumped up on me, forepaws on my back as it literally crawled forward.  
 
    
 
   I shook as the dog’s weight was half on me.  Then I felt something press up against my ass.  It slid downward and across and there was sudden frantic movement on top of me, the dog, slipping slightly.  I said a silent prayer of thanks for the mittens, even if I had to wear them too.  Then suddenly I gasped.  It was in.  The strange sensation of having a dog’s cock in me was just too much.  In seconds my pussy was flooded with juices and I began thrusting back against the now rapidly pumping strange shaped sex organ inside me.  I let out a cry as my hips humped, my ass tilting as the dog’s forelegs moved to one side and he practically slid off me.  I felt his rear paws stepping on my bent calves and I lowered myself down as he continued to pump despite the loss of position.  Then I felt a strange pull and he was trying to move away!  My whole body tilted and I was tugged to the side, by his cock!  I barely kept my balance!  After maybe fifteen or twenty seconds the dog was able to pull out and I was able to get back in position.
 
    
 
   I hadn’t cum, but I had been close.  If it had lasted just a few moments longer.  Or maybe if Bobby hadn’t fucked me stupid in the grooming shed.  Or maybe… 
 
    
 
   I was ordered to lie down, which I did, my pussy tingling and wet, my legs splayed outward in what was surely a grotesque display.  David Keller left with the German Shepherd and about five minutes later he was back with a different dog.  And Lisa.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God!” Lisa exclaimed as Bobby told me to get back in position.  Evidently it was very clear to Lisa what was happening.  I glanced back and noticed my new paramour was a cute beagle who was already sniffing at my already lubed and dog cum filled pussy.  I spread my legs, arching my back, lifting my rear end and Keller and Bobby barely had time to get the mittens on the little fucker.
 
    
 
   This time I didn’t have any problem accepting the odd shaped bulbed cock.  It went in smoothly, pistoned violently, and before the little beagle had finished I was screaming in orgasm.  A single “Oh God yes!” came out of my mouth before I remembered that I wasn’t supposed to use words.  I closed my eyes as the orgasm rushed through me like a freight train, so powerful, so strong that I almost passed out.
 
    
 
   I don’t want you thinking I prefer dogs over guys. I don’t.  Not in the least. I’ve been thinking a lot about why I cum so hard when I’m getting fucked by a dog and I’ve come to the conclusion that it’s a combination of things.  I think part of it is my personal distaste of animal sex.  I hate it, but being forced to do it… well… I can’t explain how it makes me feel.  That sets the stage.  Then there is the fact that dog cocks FEEL very different.  There’s the bulb, the scrambling, the furious pistoning.  It’s like a strange dildo being rammed in and out so fast… it’s just… intense.  Plus the angle is different.  Dog cocks also seem to be... um… less… rigid and more sinuous.  Does that make sense?  I guess the closest thing I could compare it to is being fucked by a snake, though I’ve never done that so I really have no idea.
 
    
 
   But I still prefer guys.  I don’t get the willies after it, or have crying fits, or spend hours in a shower trying to scrub myself clean.  Afterwards I feel so dirty, so low, not even a nympho humiliation pain slut, but a sluttish, dark, pervert who is so debased and deviant that not even strays on the street are safe from her depredations.  I feel disgusting and gross.
 
    
 
   Because I came.
 
    
 
   After the beagle came a Boxer.  It was big and powerful, though not as big as the German Shepherd and not as small as the Beagle.  He pounded me for what seemed like forever and I actually came again.  Between dogs I was allowed to rest, collapsing right there in the middle of the floor.  At some point Lisa had come over and would stroke my hair as Bobby went to get the next dog.  The fourth animal was actually a poodle, but without the stupid pom pom hair cut.  First time I’ve ever liked the look of poodles too.  He was long and thin and his forepaws rested on my shoulders as I bent over to take him.  He was quick too, so I didn’t have time to cum.  The last dog was this massive bulldog and I was ordered to “present”, rather than stay on my hands and knees.  This time Bobby and Lisa were the primary handlers while Keller stood over the three of us, directing.  Lisa was instructed to take the dog’s cock and bend in backward and stick it in me as Bobby held the large animal’s head.  
 
    
 
   I’m not sure why I came at that point.  Perhaps it was the poodle who brought me close.  Maybe it was the thicker than usual cock being stuck in me.  Maybe it was Lisa’s pushing of the cock in and out that did it.  Or maybe it was the delicate thumbing of my clit by Lisa with every doggie stroke.  Or it could have been the fact that my eyes were open, while I was laying on my back, legs up and spread, stuffed with dog cock, while three people watched and helped.  No matter what it was, I came, hard, crying out in sexual ecstasy and let the racking shudders rock through me as my chest heaved and my body just collapsed in sexual exhaustion.
 
    
 
   When the bulldog was done David Keller left, followed a few moments later by Bobby.  Lisa took my head, put it in her lap and just held me, which was very nice.  My tear streaked cheeks no doubt made me look awful.  Thirty or forty minutes later the door opened up and I lifted my head to see another old familiar face: Eric, the other handler who had helped Bobby screw my brains out and fuck a single dog back in November.  He grinned at Lisa and stepped over to me.  
 
    
 
   “One more breeding girl,” Eric exclaimed and as I blinked in surprise he pulled his pants down right in front of us.  
 
    
 
   “Eric!  No!” Lisa said sharply.  Eric only laughed.
 
    
 
   “David said I could, and that you were supposed to hold her for me.”
 
    
 
   Lisa’s expression was pretty interesting.  Anger, frustration, desire, all in one face.  I struggled to my hands and knees, already so deep into my self-loathing that I didn’t care if Eric wanted to fuck me.
 
    
 
   Lisa protested again as Eric put on the condom and then he was kneeling down between my spread calves, pressing his cock up against my pussy.  I was still dripping with dog cum of course, so he slipped in perfectly and easily.  I groaned, once more in the same position as I had been with the repeat dog screwings.  I gasped in shock as he pressed and penetrated, shoving his cock into my well sauced pussy.  
 
    
 
   We moved together until he came. I didn’t.  Dog cum was leaking out of my pussy, down my thighs and I was quivering in a mixture of disgust and mortification that had me whimpering like the little bitch I was.  Eric finished with a flourish, slapping my ass repeatedly as he bore down on me and then smashed me to the ground.  He straddled me and pressed my legs together, driving his hips into my padded rear end with gusto.  Then I felt him harden inside me.  There was this pulsing in my pussy and I knew he had exploded.
 
    
 
   Later it was Lisa who cleaned me up.  Paper towels, gentle fingers, a few chaste kisses, and I was then left to rest after being put in another kennel cage.  It was cramped, but I lay on my side and just tried not to think about what I had just done, or what it meant.
 
   Nothing else happened until Kari came about forty minutes later to pick me up.  I was not feeling very good.  I had cried myself out in the cage and I felt dirty and slutty and generally worthless.  I still couldn’t believe I had cum like that and I was rather depressed.  But while I laid there my hand was between my legs, gently rubbing.
 
   When I saw Kari I burst into a fresh set of tears, which startled both David Keller and Lisa, both of whom had come out to make sure my transition back to Kari was smooth.  Kari took me, hugged me, even though I was still on my knees, kissed me passionately, and then affixed the leash to my collar.  I whimpered a bit more when she accepted the bag full of toys and items from Keller.  She opened it and as she reached in she looked down at me.
 
   “Present, Breanne”, Kari ordered.  I looked at her in horror.  “Please… no.. . please not here,” my silent eyes begged.  Her face hardened and I knew I had only seconds to appease her.  I whined but rolled over, lifted my legs, bent my knees, and spread my thighs.  She pulled the sap from my bag and bent over.
 
   “This is for your own good, Breanne.  I hope you’ve learned well” Kari whispered.
 
   And as the sap struck my clit I gasped, eyes closed.  Suddenly it all came back to me.  The pain triggered the memories, of being licked, of being fucked, of fondling, of sex, of cumming.  I shuddered as my pussy ripened and then I cried out as the final orgasm of the day rushed through me.  When I opened my eyes my clit was on fire, Kari was looking down with me in a pleased expression, and Lisa was staring in awe.  Kari snapped her fingers and I rolled back onto my knees, the warmth of my last climax flooding through me.  How had Kari known I was close?
 
   As we left, Lisa darted forward and handed something to Kari.  Kari took the small piece of paper with a nod and then we were outside, me crawling next to that stunning blond woman who I have served faithfully for so long.  She opened the car door for me and I climbed in.  I even wiggled my ass, wagging the stupid tail that still stuck up from my rear end.  Kari laughed.  As I sat down in the seat and put on the seatbelt, still naked mind you, Kari leaned over, kissed me, and asked “Did you cum, sweetheart?”
 
   For the first time I smiled.  
 
   And then I barked.
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
   02/24/11 – Part One
 
    
 
   You know, taking off my chastity belt is not exactly the most pleasant thing to do, especially if I've been wearing it for almost twenty four hours straight.  Worse, doing it in an apartment parking lot at seven fifty in the morning is not something either easy, or that much fun.  With people driving by every few minutes while you're in the process of taking off your jeans, unbuckling everything, and then slowly extracting two dildos, while trying not to sexually excite yourself... well... there are easier things to do.  But that's what I was doing Saturday morning; to celebrate my one year anniversary.
 
    
 
   Yep.  I’ve been writing for Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog for over a full year now, though I admit I’ve know Michael since like 2005.  I think. I’d have to check, but I think it was around then.  In any event, I asked for all of my favorite doms and dommes to submit assignments for me, and then the readers voted on which two would be the ones I did.  Through some clever manipulation and a rather skewed viewing of the rules, four different assignments won first and second place.  And according to Michael, I had to do all of them.
 
    
 
   So last Saturday I was parked outside Kari’s apartment, about to submit to one of the most horrendous torments I’ve ever experienced:
 
    
 
   Bre: Your assignment, should you come to me, will be both painful and difficult. You will arrive as usual, naked on my doorstep. You will then be placed upon the wooden horse for an extended length of time, with your nipples clamped, and your feet weighted, until I feel you have suffered sufficiently. You will be removed from the torment, and allowed time to recover. During this period I will amuse myself with various penetrative torments upon your person. You will then be remounted on the wooden horse. You will continue this pattern until you have spent at least six hours on the wooden horse over the course of the day. - Kari
 
    
 
   Once I was out of the chastity belt I took a moment to work out the kinks.  Not sexual kinks.  Real ones. I sat in my truck and stretched. I also used a few personal hygiene products to clean myself and the belt up.  Twenty four hours with multiple applications of Stinging O, with hourly minute vibration torments meant lots and lots of juice and some serious need for cleanliness.  When I was satisfied, I checked the clock and found that I had about three minutes to go.  I slipped my feet out of the flip flops I was wearing and then pulled my skirt down my long legs.  My eyes continually darted around, but there still wasn't much Saturday morning activity.  Kari lives in a well to do, expensive, luxury apartment complex complete with jungle like landscaping, expensive carports, and what I frequently think of as lazy indulgent people.  Though I admit that neither Kari nor Robert are like that. Finally I couldn't wait any longer.  I peeled off my shirt, grabbed my bag full of toys, and RAN for Kari's place.
 
    
 
   I always feel so exposed on that sprint.  It means a quick dart down a hall full of apartment doors, open to the garden courtyard.  Then up two flights of stairs, with a curved landing in between.  Then I have to run BACK DOWN the balcony to Kari's apartment, which is on the end of the building on the third floor.  I did this, managing once again, not to be noticed.   I tried to keep my chest from heaving too much as the door opened and Kari smiled at me.  We exchanged a quick hug, my naked body noticing the soft silks she was wearing.  Kari always dresses like a million bucks and is partial to very soft cloth.  While I'll see her in jeans and a tee shirt occasionally, you're more likely to find her in a business suit with silk blouses than anything else.  Today, she was wearing black silk pajamas that made her blond hair and blue eyes look even more striking than usual.  She took my bag, placed it under the small key table at the doorway, and then closed the door behind me as I stepped into the apartment.
 
    
 
   She had moved the furniture around.  Or I would be more accurate by saying that Robert moved the furniture around to where she told him too.  Robert is Kari's live in boy toy, a grown man of 28 or so who is the longest lasting male to ever remain in Kari's service.  I admit, I'm in love with him, but on a different level than most people would or could understand.  Robert and I share something rather special: Kari.  Personally, I think Robert's in love with her, the normal way too.  So am I, and in quite the same way.  But Robert's love is a lot more intense.  We've both been submissive to Kari's dominatrix tendencies and that gives Robert and me a sort of bond and commonality that is tough to describe.  It’s sort of like being siblings, except we get to fuck each other.
 
    
 
   As usual the apartment was immaculate.  The sofa was out of its usual spot though and pushed up against a wall.  The coffee table was completely gone and the side table had been moved to a spare corner in the dining room.  In the middle of the living room was the horse and it dominated the decor completely.
 
    
 
   If you're thinking of a real life breathing animal when I say horse, then you haven't been reading my blog.  This horse was neither alive nor breathing.  First of all it was made of wood, oak I think, and unlike a typical rocking horse which is decorated in horse like appendages, including tail, head, mane, and sometimes even hooves, this horse was a diabolical instrument of torture, rather than a child's plaything.  There were no appendages, no rocking rings, no springs, nothing but four legs each going up from the floor to a solid wooden beam.  The beam was made out of a unyielding piece of wood with the bottom spanning a good fourteen or so inches.  Both sides of the beam were cut at angles, forming a triangular prism which rested on its side.  This left a single pointy edge facing straight up. It had been rounded and sanded, but from experience I knew that were I to put all my weight on that blunted edge it would hurt just as surely as if I took a knife and rammed it up between my legs.  Worse probably. 
 
    
 
   The wood was sanded and varnished and lovingly coated with a thick film of polish and oil.  It GLEAMED in the light and I couldn't help admiring the artistry of its construction.  It WAS very beautiful, despite the simplicity.  There were even metal attachments bolted to the underside and on the ends.  I had no clue what those were for, but I at least saw them.  Underneath the wooden horse were two small step stools, each with two steps.  Where the devil had Kari managed to find TWO step stools that actually MATCHED the fricking wooden horse?  Torture R’ Us? Crossing between the stepstools and underneath the wooden horse was a spreader bar. It was thick with heavy metal links and fasteners positioned at various spots across its length.  There were also two one gallon milk jugs, both sealed, both filled to the top with what looked like sand.  Heavy twisted cotton rope attached the handles to thick metal hooks and I knew that both weights were ready and waiting for an appropriate victim. 
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  It's hard to look upon a device you know is designed to hurt you, badly, knowing that you are about to spend a full six hours riding the damn thing.  Even with the "breaks" Kari promised me, I knew that by the time I was done my pussy would be so sore that I'd be lucky to be able to walk.  I took a few steps forward and then noticed Robert walking into the room.
 
    
 
   Like me he was buck naked.  The only difference was that his cock was bound up in something that resembled surgical tubing.  A rather tightly pulled band encircled both his testicles and his cock and both were swollen, slightly red, and looked rather uncomfortable.  He padded over to me and gave me a hug and a kiss as Kari smiled.  I felt his cock against my hip and I resisted the urge to fall to my knees and suck on him.  I want to, so bad. 
 
    
 
   "If you need to use the bathroom, now is a good time, sweetheart."  Kari said to me.  I nodded.  It was a good idea.  So I padded off toward the guest bathroom and used the facilities.  Since I was now empty as well, I took the opportunity to do a more through wash-up.  Ten minutes later I was back out in the living room, watching as Kari played with Robert's shaft.  It glistened with oil.  Both of them moved toward me and Robert went to the side table and started bringing over a few items that had been laid out.  None of them surprised me.  First there was the bondage collar Kari liked.  It was a bit different from the one she had bought me ages ago and even then was inside my bag.  This one was a bit thicker and a little wider.  It also buckled tighter.  I know because I felt the pressure on my throat when she put it on.  Next went the wrist cuffs, followed by the ones for my ankles.  It was Robert who put the one on my legs, kneeling down at my feet.  When they were done, Robert brought a small leather sap over to Kari, handing it to her.  I stared at it.  It was a lot like mine, but with metal caps along the edges.  I looked at Kari, my chest starting to heave with deep breaths, my heart pounding, my stomach tightening, and my pussy almost gushed in expectation.
 
    
 
   "Present!" called out Kari. 
 
    
 
   I blinked for a moment, confused.  Then I remembered the stupid trick that Kari had asked the Kennel folks to teach me the previous weekend.  Dropping to my knees I then rolled over onto my back.  It was a horribly humiliating position, but I brought my legs upward and then spread my thighs wide apart.  When Kari knelt down between my legs I suddenly feared the worst.
 
    
 
   "We have to get you prepped to ride the horse, don't we?" she asked.  I didn't have time to answer, even if I would have.  She lifted the sap and brought it right down on my exposed pussy, smashing my labia and clit with a stroke that caught my breath.  Only through serious will power did I manage to keep my legs open.  Not that it did any good.  She hit me there again, and then again, slamming that miniature leather paddle into my pudenda and sex over and over.  I started to buck as she not only picked up the pace, but also the force and the next thing I knew I was crying out loudly, begging her to stop.  She didn't.  Pain exploded between my legs and finally, after maybe fifteen strokes, I couldn't stop myself from closing my thighs and blocking her blows. 
 
    
 
   "Well, FINALLY!" Kari exclaimed.  "I thought we'd never get to ride."  She said, not even complaining about my action to close off her access to my sexual side.  I looked up at her through tear blurred eyes.
 
    
 
   "What?" I gasped out loud. 
 
    
 
   "Stand up, Breanne.  It's time to ride the horse."
 
    
 
   I blinked.  She must have been waiting for me to close my legs!
 
    
 
   Kari pulled me to my feet.  My crotch burned and ached.  How could she?  Kari snapped her fingers at Robert who approached with my bag.  A moment later Kari was shoving (please note the verb there... SHOVING.  Not pushing, or slipping in, or delicately placing, but SHOVING) my pair of vibroballs up into my pussy.  I winced of course, but then Robert had my arm and we were all moving toward the horse.  I trembled, almost collapsed, and Robert held me up.  I climbed the first step stool and then Robert helped me swing my other leg over the horse.  Now I was facing the couch, the wooden prism between my legs, standing on both stools, with only an inch of clearance between my already bruised labia, stuffed pussy, and the hard unyielding wooden spine of the horse.  Robert bent down and I felt him locking one end of the spreader bar to my ankle.  In a flash I realized what the spreader bar was for.  It would prevent me from using my thighs, my horseback riding farm girl thighs, from getting a grip on the sides of the wooden horse.  It meant that I would be taking my entire body weight right between the legs.  Robert moved around to the other side and lifted up my right ankle and began buckling it to the spreader bar as Kari quickly locked my wrists behind my back.  A short chain went between the back of my bondage collar and the cuffs, making sure I would not be able to touch the horse in any way.   I teetered slightly as I was forced to lean on the horse and put all my weight on one leg, via my inside thigh as I tried desperately not to ride the horse before I had to. 
 
    
 
   Kari brought nipple clamps out, large heavy clover clamps.  These were quickly and efficiently snapped onto my breasts and I cried out, my body shaking in semi-agony as the sensation traveled up through both breasts and down to my beaten sex.  Kari pulled a one pound weights out of my bag and hung it on the chain.  The agony in my breasts doubled and my breath seemed loud in my own ears.  Oh GOD it hurt, and I wasn't even on trial with them yet!  I teetered on one leg, my thigh pressed against the oiled wood.  My right leg was now five or six inches ABOVE the other stool.  I tried to move my leg but couldn't.
 
    
 
   "She's ready, Mistress," announced Robert. 
 
    
 
   Kari nodded.  "Okay, Breanne.  Your safe word is 'anniversary'.  Say that and we pull you down for a break and a punishment.  It would be better for you to ride as long as possible, especially here at the beginning.  Understand?"
 
    
 
   I nodded. 
 
    
 
   "Good. Okay, now it would be best if you sat yourself down before we yanked out the supports," she said,
 
    
 
   I tried, really, but it just wasn't happening.  So I tilted slightly, trying to get both feet on the stools.  That wasn't working either.  I had dropped down with the wide spreading of my legs.  Next thing I knew I was being picked up and SET upon the wooden edge.  Robert’s hands were around my waist and I was centered over the wooden horse.  Kari reached down to my pussy and pulled apart my labia as I was lowered down.  I felt the pressure between my legs and then the stool was removed and all of my weight suddenly dropped on a single edge.
 
    
 
   I shifted a little as the pressure pain pushed up into me.  It took a moment to find a less uncomfortable spot where delicate flesh wasn’t being pinched.  I rocked my hips, moving my buttocks around as I repositioned myself, my legs trying to pull out of the spreader bar, attempting to find purchase.  But after a moment I found my spot and settled down.  The pain was there, like a knuckle grinding non-stop into muscle, but I could handle it. I’d dealt with worse, and frankly my nipples were hurting more.  I could feel the heavy one pound weight resting against my stomach.
 
    
 
   What I didn’t expect though was the constant curling of my toes.  It seemed I couldn’t stop them from clenching.  I only noticed it after the first few minutes too, when the pressure between my legs seemed to get worse.  Kari and Robert had stayed right beside me, watching, helping me maintain my balance, and generally making sure I didn’t fall or do something stupid, or start screaming like a banshee.  I almost missed Kari’s nod at Robert, which caused him to kneel down once again.  I almost fell as I leaned to the side to see what he was doing, but the sharp thrust of pain against my groin was enough to move me back to the center.  Besides, I figured out what he was doing seconds later.
 
    
 
   Suddenly I felt something tugging on my legs.  Downward of course.  This increased the pressure on my pussy and I groaned as the pain between my legs increased.  I remember my vision going slightly blurry as I tried to adjust to two gallon jugs worth of sand being hung on the spreader bar.  It must have been at least an additional twenty or thirty pounds.  I’m not sure to be honest.  Maybe I’ll call Robert and find out.  All I know is that I went from owwww… to OH MY FUCKING GOD OWWWWWW.
 
    
 
   That’s when Kari turned the vibroballs inside me to high.
 
    
 
   Oh, and picked up a vibrator and held it to my clit.
 
    
 
   If you aren’t aware of it by now, I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Emphasis on PAIN.  While you coming on over to my place and kicking me in the ribs won’t make me orgasm, if I’m ALREADY bothered (which is usually pretty likely) and you do something like take a pair of pliers to my nipples and clit, chances are I’m going to scream in orgasmic bliss, cum hard, and maybe even pass out.  Pain, when added to sexual stimulation, is like this shot of nitro in a car’s fuel line.  It does some amazing things and my orgasms are so much more powerful, so much more fulfilling, and so much more desirable.  The hell with vanilla sex, I want it to hurt.
 
    
 
   And it was.  Kari’s vibrations turned up the sexual volume exponentially and in short order I was actually THRUSTING my hips forward.  Want to know why it’s called “riding the horse?”  Because that’s what you do!  You hump that hard pointy edge biting into your crotch.  Now usually it’s because you’re in so much pain that you rock back and forth, trying to relieve the agony.  And I had no doubt at that moment I would be doing that eventually, but Kari had put me in a position where rocking was a sexual movement and I was literally humping the device that was bruising and hurting me.  
 
    
 
   She kept the vibrator on my clit till I was getting close to cumming.  Then she pulled it away.  Understand, Kari is not into denial.  If anything she goes the other way, making her sex slaves cum and cum and cum until CUMMING hurts.  But that morning she pulled away, leaving me wanting and begging and humping and sliding my wet pussy a full two inches back and forth across that wooden edge.  My pussy was splayed open, the labia pinched and pushed to the sides, pressed between the wood and my thighs.  My crotch was a mass of hurt and sexual need and I shook with the desire to cum and the desire to dismount, all at that same time.
 
    
 
   Kari watched dispassionately and then walked around behind the wooden horse and stepped up to Robert.  Robert was still to my left, but then Kari took him by the cock and led him to the sofa directly in front of me.  I watched as she sat him down, ordered him to spread his legs, and then sat down next to him, her own pretty pajama clad legs over his left thigh.  
 
    
 
   Robert’s cock was still oiled and she grabbed hold of it and began doing things to his shaft and balls that made me wince.  She stroked him.  She squeezed him.  She rubbed just his tip until he was grimacing and trying desperately not to close his legs.  She slapped his cock back and forth and then even squeezed Robert’s balls, one at a time, gently of course, but enough to send pain that matched what I was enduring into my male counterpart.  
 
    
 
   It was worse for me.  Watching Kari torture Robert right in front of my eyes was the sort of sexual stimulation that keeps me going.  So even without the vibrator pressing against my clitoris, I was still feeling the sexual tension.  Plus the vibroballs were still humming inside me on high.  The pain in my crotch and breasts had also added spice, flavor, and power to the mix and I was getting close to cumming.
 
    
 
   I also knew that cumming would be a bad idea.  One of the things I use to endure overwhelming levels of pain and discomfort is sexual energy.  I NEED to be aroused to tolerate what was going on.  If I came, then I’d lose a lot of that and would be in agony until it either built back up, or I bailed and used my safe word.  Since the clock on the mantle stated I had only been up there around twenty minutes or so, I wanted to hold off as long as I could.
 
    
 
   Kari wasn’t making it easy.
 
    
 
   She directed Robert to go get his vacuum pump and he walked off, cock red and swollen, sticking straight out.  Talk about desirable.  I’d even beg him to fuck me in the ass if I could.  For me, I was just sitting there, my hips moving back and forth, sliding my pussy along the wooden edge.  Every once in a while my clit would get dragged underneath me and get crushed between the wooden edge and my body, sending waves of agonizing pleasure into me.  
 
    
 
   Robert returned in short order with his vacuum pump and Kari positioned it over his already large and swollen cock. Now let me state for the record, that Robert is not unusually large or anything.  His cock is a rather normal seven and a half inches, which on a guy who is six one, is sort of average.  The fact his balls are shaven makes him look… sexier I guess.  Anyway, Kari put the vacuum pump over his cock and the next thing I knew he was wincing as she pumped all the air out of the clear cylinder.  I love watching guys in those things.  The veins on Robert’s cock started to bulge, the tip seemed to grow and even the whole shaft looked like it was being stretched.  It was pretty awesome.  I also know from experience that it’s a mixed sensation for the guy, and some guys like it, and some guys don’t.  I remember one dude that Kari and I milked one Sunday who absolutely LOVED the thing.  We used it during practically every single orgasm.  And let me tell you, that final one, where his cock was all red and raw and he was begging us not to touch him… well THAT pumping was well worth it.  
 
    
 
   I glanced at the clock.  Thirty minutes. Pain was radiating up between my legs, alternating with sexual desperation.  I was having trouble with the whole thing and was now rocking backward onto my actually anus as well as rocking forward.  I could feel the pressure building, not only sexually, but physically as well and I knew that I wouldn’t be able to handle much more.   My goal was a full hour, but I could feel my body starting to tremble, to want off.
 
    
 
   Robert was now gritting his teeth as Kari left the vacuum pump on his cock and started massaging his testicles.  After another few moments she suddenly released the vacuum on the tube, eliciting a groan from Robert.  She stood up and then slipped her pajama bottoms to the floor.  I blinked as her perfect ass came into view, with only a black lace thong covering her sex.  The material disappeared into her crack and then she was pushing her panties down.
 
    
 
   I watched in both jealousy and admiration as Kari moved over Robert’s lap, straddling him.  The now huge and monstrous shaft (easily nine inches thanks to the vacuum pump) bobbed dangerously beneath her.  She grabbed him and then I watched as she lowered herself down, impaling herself on the thick meat rod.  It was my turn to gasp and cry out as I watched her fuck him, wishing I had that cock inside me instead of the vibroballs and the steady misery of pressure from my mount.
 
    
 
   She fucked him for almost fifteen minutes.  I have no idea how either of them lasted.  Granted, it was a slow steady screwing, and I know that most guys don’t cum easily when sitting like that, but come on!  Fifteen minutes?  I would have been crying out and grinding down and cumming in like FIVE.  But then again, I’m a NHPS, aren’t I?  It was Kari who came first of course.  I know that Robert is a good enough submissive NOT to cum without permission, much less cum BEFORE his mistress.  Thank God I’m a girl.  It doesn’t matter much for us.  But guys… geeze.  I’ve seen Kari go ballistic when a guy came BEFORE her while they were having sex.  Let me be specific though: sex, not torture.  Kari, to my knowledge, as never ALLOWED a guy to cum when she didn’t WANT him to cum.  
 
    
 
   I have to admit one thing though, that while they were making love on the sofa, it kept me distracted enough that I was able to last an additional fifteen minutes on the wooden horse.  The weights on my legs were swinging, which intensified the whole rocking motion. I’m just glad that the wooden horse itself was so sturdy.  If it had wobbled, I’d have been worried.  As it was, the motion of the weights on the spreader bar, the sexual scene before me, the buzzing vibroballs, and the back and forth rocking from my anus to my clit, crushing my petals, all had me in a state I could no longer handle. I felt the rise inside me only a minute or two after Kari collapsed against Robert with a sigh of pleasure. I saw his still rock hard swollen enlarged cock straining as she got off him and turned to look at me.  Her perfect hips were exposed to my eyes as was her now slick and pink slit and I remembered how many times I had been the one to bring her pleasure.  
 
    
 
   That’s when I came.  I cried out, bucking like mad as the orgasm rushed through me and threatened to toss me off the horse.  Kari quickly came over, holding one of my elbows as I bucked, my hips suddenly gone crazy as I cried out in orgasmic bliss.  She glanced at Robert who came over next, his cock still hard, still wet, and still stuck in that god-awful rubber restraint around the balls and base of his shaft.  Together they held me upright as I bucked and fucked and just generally exploded like an overfilled water balloon.
 
    
 
   And then it hurt.  There are insufficient words in the English language to describe what I was enduring.  “Pain” doesn’t even begin to describe it.  I felt ANGUISHED.  It was like pouring molten fire on your skin.  It was like having 108 spanks to your ass and then having some one kick you in the gut so you can’t even breathe enough to cry.  I grit my teeth and shuddered, holding my breath as waves of agony rushed up from between my legs and the “discomfort” of the clamps on my breasts disappeared.  I managed another four minutes, for a total of fifty four minutes exactly, before I gasped out “ANNIVERSARY! PLEASE ANNIVERSARY!”
 
    
 
   Robert moved like lightning, without waiting for orders from Kari so I suspect that she had told him that the moment I used the safe word he was too get me loose and off the wooden horse.  He had the spreader bar off one ankle in like four seconds, the jugs of sand falling loose and to the floor.  Then without freeing my other ankle he picked me up at the waist, lifted me off the wooden horse, and pulled me off the back end.  When I was safely deposited, crying of course, on the floor, he removed the spreader bar from the other ankle.  I gasped in more pain as I felt fingers against my pussy, pushing apart my labia.  It was Kari.
 
    
 
   “No damage. Take her to the bedroom,” Kari said to Robert, her voice filled with steel.  
 
    
 
   I felt arms lift me and Robert’s scent, mingled with Kari’s perfume filled my nose.  I was trembling, crying, shuddering, and just generally hurting and aching all over.  My nipples started to throb as the pain between my legs lessoned and I started becoming aware of the rest of me again.  
 
    
 
   Robert laid me on the king sized bed in the middle of the master bedroom.  Normally, I’d feel awkward having any kind of sex on someone’s personal bed, unless we were close, but I’ve spent so many hours on Kari’s bed that it was like coming home.  Robert was gentle and placed me in the center.  His outstretched cock bumped a few times into my buttocks as he put me down, but I didn’t mind.  I just wanted to curl up and try to stabilize.
 
    
 
   But Kari and Robert grabbed my hands and pulled my arms upward away from my breasts and stomach.  I didn’t fight them much, especially since I wasn’t really trying to stop them, just return to my fetal position.  But in short order they had my wrists secured to the bed frame.  Since the wrist and ankle cuffs had not been removed, it made locking me in place much easier.
 
    
 
   I DID fight them when they pulled me taut and stretched my legs outward.  Aches and pains shot up through me and I cried out, kicking and pulling away as my ankles were drawn to the far corners of the bed.  Soon I was splayed open, wide apart, with both of my tormentors (both domme and obedient sub) looking down at me.  
 
    
 
   Kari bent over and removed the nipple clamps, eliciting another cry from my open and panting mouth.  My breasts felt as if they had been beaten and coated in hot wax.  Then she moved around to the end of the bed.  I groaned as the vibroballs were pulled from me, still on, putting pressure on my abused labia.  It hurt.  I heard the vibroballs shut off and then Kari moved to Robert and took off the rubber tubing around his cock and balls.  Then she spoke the words that I was both longing to hear, and dreading.
 
    
 
   “Fuck her brains out until you cum.”
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   02/25/11 – Part Two
 
    
 
   In my present state, with sore cunt, the last thing I wanted was Robert’s still enlarged and swollen cock inside my pussy.  I lifted my head, shaking it, protesting, but then Kari was kissing me, sticking her tongue in my mouth, her fingers squeezing my only recently released nipples.  I cried out, my back arching and then I felt the bed compress at the bottom.  There was movement between my legs and I sensed Robert’s knees against my thighs.  I shuddered with Kari’s kiss, her fingers and then Robert’s cock was pressing against my bruised petals.  I lifted my hips, trying to twist away but he moved against me, pinning me, spreading my labia open with his bulging tip, plunging his massive, vacuum altered shaft into me.  It went deep, impaling me while his hips pressed against mine.  I convulsed down there, as if I had a hundred debilitating cramps all at the same time.  Agony poured up from between my legs; all while feeling the sudden rush of sexual intoxication from my libido.  Robert moved up, replacing Kari and his mouth was sucking on one of my nipples, drawing the crushed nub inward while a female hand continued to play with the other one.  Then I felt Kari on the bed next to us, her fingers caressing me, my head, my shoulder, my neck, tickling my ear even as her fingers moved between us.  She actually touched Robert’s cock as it slid in and out of me and when I felt her fingertips on my clit, I cried out in sexual exhilaration.  
 
    
 
   After spending almost an hour on the wooden horse, having sex immediately after getting off was not exactly recuperative.  My brain was fighting a losing battle with the flood of hormones and chemicals flashing through my bloodstream with only my emotions being any kind of help. My brain was saying “now wait a moment.  Her body was just propped up on a fucking wooden pony and there was quite a bit of bruising on that part down there.  Not to mention her nipples were clamped and weighted, and frankly I don’t think that she’s in any condition to be fu…acchheedd.” That last part is where my brain was throttled by my libido, who was repeating “Oh fuck yeah!” over and over.
 
    
 
   So as you can imagine, Robert’s “fuck her until you cum” was a rather brutal opening of my bruised nether regions.  But to his credit, Robert moved slowly.  That helped.  Of course on the flip side, he was thorough as well, moving his swollen shaft all the way in and as deeply as possible.  Since he was now about three inches in diameter instead of the typical two inches, it was like fucking my Core Driller dildo.  He also picked up the pace as he started to cum and the next thing I knew his shaft was throbbing inside me, filling the extra large condom Kari had slipped over his cock to the max.
 
    
 
   He collapsed on top of me with a sigh of relief and despite the fact that I was still hurting I couldn’t help wondering how long it had been since Robert had felt release.  I heard a sharp smack and Robert grunted.  Kari had hit him on the bottom.
 
    
 
   “Okay, get off her.”
 
    
 
   I blinked as Robert rolled off me.  Kari was standing there.  She had changed out of the pajama top she was wearing earlier and was now dressed in black leather boy shorts and a brazier that emphasized her top.  A set of incredible strap high heels were on her feet and she looked like a sex goddess.  I would have fallen to my knees to worship her had I not been already bound and spread on her alter like some sort of sacrifice.  
 
    
 
   Kari was also wearing one other item, but it was something I hadn’t seen before.  It covered her right hand and I realized that it was a glove.  She moved close even as Robert vacated both the space above me and the space inside me.  She crawled up onto the bed and moved close to me.
 
    
 
   “And how is our little doe doing now?  Feeling the need?” she asked.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t reply. I knew the question was rhetorical.  Besides, while I was still horny, I wasn’t anywhere close to orgasm.  Fucking Robert had been both excruciating and wanton, but it wasn’t enough to get me going.  Not yet at least.  Kari stroked my cheek with her left hand and let the finger slide down my throat and to my breasts.  She circled the nipple lightly which caused me to shiver.  The pain from the clamping was almost gone, but for some reason my nipple stiffened as she ran her finger over it.
 
    
 
   Then Kari lifted her gloved right hand, holding it up in front of my face, palm forward.  I blinked, and then gasped.  The fingers of her glove were covered with short, sharp pins.  In the space of a heartbeat my breathing became labored and I was pulling against the bondage holding me down as Kari waved her pin covered fingers in front of me.  I’m not sure why, but she started off by using just one finger and touching my chin. I felt the little sharp pin pricks, but they weren’t deep, just there, like one of those medical pinwheel toys. 
 
    
 
   She lifted her hand again and this time I watched as she moved it over my right breast.  She spread her fingers and then lowered her hand down until my entire nipple was centered in her palm and her fingers curled around into my cleavage.  Almost immediately I felt the sharp tacks touching me and it was like I was wearing those silly tack pads in my bra.  Kari began moving her fingers up and down, like playing a piano arpeggio and then moved her hand around.  My breast felt like a pin cushion and my nipple stiffened even more, the raised flesh prickling deeply as it rose into the pins of my best friend’s glove.
 
    
 
   Kari moved to the other breast and repeated the same process.  Then she cupped my sex, applying various degrees of pressure.  It wasn’t exactly erotic in the sense that I wanted to cum, but it brought my thoughts directly to the spots she touched, emphasizing them, making me want more.  After she completely circled me once, spending five or so minutes on each breast and even my pussy, she returned to my right breast and then snapped at Robert.
 
    
 
   “Bring a vibrator over and touch her wherever I just did.” Kari ordered.  As soon as she was done with my right breast, plumping it and squeezing it with pin covered fingers, Robert moved in and touched my nipple with a purple covered plastic vibrator.  Kari moved to my left breast, once more grabbing hold of the entire mound and squeezing. Sharp prickles were like little bits of electricity sparking against my nipple.  And over on my right side I was suddenly feeling the intense and direct vibrations against my nub.
 
    
 
   By the time Kari was cupping my pussy again I was starting to get really excited and the pins were starting to feel good.  Kari finally moved back and Robert did my clit, eliciting a cry of desperation out of me.  My breasts sported tiny dots all over where Kari had squeezed tightly.  Then Kari nodded at Robert and the two of them began releasing my arms and legs.
 
    
 
   I stretched, trying out my new freedom and I wondered what they were going to do to me next.  I was pulled up right as Kari left the room and the Robert was giving me a quick massage.  It was a muscle rub, focusing on my legs, back and then shoulders.  It was fast and a little rough, but I just enjoyed having him touch me.  Then when he was done, he helped me to my feet and pulled me back out into the living room.
 
    
 
   That was when I realized what was coming next.
 
    
 
   The wooden pony had been reset.  The two stools were in place, as was the spreader bar.  Kari suddenly appeared from the kitchen holding a glass of water.  I took the proffered drink and drained the glass, even as I felt my heart flutter at the thought of riding the horse again.  When I finished I handed the glass back to Kari and Robert moved me toward the horse.
 
    
 
   Climbing those stools was so hard.  But I did it.  
 
    
 
   “Robert! Don’t forget the vibroballs!” Kari shouted from the kitchen.  Robert looked a little sheepish but quickly left me standing there on the stool while he retrieved the vibroballs.  When he returned I lifted one leg, placed an arm on his shoulder, and let him insert them.  He wasn’t as rough as Kari had been the first time, instead making sure I was capable of taking the vibroballs.  Once stuffed, he turned them on and I moaned as the waves of pleasure rolled over me.  
 
    
 
   Robert spent a moment locking my arms to the sides of the bondage collar, which was quite different from the behind the back position I had first ridden the wooden horse in.  I liked it, though it did choke me a bit.  Now my elbows were sticking out to my sides and ironically they ended up helping me keep my balance.  Robert helped me swing one leg over the horse and then went about getting the spreader bar attached.  This time I stayed on the stool, putting all my weight on the right foot.  It was an awkward and uncomfortable position, but it was better than sitting on the damn horse early.  By the time my legs were locked open, Kari had returned.  The glove was still on her right hand, but something more frightening was in her left.
 
    
 
   On the previous Wednesday, Master Barrett had given me a rather specific assignment.  I had been directed to go to the hardware store and have a chit chat with Mike, the store manager.  Master Barrett had felt that I needed another insert, similar to the ones Mike had made for my bra.  Despite his concerns, Mike had made me something appropriate, using an oval cut piece of ¼ inch rubber and a handful of stainless steel tacks, each about a ¼ inch long.  He had cut a small grove down the center of the rubber, basically allowing it to be folded easily and then nailed the tacks down to either side of that groove.  What I ended up with was a pliable rubber pad that was foldable in the center and that would bend in a gentle curve outward.  We tested it that afternoon and let me tell you, slipping that tack pad into my pussy, feeling the pins along my inner and outer labia, was about as scary and sexually erotic as I have ever felt.  Mike also gave me a lot of instructions about how not to use the pad, how to clean it, and offered to make me something a little less dangerous.  I drove home with the thing embedded in my pussy and let me tell you, I came hard.
 
    
 
   And Mike got to butt fuck me too, so he was rewarded for his work.  
 
    
 
   It was this little rubber pad that Kari was now holding.  It had been in my bag and I had been instructed to bring it, but I had thought it was just to SHOW Kari.  I now understood the pin glove.  With one leg forced up and my pussy fully on display, Kari moved over to me and reached down with her right hand.  Pins pressed sharply against my labia as she spread my petals.
 
    
 
   “Please!  Kari, no!” I begged, shaking my head.  Kari gave me one of those looks that told me I needed to shut up or this would hurt a lot more.  I closed my mouth even as my chest started to heave in silent sobs.  Tears poured down my face as she folded the tack pad and stuck in up into my pussy.  
 
    
 
   The tacks were much more wildly spaced than the pins on Kari’s glove.  But they were also sharper too and more likely to penetrate skin.  The thought of having to sit on this, on a wooden horse, suddenly was too much and I turned to Kari.
 
    
 
   “This is in violation of my limits!  It will cut me! I can’t!” It was about as close to panic as I’ve ever come.  Robert had to hold me in place or I would have fallen off the stool.  That would have been bad since I was now technically bound around the wooden horse.  Kari listened to my protests for just a second and then placed the forefinger of her right hand against my lips.  Pins locked my mouth closed and I shook, scared of what she was going to say.
 
    
 
   “Hush,” Kari said softly.  “I would never do anything to you that violate your limits.  This will not.  You will ride it for ten minutes and then we will lift you from it, remove it, and you will continue your horse ride.  But I will not waste the efforts of either your Master Barrett or your handy man.  You WILL ride with this saddle and you will suffer.”  Then she gave me a smile.  “Cumming is up to you.”
 
    
 
   And Robert picked me up and set me on the edge of the horse.
 
    
 
   Pain flooded up through my groin and exploded skyward, overwhelming everything in its rush to get to my brain.  Between my legs I felt something much different than the first time I had rode the wooden horse.  First of all, the edge was no longer this painful crushing sensation between my legs.  Ironically, the rubber was protecting me from the solid wood and cushioning me slightly.  On the flip side I could feel the tiny exposed tips of the tacks digging into my labia.  I adjusted my position and tried to get comfortable.  After all, I only had to handle it for ten minutes, right?
 
    
 
   Kari looked at Robert.  “Sit on the couch and make yourself ready.”  Robert nodded and immediately moved to the sofa in front of me and began rubbing his still soft cock, watching me suffer in front of him.  Evidently I must have been particularly sexy, because it wasn’t that long before he was starting to get hard.
 
    
 
   While Robert was rubbing himself, Kari had lifted her right hand and once again started squeezing my breasts.  The tiny pin pricks were enough to attract my attention, sending little shocks of pain through my nipples.  She moved rapidly, squeezing here and then there.  Then she smacked me lightly on the bottom.  This resulted in my gasp and a hip jerk forward.  I cried out as the tiny tacks in my saddle dug in deeper.  Pain was radiating up from between my legs, despite the rubber mat stuck up my pussy and I began rocking back and forth, trying to relieve the pressure.
 
    
 
   A pinprick pinch on my nipple made my eyes open and Kari was right there, grinning.  
 
    
 
   “You like it don’t you, little slut?” she asked.  “You like being hurt?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, the pain melding with the pinches and the vibrations of the vibroballs in my pussy.  Kari’s left hand went down to the saddle and I felt her bare fingers touching my clit.  I gasped, nodding.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes! Please hurt me!” I said, my body trembling.  
 
    
 
   “How much do you want it to hurt?” She asked, lips at my ear. I could feel the warmth of her breath.
 
    
 
   “Badly!  Please!  As much as you can, Kari!”  I practically shouted.
 
    
 
   “What are you?”
 
    
 
   “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I cried out.
 
    
 
   “And you want me to hurt you?”
 
    
 
   “YES!”  Now I was bucking.  Her finger was working my clit in circles while the pin covered fingers switched from one nipple to the other, crushing and perforating the little nubs.  Robert watched, his fingers moving up and down his oiled and now straight cock.
 
    
 
   “How long do you want to ride the horse?” Kari demanded.
 
    
 
   I was getting worked up.  The orgasm was getting close.  “Forever!” I said strongly, with a bit of helpless desperation in my voice.  At that moment I was totally honest.  I WANTED to ride the horse, with the spikes and everything, forever.
 
    
 
   I grit my teeth as I felt the orgasm build and threatened to overwhelm me.  But then Kari pushed me backward, rolling me so that the pressure of the horse was now on my tailbone and not my pussy.  I felt the rubber pad extracted from between my labia and Kari quickly checked me to see if I was damaged.  Evidently I wasn’t because she then tipped me forward and I was treated once more to the sex bruising hardness of the wooden horse, pressing against my pin pricked labia, clit, and perineum.  
 
    
 
   And I was once more back in sexual hell.
 
    
 
   Kari bent down and put the heavy sand filled jugs on the spreader bar, increasing the weight and pulling me down even more.  I gasped as I tried to adjust to the additional pressure between my legs.
 
    
 
   You know, pain is sort of a weird thing, isn’t it?  I mean, right now, while I’m writing this, I’m having a hard time REMEMBERING how much it hurt.  I mean I know it did.  I can REMEMBER it hurting, but I can’t remember how much.  Strange, isn’t it?
 
    
 
   So while I sat there, rocking back and forth, humping the wooden horse, my clit going down to be pinched with each forward movement, Kari moved toward the sofa.  I watched as she ordered Robert to kneel on the sofa while she sat down to Robert’s left.  She asked him to face her, rather than me, and I suddenly saw Robert in profile, his hard cock his normal size, but sticking straight out at attention.  I bit my lip as the combined sensations of pressure, the vibrations of the vibroballs, and my tenderized labia sent some interesting messages up to my brain.  Seeing Robert in all his oiled glory didn’t help either.
 
    
 
   But then, to my horror, Kari grabbed his cock.  With her right hand.  The hand covered with the pin glove.  I saw Robert’s eyes widen, but he stared stoically ahead and didn’t say anything.  Kari didn’t even look at him.  She was looking at me.  Her crystal blue eyes seemed to sparkle with evil design and she squeezed his cock hard. I could tell because Robert’s expression changed a smidgen and I could see him having trouble staying still.
 
    
 
   “If you cum I’ll stop,” she said, still looking straight at me.  Then she squeezed him again.
 
    
 
   I can’t really imagine what it felt like.  I know a man’s penis is delicate and very sensitive.  Hell, that’s why during college, Kari and I would find a gullible but handsome hunk every few days, invite him to our place on a Saturday or Sunday morning, tie him to the bed, and milk him until his cock was nothing more than a sore, tenderized, raw piece of meat.  Granted, we never actually fucked a guy until he bled, but I know that we came close a couple of times.  I remember one black guy we had down and he ALMOST ripped his arm out of its socket trying to get free.  He ended up bending the bed frame though.  
 
    
 
   Kari shifted her grip so that more of her palm was now over Robert’s tip.  She squeezed again.  Words of protest formed on my mouth as Robert winced, a look of real pain, but they died when I realized that nothing I said short of “Oh God! I’m cumming!” would actually make Kari stop.  And it had to be a real orgasm.
 
    
 
   I was under a lot of pressure at that moment.  Sure, I was hot and bothered, and even half way up the ladder to the impending orgasm, but there were some serious issues at play.  First of all, if I orgasmed so soon, then my tolerance for the wooden pony would be seriously diminished until I could get myself worked back up.  I wanted to do another hour too, just like last time.  So no matter what, I was looking at some pretty agonizing moments.  Second of all, forcing an orgasm out while riding a pony, I mean ACTIVELY working myself to orgasm, meant inflicting some rather pernicious discomfort to certain parts of my anatomy.  It wasn’t like I could reach down and finger myself until I came.  It meant I’d have to really RIDE the horse, and not a walk or even a cantor.  I’m talking about humping the wooden horse at a gallop.  Then there was the torture being applied to Robert.  Obviously he wasn’t used to his cock being a pin cushion, but there was no guarantee that immediately after I came and Kari took her hand off his cock, she wouldn’t just wait a few minutes and then put it right back on.  Or worse, right?  
 
    
 
   She shifted her grip again, this time moving her fingers downward so that most of Robert’s shaft was covered from the base to the now exposed tip.  I imagined I could see the little red pin holes as she gave him another hard squeeze.  He groaned and I could see his jaw set as Kari began pulsing her hand in rapid little movements.  God, that had to have hurt.
 
    
 
   And so I began pumping my hips, thrusting my body along the spine of the horse in wet painful glides.  My clit was dragged down underneath, pinned between my pubis and the wood.  I’m not an expert… okay maybe I am, but I can say that crushing your clitoris between your entire torso and a sort of sharp wooden point IS a decent way to push yourself to orgasm.  And send sharp shocks of pain through you as well.  I rocked back and forth, my arms sort of flapping like wings to the sides of me as my movements set the milk jugs hanging from my feet swinging.  Kari watched me, my face heating up, my chest heaving, and my body tensing. I could feel the buildup inside me.  She gave me another wicked look, let go of Robert’s cock, and grabbed hold of his balls.
 
    
 
   Ooohhhh….
 
    
 
   I hate to say this, but while I wanted to end Robert’s torment, it sure was turning me on!  The thought of all those pins against his scrotum was just… hot.  I’m not so sure he thought so, because his face had one of those “Oh Shit!” expressions followed by a rather ginger wincing as Kari began kneading his testicles.  I bucked like mad, working myself as hard and as fast as I could.  Kari continued for another twenty or thirty seconds and then let go.  Then she grabbed his tip between two pin covered fingers and began tweaking, hard.  
 
    
 
   “OH GOD! I’M CUMMING!” I shouted.  And I was.  Wetly.  I could feel the juices streaming from my pussy and for a second, down my thigh.  I wasn’t so much rocking along the spine of the horse now; I was sliding, back and forth in this ludicrous and totally lewd maneuver that would have looked pretty awesome if it had been caught on video.  I was so far gone too.  My eyes were rolling and fluttering, my heart was racing, I felt like I had just been injected with stimulants, and my entire body felt light for a moment.
 
    
 
   Then that feeling ebbed and I was dropped down several stories onto that wooden horse with no padding and nothing to slow me down.  Owwww.
 
    
 
   At least Kari had let go of Robert though.  As I groaned and started whimpering from the pain shooting up through my groin, Kari got up and moved back over to me.   Her pin covered glove found its way to my breasts, squeezing each in turn, playing with the nipples, and generally hurting me.  Her left hand once again found my clit and began rubbing it, using my own juice to lubricate the tiny nodule of flesh.  I started shaking uncontrollably even as the arousal started to bubble through the layer of pain.  Kari didn’t waste a moment and I thought I’d go nuts when she switched hands and my clit was suddenly pinched.
 
    
 
   Have you ever heard the expression “I felt pins and needles”?  Well, I have.  On my clitoris.  Imagine your most sensitive spot being pinched with a mass of pins and needles.  Sharp ones.  I’m not sure how it could have been worse, or more erotic.  I gasped and was instantly catapulted upward into this spiral of mixed pain and pleasure.  And Kari didn’t stop either.  She kept moving from one breast to the other to my clit and the followed it all up with one or two smacks to my ass.  Then we started again.  In short order I was humping the horse, sliding my pussy along.  Except now I was so wet, and the wood was drenched, that there wasn’t any friction, so no moving forward to drag my clit under.  Just the inexorable pressure downward along with the torments inflicted upon me by Kari.  
 
    
 
   When we passed the forty five minute mark I was really close to my third orgasm.  Kari was playing me like a violin, keeping me vibrating just below the point where I could push myself over.  It was agony and ecstasy all in one blow.  The jugs on my legs swung violently back and forth as I did the twist, my legs parted wide, all while balanced on the edge of a wooden horse.
 
    
 
   I didn’t make it to an hour, in fact I didn’t make it past my previous fifty four minutes, but I got close!  At fifty one minutes, after my third orgasm the pain was too much and I turned toward Kari who was still pinching my right nipple.
 
    
 
   “Anniversary” I whispered, too tired to shout it.
 
    
 
   “Robert!” Kari said sharply.  He jumped off the couch even as Kari was bending down and freeing one ankle from the spreader bar.  Thank God it came loose with a simple metal clip.  Seconds later Robert was picking me up by the waist, lifting me away from that god awful torture machine.
 
    
 
   Kari removed the spreader bar from my other ankle while Robert turned off the vibroballs and I was once again carried to the master bedroom.  I was sobbing, or at least crying pretty hard.  My pussy hurt, but I also felt light headed from the sexual explosions and despite the fact my wrists were still stuck to my collar, I laid my head on Roberts shoulder and just tried to pretend I didn’t exist.
 
    
 
   He laid me down softly on the sheets.  I could smell them, not the sheets, but Robert and Kari’s scent on the 500 count Egyptian Cotton.  It was both masculine and feminine all at the same time, with hints of Kari’s vanilla perfume and a little bit of Old Spice.  And there was the smell of sex, that musky flavor that comes only from a woman’s orgasm.  Of course it could have been me.  It wasn’t like I hadn’t cum in that bed before.  In fact, unless Kari has bought a new one (which IS possible), it’s likely I have cum in that bed more often than Robert has!  
 
    
 
   I was laid on my stomach this time, which was a blessing considering what Kari had only recently done to my breasts.  After the last “break” I dreaded the idea of her going to town on my tits again. I felt two sets of hands rubbing me, massaging my legs, my still bound arms, my back, even my ass.  Then Kari left the room and it was only Robert touching me, gently trying to pull all of the pain out of me.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” he whispered in my ear.  I couldn’t help but to smile.  His words were soft and filled with appreciation and love.  “You didn’t have to do that for me.”  I turned my head and looked at his brown eyes.
 
    
 
   “Yes I did,” I replied.  He smiled, then leaned forward and kissed my forehead.  He jumped back to work on my shoulder and upper arm as Kari returned.  
 
    
 
   I felt the bed depress down by my ankles as Kari climbed up onto the mattress with me.  Her knees widened and I felt my own legs parting a bit and I hissed as aches went shooting up my calves and into my crotch.  I felt a tug and then Kari was pulling the two vibroballs out of my pussy. I groaned, wincing as the two ovoid objects pressed against my bruised and now swollen labia.  It hurt.
 
    
 
   Kari got up off the bed and I heard the dresser door slide open.  That got my attention.  When we were living together, the top dresser door was where she kept…
 
    
 
   Oh my God… no!
 
    
 
   She returned to the bed holding the wooden paddle.  It was thick, drilled with holes, and I knew from experience, very painful. I clenched my ass even as I started to turn over.  Kari put one hand down on my rump, pushing me back down.
 
    
 
   “Stay still!” she demanded.  My heart thumped as the words “Oh God Please NO!” went rapidly through my mind over and over.  Kari held up the paddle and looked at Robert over my back.
 
    
 
   “How many thrusts will it take for you to cum, Robert?  Right now the cost is two thrusts per stroke.  If you run out and have to use more, the cost will be one thrust per stroke.  Oh, and if you cum BEFORE you use all your purchased thrusts, the unused thrusts come back at two strokes a thrust.  So use your brain instead of just your dick.”
 
    
 
   I looked at Robert and he looked at me, and I knew I was about to get seriously paddled.
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   Robert looked down at my bare rear end and at the paddle.  I could see him furiously thinking and I understood his dilemma.  It was like that horrible question about how many licks it takes to get to the center of a tootsie roll pop.  Except in my case we would find out and there would be some serious repercussions.  Obviously, with the price tag for thrusts so obviously skewed for pre-purchase, it made sense for Robert to bid high.
 
    
 
   “One hundred thrusts, Mistress,” Robert replied.
 
    
 
   I whirled in anger and outrage.  “A hundred!  My ass can’t stand that!”
 
    
 
   Kari put a hand on the back of my head and shoved my open mouth into the pillow.  I kicked rather wildly for a moment but then froze when I felt the wooden paddle suddenly rest lightly on my rear end.  I felt Kari bend over.
 
    
 
   “If you want these to be delivered softly, you will cease this thrashing, keep your mouth shut, and hope I stay lenient.  Do you understand?”  
 
    
 
   I nodded emphatically.  The pressure on the back of my head stopped.
 
    
 
   The paddle came up off my ass and then fell back down with a soft thwap.  I jumped slightly.  It hadn’t hurt.  It was sort of like getting smacked with a piece of cardboard.  The paddle came up again and I got a repeat.  Ah… if only every spanking was like this.  Two, then three, then four, I counted as Kari lightly tapped my rear end.  At ten I still hadn’t even felt a sting.  At eleven the pressure increased slightly, but it still wasn’t even enough to make me clench my ass.  At twenty one I felt the first little sting that faded into heat even before the next blow.  At thirty I was starting to tighten my ass.  The next ten had me rolling my buttocks around.  At forty one I was wincing and my rear end was starting to feel the heat.  Let’s face it, even soft blows start to add up and while Kari wasn’t blistering my ass, she was starting to give it some serious smacks.  By the time I hit fifty it was stinging and I felt the heat.
 
    
 
   Then Kari stepped back and I felt the bed depress again as Robert mounted first the bed, and then me.  I spread my thighs for him as his cock slid into the wetness of my butt crack.  For a moment I thought he was going to butt fuck me, but the head of his still oiled cock moved downward. I groaned as it pressed up against my bruised (and somewhat perforated) labia, pushing aside the petals of my sex.  I lifted my ass upward as he pushed in.  I gasped as is full length slid into me, driving deep in one smooth thrust.
 
    
 
   “One,” announced Kari.
 
   I took a deep breath, mostly to help myself from saying some sarcastic.  Sometimes I open my mouth when I shouldn’t.  Robert pulled back and repeated the thrust and Kari counted out “two”.
 
    
 
   It was faintly ridiculous.  In fact, I still can’t believe she sat there and counted every time Robert literally “fucked” me.  But she did.  Sometimes it was fast little thrusts where Kari was going “six, seven, eight, nine!” in rapid fire counting.  I found it distracting.  But during the whole procedure I tried to make sure that I was tightening as much as I could stand around Robert’s cock.  The real problem is that despite the sexual torment he had endured over the last hour, technically he had still recently cum.  So I was worried about him getting worked up enough to orgasm.  I especially started to pulse around him, thrusting myself in order to improve his depth and penetration.  I NEEDED him to cum.
 
    
 
   When we hit a hundred I couldn’t help counting myself.  Robert was getting close, I could tell and I felt him grunt and groan when Kari hit twenty three.  The actually cumming took an additional three thrusts and when he collapsed on top of me Kari said happily “Twenty six more spanks!”
 
    
 
   Through this whole procedure my wrists were still bound to my neck by the collar and while Robert was still in me, Kari began unclipping the little metal attachments.  I enjoyed freedom for about three seconds and then found my arm straightened and attached to the same bracket I had been secured to earlier at the headboard.  My right arm followed almost immediately.  Kari pushed at Robert and I groaned as he pulled his cock out of me.  Then together they pulled my legs outward and quickly stretched the ropes out to my ankles, pulling them taut.
 
    
 
   I felt something between my legs again and realized Kari was trying to work the vibroballs back into my pussy. I lifted my ass, giving her better access.  Things moved more smoothly after that and Kari managed to get both egg shaped objects into me.  I let out a soft whimper as they were turned on, again to high, and then I was left to stew on the bed.  Both of them left me, going back out into the living room.  This gave me about ten or fifteen minutes to let the buzzing just take me, and I slowly relaxed, closing my eyes, just… stewing.
 
    
 
   Any good cook will tell you that meat for stew needs to be cut small and tenderized.  When Kari came back she picked up that paddle and without a word of warning to me, slammed it into my ass like a fifties housewife beating a rug.  I screamed, loudly, totally shocked and surprised as the nuclear bomb exploded against my rump, scorching me down to the bone and making me jerk upright.  Kari really didn’t bother to let me recover, and before the sting turned to just heat I was smacked again just as brutally.
 
    
 
   Robert told me later that when he was instructed to carry me out of the room, my ass was scarlet.  I have no doubt.  I was barely conscious she hit me so hard.  My ass didn’t just burn, it MELTED.  I know it was so hot that had you held a piece of paper against the skin it would have scorched.  Trust me.  I was sobbing by the time she was done with the twenty six strokes.  Then she let me cry it out and by the time I was hiccupping with every dragging deep breath, she asked Robert to come back in.  I felt my wrists and ankles freed and didn’t even move.  I was probably hyperventilating as well.  You know how you get after you’ve been sobbing or crying, right?  Yeah, well, that was me.  Robert picked me up at Kari’s behest and I wrapped my arms around his neck and buried my head in his shoulder.
 
    
 
   Want to guess where he carried me?  You betcha.  
 
    
 
   I was in NO condition to stand on the stool and the only thing I can say about going back on the horse was at least I wasn’t going to be sitting on my ass.  Robert half stood me on the one stool while Kari did the dirty work, kneeling down and connecting the spreader bar.  When that one leg was done, Robert lifted me completely up again and moved me over the horse.  My other leg fell downward and Kari manhandled my ankle and foot into position.  With my legs spread and nowhere to go but down, Robert lowered me gently while Kari, sans vampire glove now, spread my labia and helped me get into the most comfortable position possible.  
 
    
 
   I leaned forward of course, putting my hands down in front of me, trying to take some of the pressure off my cunt.  That ended abruptly however when my wrists were cuffed together behind my back, rendering me powerless to do anything but endure.  Then, to add insult to injury, Kari produced a short length of chain and she clipped one end to my bound wrists and then yanked upward, pulling my hands up my spine toward my neck.  The other end of the chain was clipped to my bondage collar and the whole thing had the effect of making me arch my back.  This of course also pushed my breasts forward and made my ride on the wooden horse a little more uncomfortable since I was now tipped slightly backward.  
 
    
 
   When Robert knelt down to add the heavy jugs of sand to my ankles I started crying again.  In seconds the pressure had reawakened the pain from my previous rides and my straining legs, unable to close or even really move just made my muscles more tired and lowered my resistance. On the flip side, my ass seemed to not hurt as bad.  The buzzing vibroballs were already churning up my libido and I could feel the steady tide of arousal.  Robert stood up and looked me over, making sure that I was okay and capable of keeping my balance.  The look in his eyes said everything, but he still felt the need to speak.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry it hurts, but I have to tell you, it’s awesome what you’re doing,” he said.  I nodded.  The pain between my legs made talking an iffy prospect.  His hand came up and he stroked my thigh, my hip, even bringing his hand up to my breast.  He didn’t pinch or hit, just touched me and I felt myself ripening even quicker as my now twice lover of the day rubbed me lightly.  I turned to look at Kari, but she was gone and I didn’t know where.  I refocused my attention on Robert even as my hips started to do their dance, slipping and sliding along the wooden edge of the horse.  When his hands found my clit I was shuddering and breathing hard, wanting it.  I tipped my head backward, my loins rocking back and forth in this lewd provocative fucking thrust that had me moaning.
 
    
 
   "I see you've gotten our kitten in a mood," Kari suddenly said, appearing beside me again.  I mewled, just for her, but Robert nodded politely and replied "yes Mistress."  I moaned in disappointment as he pulled his hands away from my body.  
 
    
 
   Despite my distraction of being mounted on the wooden horse, I watched through half closed eyes as Kari rounded the front of my ride and physically moved Robert to a specific spot just to my front and left.  Sort of like my ten o'clock position I suppose.  She was constantly touching his cock, which despite the tableau before him, was still rather limp.  Well what did you expect?  He came TWICE inside me.  In the space of two and a half hours.  I think that's pretty damn impressive.  So lighten up.  As my hips rocked and my pussy slid along the wood, Kari caressed him, rubbing his shaft.  It was actually a turn on for me.  Of course I was already climbing those stairs, metaphorically speaking of course, but when Kari went to her knees and began sucking his cock, her bright red lips open and surrounding his shaft, well... I just worked myself a little harder.
 
    
 
   I learned how to suck cock from Kari.  In fact, now that I think about it, I learned most things from her.  She was a good teacher.  When she taught me to suck cock she invited her boyfriend Jason over, tied him to a chair in her kitchen (no Hallelujah jokes please) pulled his pants down and proceeded to academically teach me.  Poor guy.  I had to suck him five times, all to orgasm, before Kari was happy enough with my performance and let him up.  Each suck had been on a time limit and Jason had to watch me get belted across the ass before enduring several strokes to my pussy, while holding on to his shoulders.
 
    
 
   You know, maybe he wasn't a poor guy after all.
 
    
 
   I guess Kari sucked on Robert for about five minutes and when she was finished he was once again standing at attention, eyes closed, his face filled with rapture.  I felt a little jealous.  I had REALLY wanted to suck on Robert.  Kari rose to her feet, gave Robert a quick kiss on the lips, and then moved behind me.  I heard a noise like something being picked up from a table and then Kari was standing next to me, admiring my breasts.  I glanced at her, expecting another set of clamps to appear.  I kicked slightly, the spreader bar preventing my ankles from moving more than an inch, but I set the sand jugs swaying. A fresh jolt of hurt seeped into my sex and slowly moved upward.
 
    
 
   Suddenly I was look at a whip.  A cat-of-nine-tail to be precise.  The strands were only two feet long, if that, and the leather straps were each knotted multiple times along their length.  The whole thing ended in a heavy wooden handle, wrapped in black leather and I felt a cold shiver start at the top of my neck and work its way downward.  Kari lifted up the whip to my mouth, bade me to kiss it, and told me that when I'd had enough to just ask her to stop.  Then, before I could even ask her what she meant, she took a step back and swung the whip hard at my breasts.
 
    
 
   If you've never been hit by a cat-o-nine-tails before, let me describe the experience to you.  In my case, each individual strand was a leather strap with knots tied in it approximately every three inches.  As the whip struck my breasts I felt a sharp sting, along the entire length of where the whip struck.  The knots themselves are there to bruise the flesh, though if struck hard enough the knots will actually tear flesh and leave bloody welts.  Kari has never whipped me that hard, at least not with something that will make me bleed.  She's made welts before, even deep red lines that were ALMOST but not quite bloody.  To be honest, the cat-o-nine-tails is a surface skin device.  Its job is to make a large area sting, without the bruising effects of a paddle.  And so when Kari swung the cat tails at my breasts, the impact was like me laying face down, with a piece of sand paper under my tits, and then having it pulled out from under me.  
 
    
 
   Ouch.
 
    
 
   My breasts stung.  I yelped a bit, jerking away from the impact.  Of course I didn't go very far because I had no purchase on my seat.  My pussy slipped backward about a quarter of an inch and I managed to send another bone bruising shot of pain up through my pubis.  Brilliant, Breanne.  Just brilliant.  Kari hit me again and by the time my entire upper torso was twisting away from her desperately, both breasts were now a beautiful shade of scarlet and both nipples were these massive swollen points sticking straight out.  Kari started another swing and I finally had had enough.  
 
    
 
   "Stop! Please stop!" I begged out loud, my voice cracking as my chest heaved.  I felt as if my tits had been wrapped in wet washcloths soaked in scalding water.  Kari halted in mid-swing and nodded with an evil smile.  I braced myself, expecting her to start whipping my clit, or stomach, or worse, my ass.
 
    
 
   She did none of those things.  She took half turn and then swung the whip as hard as she could, straight down, like chopping wood, at Robert's outstretched, still hard cock.
 
    
 
   It had been just as much a surprise to Robert as me, but he managed to keep his mouth shut with just a grunt and a hiss.  Damn that man has stamina!  His cock bounced in the most attractive way and I could see a pink patch appear along the top.  I however, unlike Robert, had shouted something that must have sounded like an objection of some sort, because Kari looked over at me, grinned, and said "let me know when you want it to stop."  Then she swung again.  The cat licked at Robert's dick and I could see him wince when a few of the strands curled around to impact against his balls.  And Kari wasn't pulling blows either.  It was brutal.  I watched Robert's face.  Finally I couldn't take it any more.  He was suffering so much and his cock was now bright red from the impact marks and the tip was swollen where Kari had deliberately aimed for it.  I called out to Kari again, begging her to stop hitting him.
 
    
 
   And I didn't realize what that meant until she turned and swung the cat-o-nine-tails at my tits again.  Pain blossomed in my breasts and Kari went about giving my chest the same treatment as Robert's cock.  Fire burned my skin from just above my stomach almost to the base of neck and Kari didn't pull a single stroke.  Every one of them landed with force, curling and snapping around my curves.  I looked down to see nothing but a mass of pink, with individual red streaks, and even a few little spots of blue black here and there.  It wasn't until random chance managed to snap one of those knot directly against my right nipple that I broke down, screaming in shock and surprise and pain.  I didn't realize that I was actually BOUNCING on the wooden horse at that point, inflicting bruises twice as bad as I would have received had I just been sitting normally.  All I knew was that my breasts hurt.
 
    
 
   Do you comprehend that?  Do you even have a clue how much my tits had to be hurting for me not to be thinking about the pain in my crotch?  To be honest, I don't remember the pain itself, just being shocked, after I cried out for Kari to stop and she turned her attention back to Robert, how much my pussy was hurting.  My stupid antics had managed to get my right side inner labia pinched between the edge and my pubic bone and it was REALLY hurting.  I tried squirming, even rolling, but nothing worked, and as Kari whipped Robert's dick again I tried desperately to get free of the agonizing position.  
 
    
 
   "Anniversary!" I yelled.  "Anniversary!"  
 
    
 
   Robert immediately moved to help me, getting my left foot free of the spreader bar even as Kari was unbuckling my wrists from behind my back.  In about four seconds Robert was picking me up off the horse.  The pressure was suddenly relieved, though the residual pain was this aching agony between my legs.  While Robert lifted me Kari unclipped my other ankle from the spreader bar, dropping the long rod on the floor beneath the wooden horse.  I was shaking as I was carried into the bed room and laid on the bed.  Robert held me as I trembled, just holding me.  Nothing sexual, just comforting.  My breasts still felt as if they were on fire and when I realized that I was only thinking of myself, and not of him, I jerked upright, looking down at his cock.

"My God! Are you okay?" I asked.  His dick was hard, swollen, and actually had little red welts across it, as if Robert had been in an accident with a weed whacker.  Oh... maybe not a pleasant metaphor?  Never mind.  I reached out, wanting to touch him, make it all better, but Robert intercepted my hand and shook his head.  

"Please don't," he whispered.  I nodded.  I looked around but Kari hadn't joined us yet.  I took a deep breath as my pussy tightened. 

"What is Kari going to do to me?" I asked, hoping Robert could or would give me a clue, but he only shook his head and continued to let the fingers of his right hand caress my upper arm.  We were left like that for about ten minutes or so, ten beautiful minutes of rest, relaxation, with nothing sexual, nothing painful, and nothing intense.  Kari didn't even come into the room.  
 
    
 
   She had changed again though, and when she waltzed in, holding the device in her hand, it wasn’t the toy she was carrying that attracted my eyes, but the blood red corset she was wearing. She was naked underneath, no panties and her trimmed slit looked as delectable as it had earlier.  Her breasts were pushed upward, the nipples exposed as the corset tightened underneath them, letting each perfect globe rest on its own frilly little pad.  When she approached the bed she put down the device and the wires and looked at Robert.
 
    
 
   "Bind her spread-eagled," Kari ordered.  Robert didn't even give me a look of apology, merely scooting out from beside me and quickly bringing my hands above my head and attaching my wrist cuffs to the bed frame.  Kari worked on my ankles and once again I found myself spread open on their bed, at Kari's mercy.  She picked up the device, but it was only when she brought it close and began attaching the small flesh toned pads to either side of my right nipple, and then repeated the process a second time on my other breast, did I realize that it was a portable low power TENS unit.  
 
    
 
   Kari grinned as she leaned over me.  “This should be fun and exciting, don’t you think, Breanne?”
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   For those of you who have no clue what I'm talking about, TENS stands for Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulation.  Doctors use these things to relieve muscular pain, carpel tunnel syndrome, and a host of other problems.  As with everything, the BDSM community stole it and converted it for their personal perverted uses.  Check out the internet and you’ll see the pads replaced with actual forceps clamps or worse.  With the pads to either side of each nipple, and a third set being placed on the fleshy spots to either side of my still wet and bruised slit, I knew what was coming.  The TENS unit obviously had several settings and I gasped when Kari set the current for low and pulsing.  It was like someone was firmly squeezing my pussy and clit and both nipples, all at the same time.  And each squeeze lasted a second and then came again.  It repeated, on and on with a steady rhythm that had me moaning in about two minutes.
 
    
 
   I’ve been zapped before, but never like this!  Talk about a sexualized deep tissue massage!  I admit it did feel a little weird though since muscles that usually don’t move of their own accord were jumping and twitching, and when it’s your nipples and clitoris, it gets a little tingly.  It wasn’t very long before I was in my happy place, eyes closed, hips thrusting upward slightly, with a quite wet pussy.
 
    
 
   Eyes closed; please note that.  It also happens to be why I didn’t know that Kari had left the room, or returned with an item taken from my bag.  It’s also why I didn’t sense it coming.  All I felt was someone moving up onto the bed and then the next thing I knew Kari was stuffing a pre-lubricated monster dildo into my pussy.  I recognized it almost immediately. It was my Core Driller, a twelve inch long black plastic behemoth that is part rocket ship and part gorilla.  It even comes with a ring on the bottom so you can insert it all the way in, thus filling your target (my pussy) completely.  To be honest it’s a pretty intense fuck.
 
    
 
   It’s even more intense after you’ve spent two hours and forty two minute riding a wooden horse, bruised your pussy, and are currently having your loins lightly electrocuted into muscle spasms.  When Kari pushed the Core Driller in, she kept going until it wouldn’t go any farther, eliciting a deep groan from me.  I lifted my head and looked down when I felt the bed pressure change again and now it was Robert who was kneeling between my legs, reaching down to the Core Driller dildo.  He pulled it most of the way out and then pushed it back in again.  A ton of little aches exploded up from my loins, even as the TENS Unit continued to cause contractions inside my sex.  It was as if I was having sex, but NOTHING was under my control.  I couldn’t thrust, I couldn’t clamp down, hell even my responses seemed to be nothing more than reactionary.  It was disturbing.
 
    
 
   It was also very erotic.  Despite the background discomforts, I felt myself ripening far quicker than I expected. I hadn’t cum in a little while so I was getting worked up pretty easy and Robert’s regular, slow, full length thrusts were maddening. I lifted my hips, wanting him to move a little quicker, but he kept up the same pace.  I closed my eyes and just lay there, getting slow fucked, which let me tell you is a much worse torture than you think it is.  It’s like being hungry, or thirsty, constantly wanting.  However, compared with riding a wooden horse…
 
    
 
   If anyone is interested, I’d like to try something someday.  You’ll need one of those “fucking machines” that some websites build.  But it will have to be a sturdy thing.  And it will require some serious attention on your part.  First of all, strip me naked, give me a decent spanking and whipping on my sensitive parts.  Then strap me down into a gynecologists chair, get me spread open, and put a double penetrator between my legs.  Make sure my hips can’t move, then get both dildos inside me and turn it on to its lowest and slowest setting.  Check on me every few hours of course, and let me up every four or five to use the bathroom.  Oh… and don’t forget to feed me, but that needs to be done IN the chair, while getting fucked.  And you’ll need to lube the dildos, since I’ll dry out eventually when my body can’t sustain the needed lubrication.  I recommend grapeseed oil.  Just don’t turn off the machine.  Leave it on.  For DAYS.  I think three days would be a great number to try for.  Three complete days.  72 hours.  Wouldn’t that be fun?  Tough on me.  Tough on my tormentor.  But fun nonetheless.  Oh, and feel free to do evil things to my breasts too.  Whipping, clamps, hot wax, ice, vampire gloves, caning, bindings, rubber bands, icy hot, massagers, vibrating clamps, whatever you can think of.
 
    
 
   Where was I?
 
    
 
   Oh yeah, Robert was fucking me with a twelve inch long rubber dildo shaped like a rocket ship.
 
    
 
   I was actually relaxing into it, which was a surprise, because if you’ve never fucked a 12 inch long dildo, let me tell you, usually it isn’t exactly a walk in the park.  I think a lot of my relaxation had to do with the TENS Unit, which was methodically pulsing my nipples and pussy in a way that was totally alien to me.  It felt good, and sexual, but also weird.  I could get used to it.  All in all though, it was maddening.  I wanted to cum and it wasn’t going to happen this way.
 
    
 
   I must have lain there recuperating for about thirty minutes, most of it with Robert slowly pumping my Core Driller in and out of my pussy.  I’d say about forty or fifty thrusts per minutes.  He slowed down as time went on too, though he switched hands frequently.  To be honest, I’m actually impressed with Robert.  He went through a lot of physical exertion for me, both to make me cum, and to keep me almost cumming.  Once again, Robert proves himself the master of the female body.  He may be a submissive male, but he KNOWS how to do things to me.  It kind of makes me wonder if Kari ever makes him do similar things to her, except without being tied down.  I could see her lying in bed naked, or sitting on the sofa in the same state, while a cock bound Robert slowly and repeatedly fucks her with a dildo.  Kari has them. I know.  I may ask Robert sometime.
 
    
 
   When Kari came back into the room, she was fully dressed again, this time in a black Lycra body suit.  As usual, she made it look sexy yet fashionable and I would have felt a spurt of jealousy had I not been tied spread-eagled to the bed naked, having my tender parts massaged by a Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator, while being slowly and rhythmically fucked by a romantic wonderful hunk wielding a twelve inch long three inch wide monster dildo.
 
    
 
   You’re jealous, aren’t you?
 
    
 
   Some silent communication passed between Robert and Kari and I felt the dildo slide out of me.  I groaned, wanting it back in and hoping it would actually be Robert this time.  I was sorely disappointed.  Instead the two of them began freeing me from the bed bondage and I felt my arms and legs loose the taut tension that kept them open.  I started to bring my hands to my breasts, but Kari stopped me, holding my wrists. Then I was pulled upright and Robert grabbed me in almost a bear hug.  The TENS unit continued to send little pulses into my nipples and pussy and I felt Robert’s cock, now hard again, pressing up against my bum.  Kari grabbed the actually controls and power pack for the stimulator and we all moved in a group into the living room.
 
    
 
   I started crying.  Everything had been set up again.  The stools were in place.  The spreader bar was now neatly lying atop them.  The wooden pony had been wiped clean and oiled.  However, the main difference was that there was now a metal rod sticking straight up at the end of the horse, well away from where I would be sitting.  It was about the thickness of a pencil and rose to about the height of my eyes.  There was also a cross beam welded about three quarters of the way up.  The cross piece was only about a foot long and ended in curved metal loops.  In essence, it looked like a Christian cross, except for the strange circles at the ends of the cross piece.
 
    
 
   Robert set me down, one leg standing on the right side stool.  Kari continued to hold the TENS unit and I swung my left leg over the horse, trying to ignore the pulsing desire in my pussy.  I expected Robert to connect the spreader bar, but this time Kari ordered me to mount up.  I shifted my center of gravity until I was standing on both stools, on tip toe, the painful blunted edge of the wooden horse only millimeters from my bruised labia.  It was at this moment when I realized I was missing something.
 
    
 
   “Kari! The vibroballs?” I twisted, turning toward my best friend.
 
    
 
   She shook her head.  “Not this time.  Now you need to lower yourself down, otherwise we’ll kick the stools out from under you.”  She gave me a sympathetic look.  “You wouldn’t want to fall that last inch, would you?”
 
    
 
   I trembled at her threat.  No. I wouldn’t want to fall that last bit.  Slowly I lowered myself down.  My wet pussy made it much easier to split my labia and work the spine of the horse into my slit, but it still ached horribly the moment the smallest amount of pressure was placed upon my pubis and tail bone.  To be honest, I didn’t really put my weight on it, only a third, maybe even only a quarter.  Plus my hands were still free and I certainly used them, pushing down on the horse in front of me.  To be honest, that was a good thing since not a moment later Robert and Kari pulled the stools out from under my bare feet, leaving me wobbling on the horse, trying to keep my entire body weight off the narrow spot between my legs.
 
    
 
   I struggled to keep myself up. Not because I wanted too, but because I had too.  My brain was on automatic.  It was like finding yourself dangling over the side of a cliff.  Even knowing that there might be a soft fluffy air pillow at the bottom, your body just can’t let go.  In my case, there wasn’t a soft landing.  If I lifted my hands up and changed my body’s weight distribution off my palms (which were starting to hurt from the wooden edge and the weird hand position), I would be hurting somewhere much much worse!
 
    
 
   Robert and Kari began putting on the spreader bar and I felt my legs widen as the bar spread.  Seconds later I was denied the ability to use my thighs to keep me off the wooden edge of the horse and my weight was divided between my increasingly hurting crotch and my weakening hands.  
 
    
 
   Through all of this, my pubis and my breasts were still being pulsed steadily by the TENS unit, which felt…out of place considering what torment was already being applied to me.  The pulsing, combined with the pressure between my legs, seemed to intensify the sexual build up as well and part of me wished that the Core Driller was still buried inside my pussy.  Kari moved back into view, except she was now holding a set of rubber coated duck billed clamps, the kind you could tighten with a screw.  She lifted them up to my breast and for a moment I considered covering my nipples, but I realized I’d have to put all my weight on my pussy and I decided it was better to just let Kari do what she wanted.
 
    
 
   Seconds later both clamps were crushing my nipples.  Kari twisted the clamp, loosening it, effectively increasing the clamps ability to snag my tender nubs.  Pain, real actual pain, shot through the pulsing spasms still affecting my breasts and rushed in two different directions.  One spur shot up to my brain.  The other went right to my sexual core, turning up the heat.  A flood of both emotions and hormones went through me and I began humping the horse, my hips sliding my slit back and forth along the edge in a perverted dance meant to both relieve the pressure of pain and the need of sex.  
 
    
 
   Hey.  They don’t call it “riding the horse” for nothing.
 
    
 
   Kari then brought out a single chain.  Both end had metal clips and she connected the chain to the metal links dangling from my nipples.  She pulled it out a bit and I moaned as she tugged on my breasts, actually pulling my breasts a little father out via the clamps on the tips.  Then she took the chain down to the metal cross shaped fixture at the front end of the horse and draped it over the crossbeam.  She brought the chain back toward me and for a frightened moment I thought she was going to tug it really tight and connect it to my tits again.  
 
    
 
   But her intentions were much much worse.
 
    
 
   “Lift your hands,” Kari ordered.
 
    
 
   It was what I dreaded.  I tried too, but it was hard.  Eventually Robert got involved and grabbed my wrists.  Suddenly all of my weight was between my legs and I cried out, tears still streaking my cheeks.  To be honest, I was already putting like eighty percent or so of my weight on my pubis anyway, so it wasn’t THAT much more.  But the psychological effect of Kari’s command was pretty bad.  Kari clipped my wrists together and pulled them upward until my arms were sticking straight out in front of me.  She wrapped the excess chain around the center binding of my cuffs and then clipped the chain to my wrists.  In seconds I realized the torture she meant to inflict upon me.  
 
    
 
   At that moment, I was holding my arms upward.  But as I tired, my arms would drop back down toward my body.  This would pull on the chain, which would pull on the clamps.  Effectively, if I wanted my nipples to get ripped off, I would have to keep my arms up.  
 
    
 
   Before I had even worked all this out, Kari had moved behind me, grabbed my auburn hair, and tugged my head backward so I was looking up at the ceiling.  I felt something in my hair and a sharp tug and realized that she had actually tied a rope into the thick locks coming out of my scalp.  Tension was applied and moments later I realized that I couldn’t put my head back down, and that I was now permanently looking up.  
 
    
 
   Try for it for a moment.  Use your imagination.  Hell, you don’t even need to imagine yourself sitting on something painful.  Just tilt your head back and look up.  Then stick your arms straight out in front of you.  How long can you hold that position?  A minute?  Two?  Four?  Ten?  Twenty?  If you can do it for more than two or three minutes I’d be surprised.  
 
    
 
   I did it for forty.  Or more accurately, I DIDN’T do it for forty, which meant that every moment that I was resting my tired and weary arm muscles, I was crying out in absolute agony as the weight of my limbs threatened to rip my breasts off my chest.  Then the pain would overwhelm me again and I would lift my arms.  Had my head not been bound backward I would have ended up hunching forward, putting all my weight on my clit until I could have found a point between resting my arms and the taut pulling of my nipples.  By binding me as she had, Kari kept my hips rocking, fucking the spine of the horse, while my nipples burned and ached and my arms felt like lead weights.
 
    
 
   I’m surprised I made it forty minutes. It was the TENS unit I think that made the difference, especially after Kari upped the pulses and intensity to their maximum levels.  I started counting the pulses and timing my hip thrusts to them.  Every two pulses and I ground my cunt into the horse.  I know, that sounds counterintuitive, I mean why apply WORSE hurt to myself.  But have you ever had a canker sore, another injury where it actually felt better because you pressed hard, or worked at it.  Pain itself can be an anesthetic and I’m really really good at dealing with pain.  It all worked out very well until another internal pressure began rearing its head.  Between the pain, the thrusts, the occasionally pressure on my clit, and the constant pulsing between my legs and on my breasts, my libido, despite several orgasms and the pain, finally pushed until it erupted forth in another blood curdling scream of pleasure. I literally was hopping up and down on the horse, jerking around like a landed fish when the orgasm hit and it was almost more than I could take.  I rode that wave for five or six minutes and when I came back down I discovered that my sexual needs had masked a lot of the agony I was feeling.  The hurt came back like a ton of bricks landing on my toe and I was gasping out my safe word.
 
    
 
   They got me down, pretty quick too.  The clamps were pulled off my breasts (yes PULLED, but at the time I didn’t really care).  The TENS unit was turned off and the pads removed from my body.  I didn’t even notice or care that I was dumped on the sofa, rather than taken to the bedroom.  I was left in the ankle and wrist cuffs, but also unfettered.  They left me alone.  I just lay there, crying, aching, hurting, and recovering.
 
    
 
   It was a fully twenty minutes later when Robert touched my shoulder.  I jerked awake, surprised I had fallen asleep.  I looked down at myself.  My nakedness had been covered by one of the hand knit afghan blankets Kari’s mother had made for her and it was soft and warm.  Robert smiled at me.
 
    
 
   “Hungry?” he asked.  I nodded.  Now that he mentioned it… yeah.
 
    
 
   He helped me up.  He was still naked as well, except now his cock was locked in this little metal cage that bent it downward.  It looked awesome, but rather uncomfortable too.  I was still cuffed of course, but that was the extent of my bondage gear and I followed Robert through the living room and past the wooden horse.  The horrible torture device was once again reset, cleaned up, oiled, and waiting for me.  My heart trembled a moment until we passed it and then we went into the dining room.
 
    
 
   I’m going to say this with absolutely no shame.  Kari couldn’t cook a fucking cheese sandwich without burning it.  Hell, if you can burn it, she’s has.  When we lived together, on my nights I made dinner because I’m a great cook. I LOVE cooking.  Maybe I’ll post my recipe for Mediterranean Chicken some day.  But seriously, I cooked on my nights.  On Kari’s nights we ordered out or went out.  So on my nights to cook I dressed in an apron and nothing else as was usual, and the nights when Kari ordered out, I’d answer the door for the delivery guy… NAKED.  I’d say the best nights were the nights we went out, except even though I was usually dressed (I say usually because wearing strips of black duct tape across my pussy, butt cheeks, and breasts don’t count in my book as dressed) almost invariably it also included some sort of sexual torture.  Have you ever tried to eat Buffalo Wings while stuffed with a seven inch vibrator on full power with a strip of duct tape holding it in?
 
    
 
   The dining room table was laid out with expensive take out from P.F. Changs.  I’m guessing she had it delivered because there hadn’t been time for her to go out and get it.  It also explained why I had been covered up.  Robert also probably hadn’t answered the door.  And who was going to ask questions about the wooden horse, right?  In any event my mouth watered and suddenly hunger was a lot more important than my aching body.  Robert helped me walk ( I was still a bit wobbly) and my mouth watered in anticipation.  I rounded the table to my usual place when I ate over… and saw the stool.
 
    
 
   Some of you may be familiar with this stool type chair.  It featured rather heavily on the day I “broke my record”  It was nothing more than a stool, exactly the right height for eating at the dining room table, but it had no back.  Special padded ledges half way down the legs were meant for kneeling, and the little metal clips made it clear that my ankle cuffs would shortly be locked to the stool.  But as I remembered from my previous ride, there were two very large plastic and rubber dildos sticking out of the seat.  
 
    
 
   The shorter plastic dildo was positioned to go in my rear.  It was relatively narrow and not quite as long as the other one.  However, the other phallus was huge.  It’s made of rubber and as big as my husky dildo.  The other major thing to know about this stool is that there is a remote control box with an extra long wire that had been strung out under the table and was now sitting next to Kari’s seat. I know from experience that both dildos vibrate, and the large rubber one also has this corkscrew like interior and the damn thing rotates like a souped up version of my Rotating Venus Penis toy.
 
    
 
   It was also the last thing I wanted to sit on.  A full throttle double penetration after cumming and riding a wooden horse?  She had to be kidding me.  Robert pushed me a little, forcing me to take another step and I moved over to the stool.
 
    
 
   “If you want to eat, you need to have a seat,” Kari said, looking at me forcefully.  
 
    
 
   I glanced down.  There was Crispy Honey Chicken, Mongolian Beef, Ginger Chicken with Broccoli, and Moo Goo Gai Pan, along with spring rolls and crab wontons.  Like I said, Kari does nothing by halves.  My mouth watered.
 
    
 
   Finally I took a deep breath, spread my legs, and slowly sat down, all while Kari grinned at me from the other side of the table.
 
    
 
   “I hope you’re comfortable,” she said, “and hungry.”
 
    
 
   I could only nod and grit my teeth as I impaled myself.
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   To her credit, Kari didn’t just turn both vibrators on to full the moment I sat down.  No, that would have been really cruel.  No, she waited a full minute or two.  As soon as it was apparent that I had adjusted to the fact that I was now completely impaled up both my ass and pussy, and Robert had locked my ankle cuffs to the little metal rings on the sides of the stool, AND put the strap around my waist.  That’s when Kari cranked things up.  I was already feeling some strange sensations. First of all, despite my earlier fuckings with both the Core Driller dildo and Robert’s cock, the vaginal phallus on the stool wasn’t quite the same.  First of all, it was an odd shape, almost screw like.  This was due to the metal rod inside that kept it firm and upright.  The rubber was nothing more than padding.  Of course the whole thing was attached to an off balance motor that was now shaking the whole thing back and forth.
 
    
 
   The thin narrow vibe in my ass was not as difficult to handle, mostly because the bruising I had gotten on the wooden horse centered farther forward.  My labia had taken most of it, along with my perineum and frankly, my pussy being spread and opened by the massive corkscrew cock was causing a lot more discomfort than the spear up my ass.  I shifted back and forth trying to relieve the pressure, even as the vibrators roared to life and I had to put my hands on the table.  I folded myself down in order to tolerate the sensations coming from my loins.
 
    
 
   “You okay?” Robert asked gently as I struggled to get a grip, the tips of my breasts touching the table.  He placed a warm hand on my shoulder and I took a few deep breaths before I nodded.  I reached up and gripped his fingers and squeezed.
 
    
 
   I was okay, though only barely.  My crotch hurt, a lot.  It felt like I had been strapped into a spreader bar, set up in front of gang of teenage boys, and then kicked repeatedly in the crotch, as hard as possible.  Okay, granted I have absolutely no idea what that would actually feel like, but I’m guessing it would be on par with riding the wooden horse four times in what amounted to about three hours and forty something minutes.  I could FEEL the bruises.  They were long and deep and would take days to heal, if not longer.  To be honest, they did take that long (which if you remember really really sucked because the Monday FOLLOWING all of what you’re reading was absolutely BRUTAL, but that’s in the next set of Tales!)
 
    
 
   Once I had adjusted to being stuffed to the brim and the acute ouch of the vibrations, I began eating.  The food was wonderful, as I expected, and my stomach finally took control of everything else.  For a blissful twenty minutes I ate, managing to ignore the steadily building sexual rush between my legs, the deep set ache of the bruises around my pussy, and even the still tender soreness of both nipples, which occasionally throbbed if my arm brushed against my breast.  I didn’t stuff myself though.  The last thing I needed was an uncomfortably full stomach on top of everything else, and throughout my lunch I was very aware that I would shortly be riding the wooden horse again.
 
    
 
   To my surprise, I was also handling the vibrations pretty well.  And by pretty well I mean that while they were certainly arousing me and keeping me very very wet, I wasn’t losing myself to them.  It would have been embarrassing for me to be stuck in that chair, cumming like a nympho humiliation pain slut, from just a pair of high powered vibrators.  I mean, seriously, I have SOME self control.
 
    
 
   Which is why Kari started up the screw rotation when we were half-way through.  I missed seeing her fingers on the controls so it was a bit of a surprise when the odd shaped phallus in my pussy began spinning.  If you’ve read some of my other daily assignments, you might remember that one of my toys, the Rotating Venus Penis does something similar, except instead of a nine inch corkscrew cock that plugs into the wall, the RVP is battery operated and has a straight four inch cock that both vibrates and rotates.  And I can’t handle the rotation part at ALL.  I cum in minutes the moment you turn it on.  I think my longest time to hold out was fifteen minutes for a first cum.  The only way I could hold out for longer is if you overloaded me and kept me cumming over and over again.  
 
    
 
   So let me be honest, the corkscrew vibrator, which was now slowly CHURNING inside me, did what the vibrator couldn’t; make me cum.  In minutes I was having trouble eating.  I finally put my chopsticks down, afraid I was going to choke to death or poke out my eye or something.  The corkscrew dildo picked up a bit more speed and my hips decided that I needed to do some judicial bouncing.  Of course with the strap across my waist, and my ankles locked to the stool (ostensibly to keep me from getting up), all I could really do is roll my hips back and forth, literally repeating the movement that I had used on the horse to bruise my pussy.  This time however the corkscrewing vibrating dildo kept me in place and there wasn’t a sharp wooden edge to hurt me.  
 
    
 
   Guys, have you ever gotten a lap fuck from a girl who wiggled around?  You know, not just the normal up and down but with a lot of hip action?  Did she grind?  Did she basically do that hip dance you see strippers do while on stage?  If she did all those things, then you can imagine what I was doing to that stupid phallus.  Of course having my ass pinned as well didn’t make it easy.  In short, the chair did everything it could to keep me from being able to work myself into a frenzy, while doing everything it could to encourage me to TRY.
 
    
 
   Not that the limits placed on my hips did ANYTHING to stop the oncoming orgasm.  I came with a powerful flood and put both palms down flat on the table, gasping like a landed fish and wincing as the muscles in my pussy, ass, stomach, legs, and even arms all tensed.  That hurt.  Then I was cumming and it felt like liquid nirvana, anesthetic from the gods.  Of course the pain from my injuries just melded into the explosion, making it deeper, more intense, and increasing the power. It left me gasping, blinking spots from my eyes.
 
    
 
   You would expect this is where Kari would turn everything off, I’d be unbuckled and unstrapped and released, right?  Maybe put back on the wooden horse at the worst.  Right?
 
    
 
   Nope. She kept me on the stool another twenty minutes until I was almost, but not quite back to the same level I was moments before when I was cumming my brains out.  But then before I could explode again, leaving the wooden stool oiled and wet with my juices, she stopped it all and I was unstrapped, released, pulled up right, and marched back into the living room.  Straight to the wooden horse.
 
    
 
   Had I not been so charged, so horny, so ready to cum, I’m not sure I could have mounted the stools.  I swung my leg over, heavy now, a little tired.  I was already hurting between the legs and I wasn’t even sitting yet.  Once again, Kari decided not to insert my vibroballs into my pussy, which was probably a good idea at that point because I would have cum pretty quick. So I stood on tip toes as my wrists were bound behind my back and then was told to either settle or have the stools yanked out from underneath me.
 
    
 
   Fire laced agony rushed up through my groin as I settled down.  The stools were removed and Robert and Kari quickly yanked my feet outward, making things even more painful for me as my thighs no longer could help with my weight.  The spreader bar went back on my ankles and I whimpered as my legs were obscenely widened.  I could feel my arousal slowly ebbing downward as the pain levels increased and then suddenly Kari was standing there with my seven inch plastic g-spot vibrator and some duct tape.
 
    
 
   I blinked as she yanked a strip off the roll of silver tape.  Then she placed the vibrator on the spine of the wooden horse, moved it toward me until the little upward curved tip pressed against my clit, and then taped the vibrator into place.  I shuddered in awareness, despite the vibrator being off.  I rolled a bit, riding the horse and felt the pressure of the vibrator on my clitoris.  Then Kari turned it on, twisting the knob at the base around until it roared against my pussy, sending the vibrations directly into my body.
 
    
 
   I ride horses a lot.  Real ones, not wooden ones, though after this Anniversary Assignment I suspect I’ll be riding wooden ones more frequently too.  But I ride real horses a lot.  Riding horses can be a lot of fun, and it’s a lot of work too.  We have four horses at our place, including my own mare, Star.  She’s a quarter horse, pretty gentle, and I love riding around our farm on her. I have my own saddle as well.  And let me tell you, every woman’s saddle ever made should have a vibrator built in so that when she sits on it, a little leather covered knob should press against her clit.  It so totally changes the ride.  Trust me on this.  In retrospect, I wouldn’t mind a removable dildo either, twelve inches long and four inches thick.  
 
    
 
   I began thrusting on the pony, wiggling my hips.  Between the repeated oil applications, cleanings, and the copious amount of juice leaking from between my legs, the wooden horse was a little slippery, so I wasn’t able to move either closer or away from the vibrator taped in front of me.  That was just as well because I wasn’t trying.  I was actually fucking both the horse and the vibrator.  It just looked silly because my hands were behind my back and desperation was making my hips churn and jerk because I couldn’t get what my pussy needed.  My ride on the wooden horse changed from sexual desperation laced agony to agony laced sexual desperation.  Talk about a total switch.  Granted, I’d been there a few times before, but not like this.  The build up for a clitoral orgasm was steady, but the combination of stimulation to my clit along with the friction and pressure on my pussy, my labia pressed painfully between my thighs and the wood, and I spiraled up toward climax pretty quickly.
 
    
 
   Which was why Kari was standing right there and turned the vibrator completely off when I started panting.  So I begged.  I moaned. I pleased.  I offered her things.  Anything actually.  
 
    
 
   “So you want it back on?” she asked, knowing that every second the vibrator was off was costing me energy and letting me slide back down to just agony.
 
    
 
   I nodded, “Please!  God yes! Please Kari!” 
 
    
 
   “It will cost you.”
 
    
 
   “Anything! PLEASE!” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Clamps.” Kari’s tone was hard.
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  It took only a second to decide.  I nodded.
 
    
 
   A bucket of clothespins appeared, held by Robert.  I started hyperventilating a bit as Kari drew one out.  Each clothespin was wooden and sported a thin white piece of string tied to the metal spring.  The strings were about three feet long and I shuddered and winced when Kari lifted the first clothespin up to my breast.  She grabbed my tit and squeezed.  I had expected her to put it on my nipple, but instead she placed at on the side, pinching the flesh between the wooden jaws.  The string was pulled outward to the metal stand still attached to the front of the wooden horse and left dangling.  A second clothespin came out and was put on the outside of my breast an inch away from the first.
 
    
 
   And so on.  Before she turned on the vibrator my chest sported about a dozen clothespins that pinched the skin all around both breasts.  It wasn’t very sexual, or very comfortable.  The strings were bundled into two thick strands which lay on opposite sides of the center beam of the metal stand.  Finally she capped the entire process with two more clothespins, these pinned directly onto my nipples, tugging them outward.  The strings attached went with the others and then Kari bundled up both groups, twisting them together into one knot.
 
    
 
   With a touch of her finger the vibrator pressed to my clit went back into overdrive and I started humping the horse again.  You have to understand what goes on when you ride a wooden horse.  First of all, it’s much crueler than riding a wooden pony, which is basically the same thing except that the rider can touch the ground, barely.  As their calves tire, their legs give out and they put all their weight on the spine of the horse until they can lift themselves back up.  Thus they are really BOUNCING on the wooden pony.  Get it?  Riding a wooden horse is very different.  First of all, there is no up and down movement.  There is a rocking movement as you tip your body back and forth, trying to spread your weight from your anus to your clitoris.  All of your weight is on your pubis and there is no relief.  It’s worse if there are twenty or so pounds of wet sand hanging off your ankles.  So as I rolled back and forth, my hips literally grinding away, my clitoris was frequently mashed against the upturned tip of the vibrator.  This encouraged me to “ride” faster, which while causing me more hurt, also managed to get me more sexually frustrated.  The clothespins on my breasts were throbbing painfully as well, but in a very different way from the agony between my legs.  My eyes were starting to roll up into the back of my head as I shuddered.  I could feel my release approaching, a wave of pain laced need that both hurt and pleasured at the same time.
 
    
 
   Kari turned off the vibrator.
 
    
 
   I screamed at that point in frustration and anger, my hips shaking.  I think I even said some very impolite things too, though I don’t remember what came out of my mouth.  All I remember now is Kari glaring at me and then hooking a five pound weight to the knot of strings dangling off the cross beam of the metal support strut in front of me.  I know because it was a fucking barbell you use for weight lifting and it had a big old FIVE written on both ends.  
 
    
 
   Like magic, the pain in my crotch went away.  It was amazing!  Of course, suddenly my breasts felt as if someone was ripping them off my chest.  I squealed like a stuck pig.  My antics caused the weight to bounce up and down and first one, then another of the clothespins suddenly snapped off my breasts.  I shook some more and clothespins started flying.  In two seconds I went from a dozen to two and then the last two, the ones on my nipples were yanked off as well.  The five pound weight hit the ground even as Kari suddenly covered my mouth with her hand, muffling my scream.
 
    
 
   Which was probably a good thing since I let loose at that point.  Either the neighbors are used to funny noises coming from Kari’s apartment or she managed to quiet me down enough that no one noticed it.  To be honest, Kari and I have been “caught” more than once, though I admit the most memorable was that night at the fountain and the bike cop, but we’ve never been hauled off to jail and I didn’t want to start that Saturday.
 
    
 
   Of course none of this went through my mind.  In fact, I’m pretty sure the only thought I was thinking was OWWWWW.  While OWWWWW isn’t exactly an enlightened response to having your breasts yanked off your chest, it isn’t exactly unexpected now, is it?
 
    
 
   And while I was heaving against Kari’s embracing arms and smothering hand, she reached down and turned on the vibrator again.
 
    
 
   And brought me back up.
 
    
 
   And turned it off again.
 
    
 
   Then on again.
 
    
 
   Do you understand what she was doing?  I didn’t.  Not at the time.  All I knew was that I was so horny, so desperate, so wanting that I would have suffered ANYTHING to orgasm.  Had Kari told me “in order to cum you have to watch me do a hand job on Robert with the Vampire Glove” and I would have been FINE with that.  That’s how fucked up I was.
 
    
 
   And when Kari finally let me cum I had been on the wooden horse for an hour and fifteen minutes.  That left the same exact amount to go.
 
    
 
   I didn’t even have to use my safe word.  As soon as I came back down to earth Robert was lifting me from the horse, my legs were freed and I was carried to the bedroom and placed gently on the bed.  My wrists were freed and I was left lying there on the sheets, still shuddering occasionally, still hurting, still overwhelmed from the warmth of orgasm.  They let me rest a full twenty minutes with just Robert slowly caressing my back, my shoulders, my arms, and my bottom.  It wasn’t even sexual, just… tender.  
 
    
 
   But when Kari came back into the room, this time holding two ceramic bowls, I knew that relaxation time was over.  I protested with whimpers and groans as I was flipped over onto my back and once again stretched to the far corners of the bed, wrists and ankles fettered to the permanently installed clips that frequently held Robert but now secured me. My petals were bruised.  My tailbone was bruised.  My pubis was bruised.  Even my CLIT had been crushed frequently and then VIBRATED.  What was next?  Fire and Ice?
 
    
 
   Yes.  Exactly.  Kari lifted the frozen condom and held it up.  It was lubricated in mineral oil, which only prevented it from freezing to my skin, especially when inserted.  But it still was a condom, filled with water and left to solidify in a freezer.  Kari had been using this torture on me for years.  And with the ice always came one other thing: my metal dildo.  It was shaped from a steel blank and hand crafted by one of the guys who we repeatedly milked during our sophomore year of college.  He liked it for some strange odd reason and even spent three months as Kari’s boy toy sex slave.  He left one day without a note or anything and wouldn’t return phone calls.  If he saw either of us at school, he’d turn around immediately and practically run away.  But I got a sweet sex toy out of it.
 
    
 
   Why a steel dildo you might ask?  Because of what it can do.  First of all, it’s smooth and so hard.  Second, you can immerse it in hot water and it absorbs the heat.  That’s what Kari likes to do, or stick it in an oven on warm, let it heat up until you can barely hold it, and then ram it into something wet, preferably after letting the ice dildo melt in there first.
 
    
 
   I lifted my head, looking down in horror.   No way!  She wouldn’t.  Kari’s eyes flashed with delight as she held up the ice dildo for me to see, then lowered it to my clit.  A searing flash of cold sliced through me and I pulled violently against my bonds.
 
    
 
   “Some say the world will end in fire, Breanne” Kari whispered, quoting Frost.  “And some say in ice.  From what I’ve tasted of desire, I hold with those who favor fire.”  Kari’s eyes glittered and Robert knelt on the bed behind her, looking down at me as the ice dildo rubbed back and forth across my clit.  “But if you had to orgasm twice, I think I know enough of hate to say that ice is nice, and will suffice.”
 
    
 
   Robert clamped his hand over my mouth as I screamed again.  The ice dildo went in smoothly, deeply, and hard.
 
    
 
   And only one thought crept through the blistering, glacial, freezing torment.
 
    
 
   Robert Frost was turning in his grave.  To watch. 
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   02/24/11 - Part Six
 
    
 
   I remember the first time Kari used ice on me.  We were still in high school and it was summer time so we were both off from school.  It was also one of those rare days when both of us weren’t working.  Kari worked at a fast food joint, mostly because her dad said it was good for her to work.  I helped around the farm, which in retrospect kind of sucked.  If I had shown absolutely no interest or aptitude, maybe I wouldn’t be stuck there now.  Anyway, Kari and I had driven down to Galveston, a trip that had been decidedly sexual for me since Kari had made me get dressed in my bikini from the moment we had left my place. She had also had a habit of loosening my top on occasion, which combined with the vibrator in my pussy had me in a state.
 
    
 
   She had packed lunch and drinks for us and when we arrived on the seawall, we joined the throngs of people and headed for the waves.  It was a lot of fun, especially when Kari, under the water of course, would pull my bikini bottoms aside and push a few fingers into me.  Finally too tired to swim, we moved to the sand, laid out our blankets, and soaked up that amazing hot summer Texas sun!  I had untied my bikini top to keep from having a tan line and my bottoms were about as small as I could legally get away with.  Most of my ass was exposed.  Eventually I was starting to feel rather cooked when Kari sat up, grinned, and looked at me through those stupidly overlarge sunglasses she wore back then.  
 
    
 
   “You hot?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, but the afternoon languor was still in my limbs and I wasn’t quite ready to move back to the ocean.
 
    
 
   Kari tossed a towel over my ass and I lifted my head.
 
    
 
   “What…”
 
    
 
   “Hush!” Kari said to me, twisting toward the cooler.  I watched as she lifted the lid and pulled out a piece of ice, partially melted, but as long as my forefinger plus some and as thick as my thumb.  She held it up, cool water dripping down her hand.
 
    
 
   “Know what this is?” she asked me.  I shook my head.  “Bottle ice!” Kari declared.  “You stick it in your soda or water bottle to cool it off.”
 
    
 
   I frowned at her.  “Why would we need that?  The soda and water is already cold since it’s in the cooler.”  I stated the obvious, never seeing the alternative use Kari intended.
 
    
 
   She leaned over me suddenly, her mouth by my ear, her hair brushing my bare shoulders.  “Stay still.”
 
    
 
   Then her hand, and the ice, disappeared under the towel.  I stiffened in alarm as I felt the tip of the bottle ice brush my thigh.  
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs, Bre” Kari ordered.  I complied, my heart suddenly thumping painfully in my chest.  
 
    
 
   I felt the ice touch my bikini bottoms and then the edge where my thigh met my crotch.  I jumped slightly as the cold seared me, but then she was pushing the cotton covering of my bikini bottoms aside and I felt the sweet coolness touch my labia, water melting fast against the pink folds.  Then, to my surprise, she pushed the whole thin piece of bottle ice all the way up into my pussy.  I gasped and lifted up, which immediately attracted attention due to the fact that my bikini tops were still lying on the towel underneath me.  Even as my sex was contracting around the ice I was scrambling to get my bikini back on while lots of people stared at my breasts.  The ice inside me burned and for a moment I considered digging it out, but then realized that were I too do that, I’d be putting on more of a show than I wanted.
 
    
 
   So I ran for the water and I heard Kari laughing at me as I fled.
 
    
 
   But there, in Kari’s bedroom, with her and Robert, there was no water, and it wasn’t a thin piece of bottle ice that melts in a minute or two.  And I was tied spread-eagled to the bed.  There is no physical way for a man to understand what having a six inch long two inch thick cylinder of ice shoved into you feels like.  There is literally no comparison.  I suppose you could get some bottle ice, let it melt just a tad, and then ram it up your ass, but that doesn’t feel the same.  Your bottom is not (in general) a sexual organ and you don’t get that mixture of confusion as your body is going “oh yeah” and “what the fuck?” all at the same time.
 
    
 
   It’s even worse when someone is pumping said ice dildo in and out of your pussy with rapid strokes.
 
    
 
   The cold seared me even as my pussy tightened in sexual desire around it.  Kari spent maybe three or four minutes fucking me silly with the ice dildo, which was now seriously melting.  My entire groin was now slightly numb, which was probably a good thing.  I could feel a cold trickle of water seeping down into the crack of my ass.  Then Kari pulled the ice dildo all the way out.  Robert was standing there, holding the two ceramic bowls and the partially melted ice dildo went in one while Kari dug around in the other.  
 
    
 
   It was exactly what I was expecting: the steel dildo.  And from the way Kari was holding it, I knew it was pretty warm.  She lifted it up, showing it to me and I fought down this sudden urge to giggle.  I know, strange huh?  I think it was just an overload of adrenaline, knowing what was coming.  She’s done this to me before.  Granted, it wasn’t after doing all the OTHER things she had done to me that day, but I knew I was about to get seriously cooked.
 
    
 
   The steel dildo, which was also covered in a light coat of mineral oil, touched my clit.  It might as well been hot wax, or maybe lava.  I cried out and Robert’s mouth came down upon mine, kissing me and taking in my cry of pain and oh my god yes!  I bucked hard, upward, trying to crush my already bruised clit against the tip of the steel dildo, but Kari was already drawing the tip downward through my petals, turning ice to fire before slowly pushing the dildo into me.
 
    
 
   Realistically, I know that the dildo wasn’t at two hundred and fifty degrees.  If it had, I’d have been burned to a crisp and as it was there was no damage to me whatsoever (if you don’t count the bruises from the wooden horse).  But the point of icing me BEFORE using the heated dildo, was to make it FEEL like two hundred and fifty degrees.  You know how you can sit in a hot spa on a cold winter night and then go running through the snow because you’re so warm that it just feels cool to you?  Well reverse that.  Imagine being frozen half to death and then someone dumping you in the spa.  Technically the water wouldn’t burn you.  Of course you’d probably go into shock, have a heart attack, and drown.  But the concept is the same.  That’s why I got fucked first with ice, and then with fire.
 
    
 
   With Robert sucking the breath out of me as Kari worked down at the other end, you can just imagine how I was feeling.  I felt fingers at my breasts and winced, even as the twinges shot down through my spine straight to my pussy.  By this time Kari was pumping the heated steel cock in and out and as my sex warmed up it lost the intensity of its initial penetration.  
 
    
 
   Which is why Kari pulled it out, dumped it back in the ceramic bowl sitting near my knee, and pulled the now condom free ice dildo out of the other bowl.  I didn’t even realize it was coming actually. I was still sucking on Robert’s lips.  One moment I was being rapidly fucked by a rather warm super hard cock between my legs, then it was gone.  Before I could even moan in disappointment Kari rammed the still melting ice dildo into me, though this time there wasn’t any oil or latex between me and the cloudy milky white frozen goodness.
 
    
 
   It was a shock, let me tell you.  My knees actually came up about a foot, which when you consider how tightly I was bound and how little movement I had available, is pretty damn impressive.  I practically bucked Robert off me.  Of course Kari handled my jump predictably.  She mashed the ice dildo in with one hand and grabbed and pinched my clit with the other.
 
    
 
   I’m a pain slut. I admit it.  I actually SEEK out ways to get hurt, as long as it’s sexual.  Getting hurt is sort of like icing on a cake. It makes it better.  Or maybe it’s the cranberry juice added to the vodka.  Or for you more vanilla people out there, it’s like foreplay before actual sex.  If I’m turned on and it hurts, I just get more turned on.  
 
    
 
   But there are limits, and Kari twisting and pinching my clit while forcing a six inch long ice shard into my pussy, after making me ride a wooden  horse (not to mention all the other torments she had done to me) was too much.  I stiffened and arched my back, practically coming off the bed.  I think Kari realized she had pushed me too much because she immediately let go of my clit and instead just mashed a soft fluffy towel up against my slit.
 
    
 
   Leaving the ice to melt inside me.
 
    
 
   Robert lifted his face from mine and I wasn’t really cognizant at that point.  In fact, I don’t remember too much of what happened next.  I wasn’t in a condition to do that.  I was cold. I remember that.  I also remember them unlocking my arms from the bed frame and connecting my wrists to the bondage collar.  Then my legs were released and Kari and Robert worked my limbs for a moment before Robert lifted me up, towel and all, and carried me out of the bedroom.
 
    
 
   Straight to the wooden horse.
 
    
 
   He set me down on it as Kari whisked the towel away and I was so out of it I didn’t even try to stand on the stools.  The pressure of the sharpened edge bit up into me, but I was so cold down there that I barely felt it.  Icy rivulets of melted water dripped down my legs toward my toes.  Kari kept me upright while Robert bent down and attached the spreader bar to my ankles.  Then at a nod from Kari, the sand filled jugs were hung on the bar, adding an additional twenty or thirty pounds of weight to the pressure point on my crotch.  Robert left after that and Kari continued to comfort me, helping me stay upright when what I really wanted to do was let my eyes roll up into my head and fall over.
 
    
 
   Eventually the pain of my ride worked its way through the cold and I started moaning, my hips slowly rocking back and forth as I began the same ritual of trying to find a new spot to rest my weight.  Robert returned to the room, holding the ceramic bowls.  These were set down on the bar between the kitchen and the living room, so I couldn’t see what was in them.  Kari took a few steps, snagged something from bowl number one, and pressed it to my right nipple.
 
    
 
   It was ice.  A full ice cube actually, and it had just been taken from the freezer because it was dry.  My nipple hardened instantly and I could actually feel my skin freezing to the cube.  I think had Kari let go it would have actually dangled there for a moment.  She moved it over to the other side, getting my other nipple rock hard as well.  Then she just moved back and forth, tormenting me as I increased the pace of my rocking hip thrusts.
 
    
 
   At some unknown to me point, Kari took the ice away from my breasts and dropped it back in the bowl.  Then she pulled a set of clover clamps, connected with a chain from the other bowl.  She handled it gingerly and I discovered a moment later why.  It was hot.  Really hot, and from the droplets sliding down my stomach after it was attached to my nipples, I suspected it had been dipped in boiling water.  It didn’t burn me.  It had cooled down quite a bit, but to me it felt like it was cooking my nipples.  The chain was hot too and it rested against my breasts and then bounced repeatedly against my stomach as I rolled my pussy back and forth along the wooden spine of the horse.  The trickle of ice water had finally stopped, which was good because I had felt it all the way down to my toes.  Water dripping like that along your skin is torment all by itself.  Of course at that point Kari motioned to Robert and with a few simple words I felt myself tipped back until I was now resting in a reclined position, the wooden horse pressing into the top of my ass.  Kari went back to the bowl of ice cubes and extracted a piece of bottle ice, easily four inches long and as thick as my pinky.  This went immediately into my pussy, penetrating deeply as she used a finger to push it all the way in.  
 
    
 
   I was already frozen down there and really only beginning to thaw above my waist.  Robert tilted me back upright so the minor relief I had gotten from having some of my weight on him and some on my lower spine went away almost immediately.  On the flip side, my pussy felt even colder now. As I began rocking again, whimpering with each thrust of my hips, Kari went back to the hot bowl and got out the steel dildo.  This was pressed to my clit and rubbed back and forth rapidly.
 
    
 
   According to Kari, I orgasmed, three times actually.  I really don’t remember.  All I know is that Kari did this a couple of times.  The whole ride was a study in contrasts.  The only permanent thing over the following forty five minutes, for an entire HOUR’S worth of time on the horse, was the fact she kept pushing bottle ice into me.  My breasts were tormented alternately between the hot clover clamps, which when cooled were returned to the hot water bowl, and ice cubes.  Then whenever she wasn’t screwing with my tits she was rubbing that damn hot steel dildo back and forth across my clit.  It was agony.  It was ecstasy.  It was orgasmic. It was torture.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t say “anniversary”.  I was pulled off by Robert for some other reason. I suspect it was because I was no longer trying to stay upright.  That’s a pretty good sign that someone can’t handle something much longer.  Once more I was carried to the bed room, laid upon the bed, and left to recuperate.  Of course Kari’s idea of recuperation meant a powerful vibrator with a little clit protrusion being pushed into me, my legs closed tightly to keep it in, while my knees were belted together and my ankles locked to each other.  My wrists were cuffed and drawn above my head while the vibrations caused excruciating agony to my over sensitized clit and waves of orgasmic pleasure from my plugged pussy.  The sheets and comforter were drawn over me and the overhead lights turned off.
 
    
 
   I came.  Then I slept.  With the vibrator on.
 
    
 
   I was only out about forty minutes.  Waking up was a trial in and of itself because Kari did it by drawing the sheets and comforter down my body enough to expose my breasts, and since my hands were drawn above my head, she had a perfect target.  I suppose in the world of BDSM, a slave being woken with a quick series of cane snaps across both breasts is not that uncommon, but it was uncommon enough for me that I squealed like a stuck pig and bounced around on the bed as Kari’s cane whistled a few more strokes.  
 
    
 
   While still trying to catch my breath and figure out why the hell my chest was hurting, Kari dropped the whip and began unbinding me.  My wrists came first and too my surprise she pulled off the bondage cuffs as well as releasing me from the bed.  Her fingers went down my body, only gently brushing my nipples as she unbuckled my knees from the belt that wrapped around me.  Then my ankles were unlocked and even the cuffs were removed.  She patted my thigh and I spread my legs, shuddering in expectation.  I was still horny, thanks to the non-stop vibrations, but I was so sore that the thought of being fucked by hand was not a turn on anymore.
 
    
 
   Kari slowly extracted the vibrator and turned it off.  She climbed up onto the bed, pushed one arm under mine and held me.  It was bliss.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne?  You’ve done really well today,” Kari complimented me.  I felt a warm feeling all over, though my breasts still stung a bit and my crotch felt like a major league baseball team had decided to practice their batting swings by aiming for my pussy.  But all in all, Kari’s words of praise were enough to make me feel good.  
 
    
 
   I laughed ruefully, but with an exhausted feel to it.  “I guess six hours isn’t so bad after all.”  True, I felt battered.  My pussy was so sore that even moving hurt.  My clit felt swollen and tender and my breasts… well… what’s a decent caning on top of everything else right?
 
    
 
   Kari smiled softly, reaching up to caress my cheek.  She gave me this sad look.
 
    
 
   “Bre, sweetheart, it wasn’t six hours.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened in shock.  “Seriously?  I was on for longer?  You let me ride longer?” A wave of anger flushed through me.  Kari’s expression remained the same but her sad look had deepened slightly.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, I’m sorry.  But you still have fifteen minutes to go.”
 
    
 
   My world shattered.  There was just no way.  No way was I going back on the wooden horse.  I couldn’t.  It hurt too much. I was so sore already.  I shook my head, mouthing the words “No, no, no.”   Kari rocked me, squeezing me tight.
 
    
 
   “Baby, you have to do it.  When you’re ready, I want you to walk out there, mount the horse, and do that last fifteen minutes.  Because if you don’t then I have to force you, and I don’t want to have to do that.”
 
    
 
   I cried then.  The tears were silent at first but eventually they were chest wracking sobs as I buried my face in Kari’s shoulder, then her cleavage.  It wasn’t the first time I’ve sobbed on her before.  Finally I got it all worked out of me and ended up in a hiccupping fit.  How humiliating.
 
    
 
   Kari just held me and hummed under her breath and rocked me back and forth.  It took another twenty minutes but finally I disengaged myself from Kari.  She watched from the bed as I got up, went to the bathroom and then came out.  I looked at her, swallowed, and gave a slight nod.  She rose from the bed and took my hand.  Together we went back out into the living room to face the wooden horse.
 
    
 
   My gaze lingered on the wooden monstrosity.  It was oiled and cleaned and the stools were there waiting for me.  The metal stand at the front had also been removed. But as my gaze slipped along the blunted but still painful edge of the horse, I caught sight of Robert sitting on the couch.
 
    
 
   His arms were bound behind his back and his legs had been pulled outright so that he was almost doing the splits.  But what was truly the most impressive thing was that his cock was bright red and slightly swollen, and wrapped up in a combination of leather thongs and steel circles.  It looked like a tightly wrapped sausage.  It also appeared painful.  He was also moving, his hips churning a bit and I noticed a remote, similar to the ones on my RVP and anal beads, sitting on the couch next to him.  I realized in a heart beat that he had something up his ass as well.  Then I spied my bottle of Stinging O.  She must have lubed both the plug and his cock!  I looked over at Kari, a little horrified.
 
    
 
   “You like?” she asked brightly as Robert grit his teeth, trying to smother the gasp of pain.  His cock bobbed rapidly as his muscles spasmed in front of us.  “That’s your reward for finishing,” Kari told me.
 
    
 
   I blinked.  My reward?
 
    
 
   “Now mount the horse for your last ride.”  
 
    
 
   Still staring at the suffering Robert I moved to the wooden horse. I didn’t want to ride it, but I knew I had to.  I had agreed to a full six hours.  Fifteen minutes were left.  Slowly I climbed one of the stools.  I felt my heart beat increase as I swung my left leg over the horse.  I went up on tip toe, moving my bruised and beaten, frozen and heated, stuffed and emptied pussy over the blunted edge.  I could feel the burn in my calves as I kept myself above the wooden spine.  Kari moved over to Robert, grabbing the bottle of Stinging O.
 
    
 
   “Kari! Please!  Don’t put any more on him,” I begged.  Robert’s eyes widened in alarm and I saw him shake his head.
 
    
 
   Kari looked back at me.  “Are you offering to take the punishment for him?”  Her words were dark and final.
 
    
 
   Robert shook his head violently and I knew he didn’t want me too.  But he was already in so much pain.  How could I not?
 
    
 
   I nodded at Kari.  “Yes, Mistress,” I replied, my heart jumping around inside me like a landed fish.  She nodded in acceptance even as Robert gave me a look of pure fury.  I knew what he was thinking.  I knew I was being manipulated.  I knew Kari had set up this little tableau for me to see and even arranged it so that I would accept more punishment in order to save Robert from the abuse.  I’m a doormat.  I admit it.
 
    
 
   Kari approached me. I was still standing on tip toe over the horse, my swollen clit grazing the wood slightly.  She uncapped the bottle of lubricant and squeezed out a single tiny drop onto her finger.  This she rubbed into my left nipple, working it in deep.  I felt the tingle and coolness as the chemical seeped into my pores.  Stinging O is a sex oil that replicates the feelings of muscle cream, like IcyHot; except without all the poisonous side effects after internal use.  Of course, Kari could have used actual IcyHot on my nipples.  That would have been fine, and to be honest, IcyHot is much more potent and lasts longer.  But ever since I made the Stinging O, I’ve pretty much used just that; better that way than accidentally risking a fatal poisoning, right?  Besides, it’s just a mixture of chili, mint, and cinnamon oils in a grapeseed oil base.
 
    
 
   By the time my left nipple was tingling as if someone had injected ice water into the nub, Kari had moved on to my right nipple.  It went through a similar process.  A little daub of oil, a cool tingle like mint, and then a slow build up of heat.  By the time Kari was done with my right nipple my left breast was feeling as if I had dipped it in hot water.  My chest was heaving and my calves felt as if they were going to give out any second.  Then Kari took the bottle of Stinging O and poured a generous amount of the oil onto her finger again.  
 
    
 
   I don’t need to tell you where that was going to go, do I?  
 
    
 
   But I WILL!  Duh… Kari stuck her finger against my clit, rubbing the Stinging O all over my clitoral hood, up and down my petals, and then even so far as to dip a little inside me.  In seconds it was like I had been stuffed with another piece of bottle ice, my pussy reacting to the chemical stimulant in the oil.  Then my legs failed and I dropped down the rest of the way so that I was truly riding the wooden horse.
 
    
 
   Kari quickly moved the stools out from under my feet and then caught my hands before I could tilt forward and use them to help take my weight.  I wasn’t wearing the cuffs any more so she just held them for a few minutes as I began shuddering, waves of pain sweeping up from between my breasts to combine with the heat from my clit and nipples.  My legs swung, but I was able to clamp my thighs together finally, helping to take some of the weight off my pubis.  When I tilted forward again, my hands seeking support of their own volition, Kari batted them away, keeping the entirety of my weight between my legs.  The minutes ticked by.
 
    
 
   And then Kari was whispering.  “Ten minutes left”.  Then eventually “Five minutes left, Breanne.  You can do it!” 
 
    
 
   We counted the last sixty seconds together, me tear streaked and hissing, missing every few numbers as I rocked back and forth, my clit crushed between my pubic bone and the spine of the wooden horse.  
 
    
 
   I was done.
 
    
 
   Kari lifted me herself, though it was more of a joint effort.  The relief caused me to burst into tears, almost sobbing as I crumpled to the floor.  Kari patted me on the shoulder and generally made sure I was okay.  It took me maybe ten minutes to pull myself together.  It was only Kari’s urging that brought my head up to see Robert, still sitting on the couch, still bound, his cock still wrapped tightly, purple and hard.
 
    
 
   “You have to fuck him, Breanne.   It will be his last orgasm for two or three days and he could really use it.”  Kari said.  I swallowed.  Slowly I lifted myself off the floor, but only crawled over to him.  Even his testicles looked swollen, as if they had also been coated with Stinging O.  I lifted my hands, making to remove the thongs and steel rings.  Kari stopped me.
 
    
 
   “No. You fuck him like that.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened.  His cock was wrapped in leather and had two or three thick metal rings at various points.  Slowly I stood up, wondering how much this final torment would hurt me.  From the position of his legs, there was no way for me to straddle him, so I turned around, presenting my sore ass to his cock and moved closer until I felt the tip of his tortured cock touch my bruised and tormented pussy.  I reached down and spread myself, not wanting to feel him run through the petals himself.  It hurt.  I was still wet, still wanting though, and when the first inch sank into my hole it was like coming home after a long trip.  The leather and rings rubbed against my insides, stimulating me further and it wasn’t long before I was fully impaled and gently moving up and down on his cock.
 
    
 
   If you’ve never fucked someone like that, let me tell you, it isn’t easy to orgasm.  Especially if you’ve had a couple.  I fucked him on that couch, feeling the leather inside me soak, the rings rub my interior flesh, even as his cock throbbed and he pulsed and pumped into me as best as he could.  Eventually it wasn’t until Kari began pinching and pulling on both of our nipples that he began to really move and about four or five minutes later he gasped out his eminent orgasm.  I practically jumped off him, twisting around and bringing my face close to his cock.  It spurted as I got my mouth open at the tip and most of it went in, though some splattered against my cheek.  I swallowed and opened again, just in time to receive a second burst.  I could taste my own juices mixed with his and underlying it all, that spicy, minty hot flavor of the Stinging O.  
 
    
 
   And that’s it.  I didn’t explode.  We let Robert up and he gave both me and Kari regular full body massages, his cock locked in one of those little cages.  Then Kari and I chatted for a while and Robert grilled steaks for dinner.  I had to sit on the stool again, still stuffed, which wasn’t exactly comfortable, but I wasn’t belted in, or cuffed to it, and Kari kept her fingers off the controls so I didn’t even have to deal with the vibrations or rotation.  Finally I said goodbye, grabbed my bag and shoes, and walked… YES WALKED… to my truck.  Buck naked.  I saw one couple in a car driving by and didn’t even blink as his mouth and eyes widened open in surprise and the woman gave me a glare and then smacked him silly. They moved on.  By the time they rounded the corner I was opening the truck and climbing in.
 
    
 
   I was sore all of Sunday. So sore I could barely move.  I didn’t much to be honest.  Mostly it was this deep ache between my legs that had me wincing.  Even pain medication didn’t do a whole lot to make it better.  A second night’s sleep made it possible for me to walk normally and so on Monday, I sat down at my computer to see what toy I needed to wear for the day.  There was a note from Master Barrett and it started with “I hope you’re feeling okay today after what Kari did to you.  I’m feeling sadistic today.”
 
    
 
   My hand trembled as I replied.  “Yes sir, I’m well enough.  What do you want me to do?”
 
    
 
   The words appeared across the screen, promising to hurt just as much as riding the Kari’s Wooden Horse.  “Breanne, what you are to do is go to a mall somewhere dressed in a short skirt, tight t-shirt and stripper shoes. Put in your anal beads on high, the vibrating clamp on your clit and the vibrating balls in your pussy on low…”
 
    
 
   But that’s another story.
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
   Volume #4 
 
    
 
   will be available in e-book format soon!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   About the Author:
 
    
 
   Breanne Erickson is a Houston, Texas native and up and coming popular erotica author.  A self- proclaimed "Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut", Breanne dabbled in a little bit of fiction writing prior to her joining Michael Alexander Stories, working for Lady Ann's Role Play Brothel as well as posting "The Computer" under the name Amanda Erickson. In January of 2010, Breanne was asked to assist with Michael Alexander's BDSM Blog, adding short "daily assignments" designed to attract interest and keep the blog fresh. What started out as a daily amusement eventually turned into a monster, changing from daily to weekly, but broadening in depth and scope. She is a talented author with a penchant for bringing the realism of her experiences to the page.
 
   Breanne is the author of “Tales Of A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volumes #1,2, and 3”, “Riding the Wooden Horse” and “Breaking My Record” (both of which are available in the Free Story Archive at www.michaelalexanderstories.com)  “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume #4” will be coming out shortly.

Breanne is a bit willowy, and approximately five foot four (and a quarter as she likes to remind everyone). She is naturally a brunette, but has a tendency to dye it auburn. She is rather curvy and has a body that both men and women love to touch, spank, whip, and screw. She has either tried or is fond of practically every kink in the book with very few exceptions.
 
   Breanne sticks mostly to the general BDSM/Realism genre, but has dabbled in both horror and fiction erotica. 
 
   Breanne is a contributor to Michael Alexander Stories and regularly posts to Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog.

She currently lives with her parents, helping out at the family farm between sexual escapades
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